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I dedicate to you, my dear friend, a work, principally composed under your hospitable roof; 
and to the materials of which your library, rich in the authorities I most needed, largely contributed. 

The idea of founding an historical romance on an event so important and so national as the 
Norman Invasion, I had long entertained, and the chronicles of that time had long been familiar 
to me. But it is an old habit of mine, to linger over the plan and subject of a work, for years, 
perhap's, before the work has, in truth, advanced a sentence; “ busying myself,” as old Burton 
saith, “ with this playing labour— otiosdque diligentia ut vitarem torporem feriamii." 

The main consideration which long withheld me from the task, w r as in my sense of the unfamil¬ 
iarity of the ordinary reader with the characters, events, and so to speak, with the very physiog¬ 
nomy of a period ante Agamemnona ; before the brilliant age of matured chivalry, which has 
given to song and romance the deeds of the later knighthood, and the glorious frenzy of the 
Crusades. The Norman Conquest was our Trojan War; an epoch beyond which our learning 
seldom induces our imagination to ascend. 

In venturing on ground so new to fiction, I saw before me the option of apparent pedantry, in 
the obtrusion of such research as might carry the reader along with the Author, fairly and truly 
into the real records of the time ; or of throwing aside pretensions to accuracy altogether ;—and 
so rest contented to turn history into flagrant romance, rather than pursue my own conception of 
extracting its Natural romance from the actual history. Finally, not without some encouragement 
from you. (whereof take your due share of blame !) 1 decided to hazard the attempt, and to adopt 
that inode of treatment which, if making larger demand on the attention of the reader, seemed the 
more complimentary to his judgment. 

The age itself, once duly examined, is full of those elements which should awaken interest, and 
appeal to the imagination. Not untruly has Sismondi said, that “ the Eleventh Century has a 
right to be considered a great age. It was a period of life and of creation; all that there was of 
noble, heroic, and vigorous in the Middle Ages commenced at that epoch.” * But to us English¬ 
men in especial, besides the more animated interest in that spirit of adventure, enterprise, ana im¬ 
provement, of which the Norman chivalry was the noblest type, there is an interest more touching 
and deep in those last glimpses of the old Saxon monarchy, which open upon us in the mourn! ul 
pages of our chroniclers. 

I have sought in this woijk, less to portray mere 'manners, which modem researches have ren¬ 
dered familiar to ordinary students in our his(pry, than to bring forward the great characters, so 
carelessly dismissed in the long and loose record of centuries; to show more clearly the motives 
and policy of the agents in an event the most - memorable in Europe; and to convey a definite, if 
genera], notion of the hum^i beings, whose brains schemed, and whose heartbeats, in that realm 
of shadows which lies behind the Norman Conquest; 

“ Spes hominum cxcos, morbos, votumquc, labores, 

Et passim toto volitantes aethere curas.” t 

I have thus been faithful to the leading historical ifleidents in the grand tiagedy of Harold, and 
as careful as contradictory evidences will permit, both as to accuracy in the delineation of character, 
and correctness in that chronological chain of dates without which mere can be no historical philo¬ 
sophy; that is,«io tangible fink between the cause and the effect. The fictitious part of my 
narrative is, as in “ Rienzi,” and the “ La^of the Barons,” confined chiefly to the private life, 
with its domain of incident and passion,tprhich is the legitimate appanage of novelist or poet. 
The love story of Harold and Edith is told differently from the well-known legend, which implies 
a less pure connexion. But the whole legend respecting the Edeva faira (Ediih the fair) whose 

• Sismondi’s “ History of France,” vol. iv. p. 484. 

i " Men’s blinded hopes, diseases, toil, and prayer, 

And winged troubles peopling daily air. 
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name meets us in ffie “ Domesday ” roll,-rests upon very slight authority considering its popular 
acceptance ; * and the reasons, for my alterations will be sufficiently obvious in a work intended 
not only for general perusal, but which on many aicounts, I hope, may be entrusted fearlessly to 
the young; while those alterations are in strict accordance with the spirit of the time, and tend to 
illustrate one of its most marked peculiarities. * 

More apology is perhaps due for the liberal use to which I have applied the superstitions of the 
age. But with the age itself those superstitions are so interwoven—they meet'us so constantly, 
whether in the pages of our own chroniclers, or the records of the kindred Scandinavians—they 
are so intruded into the very laws, so blended with the very life, of our Saxon forefathers,_ that 
without employing them, in somewhat of the same credulous spirit with which they were originally 
conceived, no vivid impression of the People they influenced can be conveyed. Not without truth 
has an Italian writer remarked, “that he who would depict philosophically an unphilosophicai 
age, Should remember that, to be familiar with children, one must sometimes think and feel as a 
child.” 

Yet it has not been my main endeavour to make these ghostly agencies conducive to the ordinary 
poetical purposes of terror, and if that effect be at all created by them, it will be, I apprehend, 
rather subsidiary to the more historical sources of interest than, in itself, a leading or popular 
characteristic of the work. My object, indeed, in the introduction of the Danish, Vala especially, 
has been perhaps as much addressed to the reason as to the fancy, in showing what large, if dim, 
remains of the ancient “ heathenesse ” still kept their ground on the Saxon soil, contending with 
and contrasting the monkish superstitions, by which they were ultimately replaced. Hilda is not 
in history; but without the romantic impersonation of that which Hilda represents, the history of 
the time would be imperfectly understood. 

In the character of Harold—while I have carefully examined and weighed the scanty evidences 
of its distinguishing attributes which are yet preserved to us—and, in spite of no unnatural pai - 
tiality, have not concealed what appear to me its deficiencies, and still less the great error of the 
life it illustrates,—I have attempted, somewhat and slightly, to shadow out the ideal of the pure 
Saxon character, such as it was then, with its large qualities undeveloped, but marked already by 
patient endurance, love of justice, and freedom—the manly sense of duty rather than the chivalric 
sentiment of honour—and that indestructible element of practical purpose and courageous will, 
which, defying all conquest, and steadfast in all peril, was ordained to achieve so vast an influence 
over the destinies of the world. 

To the Norman Duke, I believe, I have been as lenient aS justice will permit, though it is as im¬ 
possible to deny his craft as to dispute his genius; and so far as the scope of my work would 
aUow, I trust that I have indicated fairly the grand characteristics of’his countrymen, more truly 
cMvalric than their lord. It has happened, unfortunately for that illustrious race o.f men, that they 
have seemed to us, in England, represented by the Anglo-Norman kings. The fierce and plotting 
William, the vain and worthless Rufus, the cold-blooded and relentless Henry, are no adequate 
representatives of the far nobler Norman vavasours, whom even the English Chronicler admits to 
have been “ kind masters,” and to whom, in spite of their king's, the after liberties of England 
were so largely indebted. But this work closes on the Field of Hastings; and in that noble 
struggle for national independence, the sympathies of every true son of the land, even if tracing his 
lineage back to the Norman victor, must be on the side of the patriot*Harold. 

. In the notes, which I have thought necessary aids to the better comprehension of these volumes, 
my only wish has been to convey to the general reader sn^hvillustrative information as may fami¬ 
liarises him more easily with the subject-matter of the book, or refresh his memory on incidental 
details not without a national interest. In the mere references to authorities I do not pretend to 
arrogate to a fiction the proper character of a history; the references are chiefly used either where 
wishing pointedly to distinguish from invention what was borrowed from a chronicle, or, when 
differing from some popular historian to whom the reader might be likely to refer, it seemed well 
to state the authority upon which the difference was founded.f 

In fact, my main object has been one that compelled me to admit graver matter than is common 
in romance, but which I would fain hope may be saved from the charge of dulness by some 
national sympathy between author and reader; my object is attained, and attained only, if, in 
closing the last page of this work, the reader shall find, that in spile of the fictitious materials ad¬ 
mitted, he has formed a clearer and more intimate acquaintance with a time, heroic though remote, 
and characters which ought to have a household interest to Englishmen, than the succinct accounts 
of the mere historian could possibly afford him. 

Thus, my dear D’Eyncourt, under cover of hn address to yourself, have I made to the Public 
those explanations which authors in general (and I not the least so), are often over-anxious to 
render. * 9 

* 

^ V 

* Merely upon the obscure MS. of the Waltham Monasteflk yet, such is the ignorance of popular criticism, 
that 1 have been as much attacked for the licence I bave taken With tpe legendary connexion between Harold and 
Edith, Us ff that connexion were a proven and authenticated fsml again, the pure attachment to which in the 
romance, the loves of Edith and Harold are confined, has been alleged to be a sort of moral anachronism,—a 
sentiment wholly modern; whereas, on the contrary, an attachment so pure was infinitely morc_common in that 
day than in this, and made one of the most striking characteristics of the eleventh century; indeed of all the 
earlier ages, in the Christian era, most subjected to monastic influences. “• 

f Notes less immediately necessary to the context, or too long not to interfere with the current of the narrativ e, 
are thrown to the end of the work; 
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This task done, my thoughts naturally fly bad! to the associations I connected with your name 
when I placed it at the head of this epistle. Again I seem to find myself under your friendly roof; 
again to greet my provident host entering that gothic chamber in which I had been permitted to 
establish my unsocial study, heralding tne advent of majestic folios, and heaping libraries round 
the unworthy work. Again, pausing from my labour, I look through that # castle casement, and 
beyond that feudal moat, over the br#ad landscapes, which, if I err not, took their name from the 
proud brother of the Conqueror himself: or when, in those winter nights, the grim old tapestry 
waved in the dim recesses, I heat again the Saxon thegn winding his horn at the turret doo& Jild 
demanding^dmittance to the halls from which the prelate of Bayeux had so unrighteously ejpetted 
hifti*—what marvel, that I lived in the times of which I wrote, Saxon with the Saxon, Normanrtfffh 
the Norman—that I entered into no gossip less venerable than that current at the Court of, lie 
Confessor, or startled my fellow-guests (when I deigned to meet them) with the last news which 
Harold’s spies had brought over frgm the Camp at .St. Valery ? With sdl those folios, giants of 
the gone world, rising around me daily, more and more, higher and higher—Ossa upon PelioU— 
on ctiair and table, hearth and floor ; invasive as Normans, indomitable as Saxons, and tall as the 
tallest. Danes (ruthless host, I behold them still!)—with all those disburied spectres*rampant in the 
chamber, all the armour rusting in thy galleries, all those mutilated statues of early English kings 
(including St. Edward himself) niched into thy grey, ivied wails—say in thy conscience, O host, 
(if indeed that conscience be not wholly callous !) shall I ever return to the nineteenth century 
again ? 

But far beyond these recent associations of a single winter (for which heaven assoil thee !) goes 
the memory of a friendship of many winters, and proof to the storms of all. Often have I come 
for advice to your wisdom, and sympathy to your heart, bearing back with me, in all such seasons, 
new increase to that pleasurable gratitude which is, perhaps, the rarest, nor the least happy senti¬ 
ment, that experience leaves to man. Some differences, it may be,—whether on those public 
questions which we see, every day, alienating friendships that should have been beyond the reach 
of laws and kings ; —or on the more scholastic controversies which as keenly interest the minds of 
educated men,—may at times deny to us the idem velle, alque idem nolle ; but the firnia amicitia 
needs not those common linlts: the sunshine does not leave the wave for the slight ripple which 
the casual stone brings a moment to the surface. 

Accept, in this dedication of a work which has lain so long on my mind, and been endeared to 
me from many causes, the token of an affection for you and yours, strong as the ties of kindred, 
and lasting as the belief in truth. E. B. L. 

* There is a legend attached to my friend’s house, that on certain nights in the year, Eric the Saxon wind's his 
horn at the door, and in forma speciri, serves his notice of ejectment. 
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The author of an able and learned article on Mabillon,* in the Edinburgh Review, has accu¬ 
rately described my aim in this work; although, with that generous courtesy which characterises 
the true scholar, in referring to the labours of a contemporary, he has overrated my success. It 
was indeed my aim “ to solve the problem how to produce the greatest amount of dramatic effect 
at the least expense of historical truth ”—I borrow the words of the Reviewer, since none other 
could so tersely expresl my design, or so clearly account for*the leading characteristics in its con¬ 
duct and completion. 

There are |wo ways of employing the materials of History in the service of Romance : the one 
consists in lending to ideal personages, and to an imaginary fable, the additional interest to be de¬ 
rived from historical groupings : the other, in extracting the main interest of romantic narrative 
from history itself. Those who adopt the former mode are at liberty to exclude all that does not 
contribute to theatrical effect or picturesque composition ; their fidelity to the period they select 
is towards the manners and costume, not towards the precise order of events, the moral causes 
from which the events proceeded, and the physical agencies by which they were influenced and 
controlled. The plan thus adopted is unquestionably the more popular and attractive, and, being 
favoured by the most Hlustrious writers of historical romance, there is presumptive reason for sup¬ 
posing it to he also that which is the more agreeable to the art of fiction. 

But he who wishes to avoid the ground pre-occupied by others, and claim in the world of lite¬ 
rature some spot, however humble, which he may “ plough with his own heifer,” will seek to 
establish himself not where the land is the most fertile, but where it is the least enclosed. So, 
when I first turned my attention to Historical Romance, my main aim was to avoid as much as 
possible those fairer portions of the soil that had been appropriated by the first discoverers. The 
great author of Ivanhoe, and those amongst whom, abroad and at home, his mantle was divided, 
had employed History to aid Romance ; I contented myself with the humbler task to employ 
Romance in the aid of History,—to extract from authentic but neglected chronicles, and the un¬ 
frequented storehouse of Archaeology, the incidents and details that enliven the dry*narialive of 
facts to which the general historian is confined,—construct my plot from the actual events them¬ 
selves, and place the staple of such interest as I could create in reciting the struggles, and de¬ 
lineating the characters, of those who had been the living actors in the real drama. For the main 
materials of the three Historical Romances I have composed, I consulted the original*authorities 
of the time with a care as scrupulous, as if intending to write, not a fiction but a history. And 
having formed the best judgment I could of the events and characters of the age, I adhered faith¬ 
fully to what, as an Historian, I should have held to be the tjue course and true causes of the 
gieat political events, and the essential attributes of the principal agents. Solely in that inward 
file which, not only as apart from the more public^jjdJjistorical, but which, as almost wholly un- 
kpown, becomes the fair domain of the poet, did legitimate privileges of fiction, and 

even here I employed the agency of the passions oqly so far as they served to illustrate what I 
believed to be the genuine natures of the beings who had actually lived, and to restore the warmth 
of the human heart to the images recalled from the grave. 

•Thus, even had I the gifts of my most illustrious predecessors, I should be precluded-the use 
of many of the more brilliant. I shut myself out from the wider Scope permitted to their fancy, 
and denied myself the licence to choose or select materials, alter dates, vary causes and effects 
according to the convenience of that more imperial fiction which invents the Probable where it 
discards the Real. The mode I have adopted has perhaps only this merit, that it is my own— 
mine by discovery and mine by labour. And if I can raise not thfc spirits that obeyed the great 
master of romance* nor gain the key to* the fairyland that opened to hjs spell,—at least I have not 
rifled the tomb of the wizard to steal «iy art fiom the book that lies clasped on his breast. 

In treating of an age with which the general reader is so unfamiliar as that preceding the Nor¬ 
man Conquest, it is impossible to avoid«(especialIy in the earlier portions of my tale), those ex¬ 
planations of the veiy character of the time which would have been unnecessary if I had only 
sought in Historj^the picturesque accompaniments to Romance. 1 have to do more than present 
an amusing picture of national manners—detad the dress, and describe the banquet. According 
to the plan 1 aefopt, I have to make the reader ^quainled with*the imperfect fusion of races in 
Saxon England, familiarise him with the contests*! parties and the ambition of chiefs, show him 
the strength and the weakness of a kir.dly but ignSrant thuicli; of a brave but turbulent aris¬ 
tocracy; of a people partially free, and naturally energetic, but disunited by successive immigra¬ 
tions, and having lost much of the proud jealousies of national liberty by submission to the pre- 

* The “ Edinburgh Review,*' No. clxxir*. January, 1849. Art. 1. “ Correspondence infidite, de Mabillon et 
de Montfaucon, avec J’ltalie.” Par M. Valery. Paris, 1848. 
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ceding conquests of the Dane : acquiescent in tfje sway of foreign kings, and with that bulwark 
against invasion which an hereditary order of aristocracy usually erects, loosened to its very foun¬ 
dations by the copious admixture of foreign nobles. I have to present to the reader, here, the 
imbecile priestcraft of the illiterate monk, there, the dark superstition that still consulted the 
deities of the North by runes on the elm bark and adjurations of thf dead. And in contrast to 
these pictures of a decrepit monarchy^and a fated race, I have to bring forcibly before the reader 
the vigorous attributes of the coming conquerors,—the stern will and deep guile of the Norman 
chief—the comparative knowledge of the rising Norman Church—the nascent spirit of chivalry in 
the Normaff vavasours ; a spirit destined to emancipate the very people it contributed to enslave, 
associated, as it imperfectly was, with the sense of freedom : disdainful, it is true, of the villein, 
but proudly curbing, though into feudal limits, the domination of the liege. In a word, I must 
place fully before the reader, if 1 would be faithful to the plan of my work, the political and moral 
features of the age, as well as its lighter and livelier attributes, and so lead him to perceive, 
when he has closed the book, why England was conquered, and how England survived the 
Conquest. 

In accomplishing this task, I inevitably incur the objections which the task itself raises up,— 
objections to the labour it has cost; to the information which the labour was undertaken in order 
to bestow ; objections to passages which seem to interrupt the narrative, but which in reality pre¬ 
pare for the incidents it embraces, or explain the position of the persons whose characters it illus¬ 
trates,—whose fate it involves ; objections to the reference to authorities, where a fact might be 
disputed, or mistaken lor fiction ; objections to the use of Saxon words, for which no accurate 
synonyms could be exchanged ; objections, in short, to the colouring, conduct, and composition 
of the whole work ; objections to all that separate it from the common crowd of Romances, and 
stamp on it, for good or for bad, a character peculiarly its owa. Objections of this kind I cannot 
remove, though I have carefully weighed them all. And with regard to the objection most im¬ 
portant to story-teller and novel reader—viz., the dryness of some of the earlier portions, though 
I have thrice gone over thoie passages, with the stern determination to inflict summary justfce 
upon every unnecessary line, I must own to my regret that I have found but little which it was 
possible to omit without rendering the after narrative obscure, and without injuring whatever of 
more stirring interest the story, as it opens, may afford to the general reader of Romance. 

As to the Saxon words used, an explanation of all those that can be presumed unintelligible to a 
person of ordinary education, is given either in the text or a foot-note. Such archaisms are much 
less nunmrous than certain critics would fain represent them to be : and they have rarely indeed 
been admitted where other words could have been employed without a glaring anachronism, or a 
tedious periphrase. Would it indeed be possible, for instance, to convey a notion of the custom* 
and manners of our Saxon forefathers without employing words so mixed up with their daily 
usages and modes of thinking as “ were geld ” and “ niddering" ? Would any words from the 
modem Vocabulary suggest the same idea, or embody the same meaning ? * 

One critic good-humouredly exclaims, “ We have a full attendance of thegns and cnehts, but 
we should have liked much better our old friends and approved good masters thanes and 
knights.” Nothing could bt^more apposite for my justification than the instances here quoted in 
censure; nothing could more plainly vindicate the necessity of employing the Saxon words. For 
I should sadly indeed have misled the reader, if I had used the word knight in an age when 
knights were wholly unknown to the Anglo-Saxon : and cneht no more means what we under¬ 
stand by knight, than a templar, in modern phrase means a man in chain mail'vowed to celibacy, 
and the redemption of the Holy Sepulchre fi*om the hands of the Musselman. While, since thegn 
and thane are both archaisms, I prefer the former ; not only for the £sftne reason that induces Sir 
Francis Palgrave to prefer it, viz., because it is the more etymologically correct; but because we 
take from our neighbours the Scotch, not only the word thane, but the sense in which we apply 
it; and that sense is not the same that we ought to attach to the various and complicated notions 
of nobility which the Anglo-Saxon comprehended in the title of thegn. It has been peremptorily 
said by more than one writer in periodicals, that I have overrated the erudition of William, in 
permitting him to know LStin ; nay, to have read the Comments of Caesar at the age of eight.— 
Where these gentlemen find the authorities to confute my statement I know not; all I know is, 
that in the statement I have followed the original authorities usually deemed the best. And I 
content myself-with r eferring the disputants to a work not so difficult to procure as (and certainly 
more pleasant to read than) the old Chronicles. In Miss Strickland’s “ Lives of the Queens of 
England,” (Matilda of. Flanders,) the same statement is made, and no doubt upon the same 
authorities. * 

More surprised should I be (if modem criticism had not taught me in all*matters of assumption 
the nil admiran ), to find it’alleged that I Jiave overstated not only the learning of the Norman 
duke, but that which flourished in Normandy under his reign ; for I should have thought that the 
fact of the learning which sprung up in»the most thriving period of that principality ; the rapidity 
of its growth; the benefits it derived from Lanfranc; the encouragement it received from William, 
had been phenomena too remarkable in the annals of the age, and in the history of literature, to 
have met with an incredulity which the most moderate- amount of information would have sufficed 
to dispel. Not to refer such sceptics to graver authorities, historical and ecclesiastical, in order 
to justify my representations of that learning which, under William the Bastard, made*m£ schools 
of Normandy the popular academies of Europe, a page or two in a book so accessible as Ville- 
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main’s ‘‘Tableau du Mayen Age,” will perhaps suffice to convince them of the hastiness of their 
censure, and the error of their impressions. 

It is stated in the Athenaeum, and, I believe, by a writer whose authority on the merits of opera 
singers I am far from contesting, but of whose competence to instruct the world in any other de¬ 
partment of human industry or knowledge I am less persuaded, “ that I am much mistaken when 
I represent not merely the clergy, but the young soldiers and courtiers of the reign of the Con¬ 
fessor, as well acquainted with the literature of Greece and Home.” 

The remark, to say the least of it, is disingenuous. I have done no 3uch thing. This general 
animadversion is only justified by a reference to the pedantry of the Norman Mallet de*Graville— 
and it is expressly stated in the text that Mallet de Graville was originally intended for the Church, 
and that it was the peculiarity of his literary information, rare in a soldier (hilt for which his earlier 
studies for the ecclesiastical calling readily account, at a time when the Norman convent of Bee 
•was already so famous for the erudition of its teachers, and the number of its scholars), that 
attracted towards him the notice of Lanfranc, and founded his fortunes. Pedantry is made one of 
his characteristics (as it generally was the characteristic of any man with some pretensions to 
scholarship, in the earlier ages); and if he indulges in a classical allusion, whether in taunting a 
courtier or conversing with a “ Saxon from the wealds of Kent,” it is no more out of keeping 
with the pedantry ascribed to him, than it is unnatural in Dominie Sampson to rail at Meg Merri- 
lies in Latin, or James the First to examine a young courtier in the same unfamiliar language. 
Nor should the critic in question, when inviting his readers to condemn me for making Mallet de 
Graville quote Horace, have omitted to state that de Graville expressly laments that he had never 
read, nor could even procure, a copy of the Roman poet—judging only of the merits of Horace by 
an extract in some monkish author, who was equally likely to have picked up his quotation second¬ 
hand. , » 

So, when a reference is made either by Graville, or by anyone els* in the' romance, to Homeric 
fab]es and personages, a critic who bad gone through the ordinary education of an English gentle¬ 
man, would never thereby have assumed that the person so referring had read the poems of Homer 
themselves—he would have known that Homeric fables, or personages, though not the Homeric 
poems, were made familiar, by quaint travesties,* even to the most illiterate audience of the 
gothic age. It was scarcely more necessary to know Homer then than now, in order to have 
heard of Ulysses. The writer in the Athenaeum is acquainted with Homeric personages, but who 
on earth would ever presume to assert that he is acquainted with Homer ? 

Some doubt has been thrown upon my accuracy in ascribing to the Anglo-Saxons the enjoy¬ 
ments of certain luxuries (gold and silver plate—the use of glass, Sic.) which were extrel(fely rare 
ill an age much more recent. There is no ground for that doubt; nor is there a single article of 
such luxury named in the text, for the mention of which I have not ample authority. 

I hive indeed devoted to this work a degree of research which, if unusual to romance, I cannot 
con sit ’r superfluous when illustrating an age so remote, and events unparalleled in their influence 
over the destinies of England. Nor am I without the hope, that what the romance-reader at first 
regards as a defect, he may ultimately acknowledge as a merit;—forgiving me that strain on Ins 
attention by which alone I could leave distinct in his memory, the action and the actors in that 
solemn tragedy which closed on the field of Hastings, over the corpse of the Last Saxon King, 

* And long before the date of the travesty known to us, and most popular amongst our mediaeval ancestors it 
might be shown that some rude notion of Homer’s fable and personages nad crept into the North. 
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BOOK I. 

« 

THE NORMAN VISITOR, THE SAXON ftJNG, AND THE 
DANISH PROPHETESS. 


Chapter I. 

Merry was the month of May in the year of our 
Lord 1052. Few were the boys, and few the 
lasses, who overslept themselves on the first of 
that buxom month. Long ere the dawn, the 
crowds had sought mead and woodland, to cut 
poles and wreathe flowers. Many a mead then 
lay fair and green beyond the village of Charing, 
and behind the isle of Thomey, (amidst the 
brakes and briars of which were then rising fast 
and fair the Hall and Abbey of Westminster;) 
many a wood lay dark in the starlight, along the 
higher ground that sloped from the dank Strand, 
with its numerous canals or dykes;—and on 
either side of the great road into Kent:—flutes 
and horns sounded far and near thrdugh the 
green places, and laughter and song, and the 
crash of breaking boughs. 

As tjie dawn came grey up the east, arch and 
blooming faces bowed down to bathe in the 
May dew. Patient oxen stood dozing by the 
hedge-rows, all fragrant with blossoms, till the 
gay sppilers of the May came forth from the woods 
with lusty poles, followed by girls with laps full 
of flowers, which they^liad caught asleep. The 
poles were pranked with nosegays, and a chap¬ 
let was hung round the horns of every ox. Then 
towards day-break, the processions streamed 
back into the city, through all its gates; boys 
with their May-gads (peeled willow wands twined 
with cowslips) going before ; and cleaf through 
the lively din ol the horns and flutes, and amidst 
the moving grove of branches, choral voices, 
singing some early Saxotj stave, precursor of the 
later song— 

“ We have brought the summer home:” 

Often in the good old days before the Monk- 
king reigned, kings anfl ealdermen had thus 
gone forth a-maying; but these merriments, 
savouring of heathenesse, that good prince 
mislilted: nevertheless the song was as blithe, 
and the boughs were as green, as if king and 
ealdermen had walked in the train, 

On the great Kent road, the fairest meads for 
the cowslip, and the greenest woods for the 
bough, surrounded a large building that once 
had belonged to some voluptuous Roman, now 
all defaced and despoiled; but the boys and the 
lasses shunned those demesnes ; and even in their 
mirth, as they passed homeward along the road, 
and saw near the ruined walls, and timbered out¬ 
buildings, grey Druid stones (that spoke of an age 
before either Saxon or Roman invader,) gleam¬ 
ing through the dawn—the song was hushed— 


the very youngest crossed themselves; and the 
elder, in solemn whispers, suggested the pre¬ 
caution of changing the song into a psalm. For 
in that old building dw;elt Hilda, of famous and 
dark repute; Hilda, who, despite all law, and 
canon, was still believed to practise the dismal 
arts of the Wicca and Morthwyrtha, (the witch 
and worshipper of the dead). But once out of 
sight of those fearful precincts, the psalm was 
forgotten, and again broke, loud, clear, and sil¬ 
very, the joyous chorus. 

So, entering London about sunrise, dooTsand 
windows were duly wreathed with garlands; and 
every village in the suburbs had its May-pole, 
which stood in its place all the year. On that 
happy day labour rested ; ceorl and theowe had 
alike a holiday to danee, and tumble round the 
May-pole; and thus, on the first of May,— 
Youth, and Mirth, and Music, ‘‘brought the 
summer home.” 

The next day you might still see where the 
buxom bands had been ; you might track their 
way by fallen flowers, and green leaves^end the 
deep ruts made by oxen, (yoked often a teams 
from twenty to forty, in the wains that carried 
home the poles ;) and fair and frequent through¬ 
out the land, from any eminence, you might be¬ 
hold the hamlet swards still crowned with the 
May trees, and air still seemed fragrant with 
their gai'lands. m 

It is on that second day of May, 1052, that my 
story opens, at the House of Hilda, me reputed 
Morthwyrtha. It stood upon a gentle ana ver¬ 
dant height; and, even through all the barbarous 
mutilation it had undergone from barbarian 
hands, enough was left strikingly to contrast the 
ordinary abodes of the Saxon. 

The remains of Roman art were indeed still 
numerous throughout England, but it happened 
rarely that the Saxort had chosen his home 
amidst the villas of those noble and primal con¬ 
querors. Our first forefathers were more in¬ 
clined to destroy than to adapt. 

By what chance this building became an ex¬ 
ception to the ordinary rule, it is now impossible 
to conjecture, but from a very remote period it 
had sheltered successive races of Teuton lords. 

The changes wrought in the edifice were 
mournful and grotesque. What .was, no# the 
Hall, had evidently been the atrium ; the round, 
shield, with its pointed boss., the spear ,1 
sword, and small curved s*x of the early Teu-i 
ton, were suspended from the colnmns on which 
once had been wreathed, the flowers.; in the 
centre of .the floor, where fragments of the old, 



HAROLD . 


mosaic still glistened from the hard-pressed pav¬ 
ing of clay and lime, what now was the fire¬ 
place, had been the impluvium, and the smoke 
went sullenlv through the aperture in the roof, 
made of old to receive the rains of heaven. 
Around the Hall were still left the old cubicula 
of dormitories, (small, high, ahd lighted but 
from the doors,) which now served for the sleep¬ 
ing-rooms of the humbler guest or the household 
servant; while at the farther end of the Hall, 
the wide space between the columns, which had 
once given ample vista from graceful awnings 
into tablinum and viridarium, was filled up with 
rude rubble and Roman bricks, leaving but a 
low, round, arched door, that still led into the 
tablinum. But that tablinum, formerly the 
gayest state-room of the Roman lord, was now 
filled with various lumber, piles of faggots, and 
farming utensils. On either side of this dese¬ 
crated apartment, stretched, to the right, theold 
lararium, stripped of its ancient images of an¬ 
cestor and god ; to the left, what had been the 
gynoecium (women’s apartment.) 

One side of the ancient peristyle, which was of 
vast extent, was now converted into stabling, 
sties for swine, and stalls for oxen. On the 
other side was constructed a Christian chapel, 
made of rough oak planks, fastened by plates at 
the top, and with a roof of thatched reeds. The 
columns and wall at the extreme end of the peri¬ 
style were a mass of ruins, through the gigantic 
rents of which loomed a grassy hillock, its sides 
partially covered with clumps of furze. On this 
hillock were the mutilated remains of an ancient 
Druidical crommel,in the centre of which (near 
a funeral mound, or barrow, with the bautastean, 
or gravestone, of some early Saxon chief at one 
end) had been sacrilegiously placed an altar to 
Thor, as was apparent both from the shape, from a 
rude, half-obliterated, sculptured relief of the god, 
with his lifted hammer, and a few Runic letters. 
Amidst the temple of the Briton the Saxon had 
reared the shrine of his triumphant war-god. 

Now still, amidst the ruins of that ex¬ 
treme side of the peristyle which opened to 
this hillock were left, first, an ancient Roman 
fountain, that now served to water the swine, 
and next, a small sacellum, or fane to Bacchus 
(as relief and frieze, yet spared, betokened): thus 
the eye, at one survey, beheld the shrines of four 
creeds ; the Druid, mystical and symbolical; 
the Roman, sensual, but humane; the Teutonic, 
ruthless and destroying; and, latest risen and 
surviving all, though as yet with but little of its 
gentler influence over the deeds of men, the edi¬ 
fice cf the Faith of Peace. 

Across the peristyle, theowes and swineherds 
passed to and froin the atrium, men of a 
higher class, half armed, were, some drinking, 
some at'dice, some playing with' huge hounds, 
or caressing the bawks that stood grave and 
solemn on then- perches. 

The lararium was deserted; the gynoecium 
was still, as in the Roman time, the favoured 
apartment of the female portion of the house¬ 
hold, and indeed bote the same name,*—and with 
the group there assembled we have now to do. 

• “ The apartment in which the Anglo-Saxon women 
lived wa* called Gynecium ."—Fcthtoek*, vol. it. p. 570. 


The appliances of the chamber showed the 
rank and wealth of the owner. At that period 
the domestic luxury of the rich was (infinitely 
greater than has been generally supposed. The 
industry of the women decorated wall and fur¬ 
niture with (needlework and hangings; and as a 
Thegn forfeited his rank if he lost his lands, so 
the higher orders of an aristocracy rather of 
wealth than birth, had, usually, a certain por¬ 
tion of superfluous riches, which served to flo?v 
towards the bazaars of the East and the nearer 
markets of Flanders and Saracenic Spain. 

In this room the walls were draped with 
silken hangings richly embroidered. The single 
window was glazed with a dull grey glass.* On 
a beaufet were ranged horns tipped \yith silver, 
and a few vessels of pure gold. A small circular 
table in the centre was supported by symbolical 
monsters quaintly carved. At one side of the 
wall, on a long settle, some half-a-dozen hand¬ 
maids were employed in spinning; remote from 
them, and near the window, sat a woman ad¬ 
vanced in years, and of a mien and aspect sin¬ 
gularly majestic. Upon a small tripod before 
her was a Runic manuscript, and an inkstand of 
elegant form, with a silver graphium, or pen. 
At her feet reclined a girl somewhat about ths 
age of sixteen, her long fair hair parted across 
her forehead and falling far down her shoulders. 
Her dress was a linen under-tunic, with long 
sleeves, rising high to the throat, and without 
one of the modern artificial restraints of the 
shape, the simple belt sufficed to show (he slen¬ 
der proportions and' delicate outline of the 
wearer. The colour of the dress was of the 
purest while, but its hems or borders, were 
richly embroidered. This girl’s beauty was some¬ 
thing marvellous. In a land proverbial' for fair 
women, it had already Obtained her the name of 
“ the fair.” In that beauty were blended, not as 
yet without a struggle for mastery, the two ex¬ 
pressions seldom united in one countenance, the 
soft and the noble; indeed in the whole aspect 
there was the evidence of some internal struggle : 
the intelligence was not yet complete; the soul 
and heart were not yet united: and Edith the 
Christian maid dwelt in the home of Hilda the 
heathen prophetess. c The girl’s blue eyes, ren¬ 
dered dark by the shade of their long lashes, 
wfcre fixed intently upon the stem and troubled 
countenance which was bent upon her own, but 
bent with that abstr^pt gaze which shows that 
the soul is absent from the sight. So sate Hilda, 
and so reclined her grandchild Edith. 

“ Grandam,” said the girl in a low voice and 
after a long pause; and the sound of her voice 
so startled the handmaids, that every spindle 
stopped fora moment and then plied with re¬ 
newed activity ; “Grandam, what troubles you 
—are you not thinking of the great Earl and^his 

* Glass, introduced about the time of Bede, was 
more common then in the houses of the wealthy, 
whether for vessels or windows, than in the much later 
ape of the gorgeous Plantagenets. Alfred, in one of 
his poems, introduces glass as a familiar illustration:— 

“ So oft the mild sea 
With south wind 
As grey glass clear 
Becomes grimly troubled.” 

Sear. Turnbr; 
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fair sous, sow outlawed far over the wide 
seas ? ” 

As the girl spoke, Hilda started slightly, like 
one awakened frogs a dream; and when Edith 
had concluded her question, she rose slowly to 
the height of a statue, unbowed bjfcher years, 
and far towering above even the ordinary stan- 

• dard of men; and turning from the child, her 
cyg fell up?»n the row of silent ‘maids, each at 
her rapid, noiseless, stealthy work. "Ho!” 
said she ; her cold and haughty eye glqaming as 
she spoke; " yesterday they brought home the 
summer—to-day, ye aid to bring home the win¬ 
ter. \Veave well—heed well warf and woof; 
Skulda * is amongst ye, and her pale fingers 
guide the web! ” 

The maidens lifted not their eyes, though in 
every cheek the colour paled at the words of the 
mistress. The spindles revolved, the thread shot, 
and again there was silence more freezing than 
before. 

" Askest thou,” said Hilda at length, passing 
to the child, as if the question so long addressed 
to her ear had only just reached her mind ; “ ask¬ 
est thou if I thought of the Earl and his fair 
sons ?—yea, I heard the smith welding arms on 
the anvil, and the hammer of the shipwright 
shaping strong ribs for the horses of the sea. 
Ere the reaper has bound his sheaves, Earl God¬ 
win will scare the Normans in the halls of the 
Monk-king, as the hawk scares the brood in the 
dovecot. Weave well, heed well warf and woof, 
nimble maidens—strong be the texture, for bit¬ 
ing is the worm.” 

“ What weave they, then, good grand¬ 
mother ? ” asked the girl, with wonder and awe 
in her sqft mild eyes. 

" The winding-sheet of the great! ” 

Hilda’s lips closed, buf her eyes, yet brighter 
than before, gazed upon space, and her pale hand 
seemed tracing letters, like runes, in the air. 

Then slowly she turned, 'and looked forth 
through the dull window. " Give me my cover- 
chief and my staff,” said she quickly. 

Every one of the handmaids, blithe fonexcuse 

# to quit a task which seemed recently commenced, 
‘ and was certainly not endeared to them by the 

knowledge of its purpose communicated to them 
by the lady, rose to obey. 

Unheeding the hands that vied with eadh 
other, Hilda took the hood, and drew it partially 
over her brow. Leaning ^ghtly on a long staff, 
the head of which formed a raven, carved from 
some wood stained black, she passed into the 
hall, and thence through the desecrated tablinum 
into the mighty court formed by the shattered 
peristyle ; there she stopped, mused a moment, 
and called on Edith. The girl was soon by her 
side. 

"Come with me.—Thera is a face you shall 
see but twice in life—this day,”—and Hilda 
paused, and the rigid and almost colossal beauty 
of her countenance softened. * ■ 

* " And when again, my grandmother ? ” 

"Child, put thy warm hand in mine. So! 
the vision darkens from me.-— When again, 
saidst thou, Edith ?—alas, I know not.” 

* Skulda, the Noma, or Fate, that presided oyer the 
future, 


While thus speaking, Hilda passed slowly by 
the Roman fountain and the heathen fane, and 
ascended the little hillock. There on the oppo¬ 
site side of the summit, backed by the Druid 
crommel and the Teuton altar, she seated herself 
deliberately on the sward. 

A few daisies, primroses, and cowslips, grew 
around; these Edith began to pluck. Singing, 
as she wove, a simple song, that, not more by 
the dialect than the sentiment, betrayed its on- 
gin, in the ballad of the Norse,* which had, in its 
more careless composition, a character quite dis¬ 
tinct from the artificial poetry of the Saxons. 
The song may be thus imperfectly rendered: 

“ Merrily the throstle sings 
Amid the merry May; 

The throstle sings but to my ear; 

My heart is far away ! 

“ Blithely bloometh mead and bank. 

And blithely buds the tree;' 

And hark I—they bring the Summer home; 

It has no home with me 1 

“ They have outlawed Aim —ray Summer I 
An outlaw far away 1— 

The birds may sing, the flowers may bloom,— 
U, give me back my May! ” 

As she came to the last line, her soft low voice 
seemed to awaken a chorus of sprightly horns 
and trumpets, and certain other wind instruments 
eculiar to the music of that day. The hillock 
ordered the high road to London—which then 
wound through wastes of forest land—and now 
emerging from the trees to the left appeared a 
goodly company. First came two riders abreast, 
each holding a banner. On the one was de¬ 
picted the cross and five martlets? the device 
of Edward, afterwards surnamed the Confessor : 
on the other, a plain broad cross with a deep 
border round it, and the streamer shaped into 
sharp points. 

The first was familiar to Edith, who dropped 
her garland to gaze on the approaching pageant; 
the last was strange to her. She had been ac¬ 
customed to see the banner of the great Earl 
Godwin by the side of the Saxon king; axyi she 
said, almost indignantly,— 

“ Who dares, sweet grandam, to place banner 
or pennon where Earl Godwin’s ougot to float?” 

“ Peace,” said Hilda, “ peace and look.” 

Immediately behind the standard-bearers came 
two figures—strangely dissimilar indeed in mien, 
in years, in bearing: each bore on his left wrist 
a hawk. The one was mounted on a milk-white 
palfrey, with housings inlaid with gold and un¬ 
cut jewels. Though not* really old—for he was 
much on this side of sixty: both his countenance 
and carriage evinced age. His complexion, in¬ 
deed, was extremely fair, and his cheeks ruddy; 
but the visage was long and deeply furrowed, 
and from beneath a bonnet not dissimilar to 
those in use among the Scotch, streamed hair 

* Tbe historians of our literature have aot done jus¬ 
tice to the great influence which the poetry of the Danes 
has had upon our early national muse. I have little 
doubt bat that to that source may be traced'the min¬ 
strelsy of our borders, and tbe Scottish Lowlands; 
while, even in the central counties, the example and 
exertions of Canute must have had considerable effect 
on the taste and spirit of our Scops. That great prince 
afforded the amplest encouragement to Scandinavian 
poeffry, and Olaut name* right Danish poets, who 
flourished at his court. 
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long and white as snow, mingling with a large 
and forked beard. White seemed his chosen 
colour. White was the upper tunic clasped on 
his shoulder with a broad ouche or broocff; 
white the woollen leggings fitted to somewhat 
emaciated limbs; and white the mantle, though 
broidered with a broad hem of gold and purple. 
The fashion of his dress was that which well 
became a nobleperson, but it suited ill the some¬ 
what frail and graceless figure of the rider. 
Neveitheless, as Edith saw him, she rose, with 
an expression of deep reverence on her counte¬ 
nance, and saying, “ It is our lord the King,” 
advanced some steps down the hillock, and there 
stood, her arms folded on her breast, and quite 
forgetful, in her innocence and youth, that she 
had left the house without the cloak and cover- 
chief which were deemed indispensable to the 
fitting appearance of maid and matron when they 
were seen abroad. 

“Fair sir, and brother mine,” said the deep 
voice of the younger rider, in the Romance or 
Norman tongue, “ I have heard that the small 
people of whom my neighbours, the Bretons, 
tell us much, abound greatly in this fair land of 
yours; and if I were not by the side of one 
whom no creature unassoilzed and unbaptized 
dare approach, by sweet St. Valery I should say 
—yonder stands one of those same gentilles 
fees!" 

King Edward’s eye followed the direction of 
his companion’s outsti etched hand, and his quiet 
brow slightly contracted as he beheld the young 
form of Edith standing motionless a few yards 
before him, with the warm May wind lifting and 
•playing with her long golden locks. He checked 
his palfrey, and murmured some Latin words 
which the knight beside him recognised as a 
prayer, and to which, doffing his cap, he added 
an Amen, in a tone of such unctuous gravity, 
that the royal saint rewarded him with a faint 
approving smile, and an affectionate “Bene, 
bene, Piosissime.” . 

Then inclining his palfrey’s head towards the 
knoll, he motioned to the girl to approach him. 
Edith, with a heightened colour, obeyed, and 
came to the roadside., The standard-bearers 
halted, as did the king ana his comrade—the 
recession behind halted—thirty knight#, two 
ishops, eight abbots, all on £ery steeds and in 
Norman garb—squires and attendants on foot—a 
long and pompous retinue—they halted all. Only 
a stray hound or two broke from the rest, and 
Wandered into the forelt land With heads trailing. 

“Edith, my child,” said Edward, still in 
Nortnaa-French, for he spoke his own language 
with hesitation, and the Romance tongue, whfch 
had long been familiar to the higher classes in 
England, had, since his accession, become the 
only language in use at court, and as such every 
one of * Eorl-ldnd ’ was supposed to speak it;— 
“ Edith, tny child, thou hast not forgotten my 
lessons, I trow ; thou singest the hymns I gave 
thee, and neglectest not to wear the relic round 
thy neck.” 

The girl hung her head,- and spoke not. 

“How comes it, then,” continued the King, 
with a voice to which he m vain endeavour*! to 
impart an accent of severity,' ** how ebmes it, O 


little one, that thou, whose thoughts should be 
lifted already above this carnal world, and eager 
for the service of Mary the chaste and blessed, 
standest thus hoodless and* alone on the way- 
sides, a mark for the eyes of men ? go to, it is 
naught. ”* 

Thus reproved, and in presence of so large 
and brilliant a company, the girl’^colour went' 
and came, her breast heaved high, but with an 
effort beyond her age she checked her tears, and 
said meekly, “ My grandmother, Hilda, bade 
me come with her, and I came.” 

“ Hilda ! ” said the King, backing his palfrey 
with apparent perturbation, “ but Hilda is not 
with thee; I see her not.” 

As he spoke, Hilda rose, and so suddenly did 
her tall form appear on the brow 1 of the hill, that 
it seemed as if she had emergedfrom the earth. 
With a light and rapid stride she’gained the side 
of her grandchild; and after a slight and haughty 
reverence, said, “Hilda is here; what wants 
Edward the King with his servant Hilda ? ” 

“Nought, nought,” said the King, hastily; 
and something like fear passed over his placid 
countenance ; ‘%ave, indeed,” he added, with a 
reluctant tone, as of that of a man who obeys 
his conscience against his inclination, “that*I 
would pray thee tt> keep this child pure to 
threshold and altar, as is meet for one whom 
our Lady, the Virgin, in due time, will elect to 
her service.” 

“Not so, son of Etheldred, son of Woden, 
the last descendant of Penda should live, not to 
glide a ghost amidst cloisters, but to rock chil¬ 
dren for war in their father’s shield. Few men 
are there yet like the men of old ; and while the 
foot of the foreigner is on the Saxon soil no 
branch of the stem of Woden should be nipped 
in the leaf.” 

“ Per la resplendar Di * bold dame,” cried 
the knight by tne side of Edward, while a lurid 
flush passed over his cheek of bronze; “ but 
thou art too glib of tongue for a subject, and 
pratest overmuch of Woden, the Paynim,for the 
lips of a Christian matron.” 

Hilda met the flashing eye of the knight with 
a brow of lofty scorn, on which, still a certain 
terror was visible, c 

“Child,” she said, putting her hand upon 
fedith’s fair locks; “ this is the man thou shalt see 
but twice in thy life:—look up, and mark well! ” 

Edith instinctively raised her eyes, and, once 
fixed upon the knight, they seemed chained as 
by a spell; His vest, of a cramoisay so dark, 
that it seemed black beside the snowy garb of 
the Confessor, was edged by a deep hand of em¬ 
broidered gold ; leaving perfectly bare his firm, 
full throat—firm and full as a column of granite, 
—a short jacket or manteline of fur, pendant 
from the shoulders, left developed in all its 
breadth a breast, that seemed meet to stay the 
march qf an army; and on the left ana, curved 
to support the falcon, the vast muscles ro$e, 
round and gnarled, through the dose sleeve.. 

In height,lie was really hut little above the 
stature of many of those present :f nevertheless, 
so did his'port, his air, tne nobility of hi* large 

• ” By the splendour of God." 

+ See note (A) at end of .thia .volume. 
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proportions, fill the eye, that he seemed to tower 
immeasurably above the rest. 

His countenance was yet more remarkable 
than his form; still in the prime of youth, he 
seemed at the first glance younger, at the second 
older, than he was. At the first glance younger; 
for his face was perfectly shaven, without even 
the moustache which the Saxon courtier, in infi¬ 
xing the &orraan, still declined to surrender; 
and the smooth vhfnge and hare throat sufficed 
in .themselves to give the air of youth to that 
dominant and imperious presence. His small 
skull-cap left unconcealed his forehead, shaded 
with short thick hair, uncurled, but black and 
glossy as the wings of a raven. It was on that 
forehead that time had set its trace; it was knit 
into a frown over the eye-brows; lines deep as 
furrows crossed its broad, but not elevated ex- 
anse. That frown spoke of hasty ire, and the 
abit of stem command; those furrows spoke of 
deep thought and plotting scheme ; the one be¬ 
trayed but temper and circumstance; the other, 
more noble, spoke of the character and the intel¬ 
lect. The face was square, and the regard lion¬ 
like ; the mouth—small, and even beautiful in 
outline—bad a sinister expression in its exceed¬ 
ing firmness; and the jaw—vast, solid, as if 
bound in iron—showed obstinate, ruthless, deter¬ 
mined will j such a jaw as belongs to the tiger 
amongst beasts, and the conqueror amongst 
men; such as it is seen in the effigies of Caesar, 
of Cortes, of Napoleon. 

That presence was well calculated to com¬ 
mand the admiration of women, not less than 
the awe* of men. But no admiration mingled 
with the terror that seized the girl as she gazed 
long anj wistful upon the knjght. The fascina¬ 
tion of the serpent on the bird held her mute 
and frozen. Never was that face forgotten; 
often in after-life it haunted her in the noonday, 
it frowned upon her dreams. 

“Fair child,” said the knight, fatigued at 
length by the obstinacy of the gaze, while that 
smile peculiar to those who have commanded 
men, relaxed his brow, and restored thd native 
beauty to his lip, “ fair child, leam not from thy 
peevish grandam so uncourleous a lesson as hate 
of the foreigner. As thou»growest into woman¬ 
hood, know that Norman knight is sworn slave 
to lady fair; ” and, doffing his cap, he took froSi 
it an uncut jewel, set in Byzantine filagree work. 
“Hold out thy lap, my d^ild; and when thoa 
hearest the foreigner scoffed, set this bauble in 
thy locks, and think kindly of William, Count 
of the Normans.”* 

He dropped the jewel on the ground as he 
spoke; for Edith, shrinking and unsoftened 
towards him, held no lap to receive it; and 
Hilda, to whom Edward had been speaking in 
a low voice, advanced to the spot and struck 
the jewel .with her staff under the hoofs of the 
King’s palfrey... # 

* It k noticeable that the Norman duke* did not 
ctll themselves Counts or Dukes of Normandy, but of 
the Normans ; and fhe first Anglo-Norman kings, till 
Richard the First, styled themselves Kings of the Eng¬ 
lish, not of England.' In both Saxon and Norman 
chronicle*, William usually bears the Jtitde of Court/ 
(Comes), but in this tale he will be generally called 
Duke, as a title more-familiar to us. 


“ Son of Emma, the Norman woman, who 
sent thy youth into exile, trample on the gifts of 

« y Norman kinsman. And if, as men say, thou 
t of such gifted holiness that Heaven grants 
thy hand the power to heal, and thy voice the 
power to curse, heal thy country, and curse the 
stranger! ” 

She extended her right arm to William as she 
spoke, and such was the dignity of her passion, 
and such its force, that an awe fell* upon all. 
Then drooping her hood over her face, she 
slowly turned away, regained the summit of the 
knoll, and stood erect beside the altar of the 
Northern god, her face invisible through the 
hood drawn Completely over it, and her form 
motionless as a statue. 

“ Ride on,” said Edward, crossing himself. 
"Now by the bones of St. Valery,” said 
William, after a pause, in which his dark keen 
eye noted the gloom upon the King’s gentle 
face, “ it moves much my simple wonder how 
even presence so saintly can hear without wrath 
words so unleal and foul. Gramercy, an the 
roudest dame in Normandy (and I take her to 
e wife to my stoutest baron, William Fitz- 
osbome), had spoken thus to me—” 

“ Thou wouldst have done as I, my brother,” 
interrupted Edward! “prayed to our Lord to 
pardon her, and rode on pitying.” 

William’s lip quivered with ire, yet he curbed 
the reply that sprang to it, and he looked with 
affection genuinely more akin to admiration 
than scom, upon his fellow prince. For, fierce 
and relentless as the Duke’s de^s were, his 
faith was notably sincere; and whue this made, 
indeed, the prince’s chief attraction to the pious 
Edward, so, on the other hand, this bowed the 
Dulce in a kind of involuntary and superstitious 
homage to the man-who sought to square deeds 
to faith. It is ever the case with stem and 
stormy spirits, that the meek ones which con¬ 
trast diem steal strangely into their affections. 
This principle of human nature can alone 
account for-the enthusiastic devotion which the 
mild sufferings of the Saviour awoke in the 
fiercest exterminators of the North.' In propor- 
• tion, often, to the warrior’s ferocity, was his 
love to that Divine model, at whose sufferings 
he wept, to whose tomb he wandered barefoot, 
and whose example of compassionate forgiveness 
he would have thought himself the basest of 
men to follow! 

“Now, by my Halidame, I honour and love 
thee, Edward,” cried the Duke, with a hearti¬ 
ness more frank than was usual to him : “ and 
were I thy subject, woe to man or woman that 
wigged tongue to wound thee l y a breath. But 
wBoancfwhat is this same Hilda ? one of thy 
kith and kin ?—surely not less than kingly blood 
runs so bold ? ” 

“.William, Men aiW,”*said the King, “it is 
true that Hilda, whom the .saints assail, is of 
kingly blood, though not of our kingly line. It 
is feared,” added Edward, in a timid whisper, 

* The few expressions borrowed occasionally from the 
Romance tongue, to give individuality to the speaker, 
will generally be translated inU» mo dem French: fur 
thedfme reason as Saxon in rendered into modern Eng¬ 
lish, viz. that the words may be intelligible to the reader. 
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as he cast a hurried glance aroimd him, “ that 
this unhappy woman has ever been more ad¬ 
dicted to the rites of her pagan ancestors tbarg| 
to those of Jloly Church ;* and men do say that 
she hath thus acquired from bend or charm 
secrets devoutly to be eschewed by the righteous. 
‘Nathless, let us rather hope that her mind is 
somewhat distraught with her misfortunes.” 

The King sighed, and the Duke sighed too, 
but the Duke’s sigh spoke impatience. He 
swept behind him a stern and withering look, 
towards the proud figure of Hilda, still seen 
through the glades, and said in a sinister voice: 

“ Of kingly blood; but this witch of Woden 
hath no sons or kinsmen, I trust, who pretend 
to the throne of the Saxon ? ” 

“ She is sibbe to Githa, wife of Godwi§,” 
answered the King, “ and that is her most peril¬ 
ous connection ; for the banished Earl, as thou 
knowest, did not pretend to fill the throne, but 
he was content with nought less than governing 
our people.” 

The King then proceeded to sketch an out¬ 
line of the history of Hilda, but his narrative 
was so deformed both by his superstitions and 
prejudices, and his imperfect information in all 
the leading events and characters in his own 
kingdom, that we will venture to take upon our¬ 
selves his task; and while the train ride on 
through glade and mead, we will briefly narrate, 
from our own special sources of knowledge, the j 
chronicle of Hilda, the Scandinavian Vala. 


Chapter. H. 

A magnificent race of men were those war 
sons of the old North, whom our popular his¬ 
tories, so superficial in their accounts of this age, 
include in the common name of the ‘‘Danes.” 
They replunged into barbarism the nations over 
which they swept; but from that barbarism they 
reproduced the noblest elements of civilisation. 
Swe^e, Norwegian, and Dane, differing in some 
minor points, when closely examined, had yet one 
common character viewed at a distance. They 
had the same prodigious energy, the same passion 
for freedom, individual and civil, the same splen¬ 
did errors in the thirst for fame and the “point of 
honour; ” and above all. as a main cause of civili¬ 
sation, they were wonderfully pliant and malle¬ 
able in their admixtures with the peoples they 
overran. This is their true distinction fiom the 
stubborn Celt, who refuses to mingle, and dis¬ 
dains to improve. 

Frankes, the archbishop, baptised Rolf-gan- 
ger :* and within little more than a century after¬ 
wards, the descendants of those terrible heathens, 
who had spared neither priest nor altar, were the 
most redoubtable defenders of the Christian 
Church; their old language forgotten (save by a 
few in die town ofBayeux), their ancestral names t 

* “ Roman do Rou,” part i., v, 19x4. 

t The reason why the Normans lost their old names 
li to be found in their conversion to Christianity. They 
were baptised: and Franks, as their godfathers, gave 
mem new appellations. Thus, Charles ttie Simple insists 
that Rolf-ganger shall change hi* law (creed) and his 
name, and Rolf or Rou is christened Robert. Ajfaw of 
uose who retained Scandinavian names at the time of 
the Conquest will he cited hereafter. 


(save among a few of the noblest! changed into 
French titles, and little else but tne indomitable 
valour of the Scandinavian remained 'Unaltered 
amongst the arts and manners of the Frankish- 
Norman. 

In like rfianner their kindred tribes, who had 
poured into Saxon England to ravage and lay 
desolate, had nd sooner obtained fronj Alfred-the 
Great permanent homes, than tfiey became perhaps 
the most powerful, ancUna shefrt time, not the least 
patriotic, part of the Anglo-Saxon population.* 
At the time our story opens, these Northmen, 
under the common name of Danes, were peace¬ 
ably settled in no less than fifteent counties in 
England; their nobles abounded in towns and 
cities beyond the boundaries of those counties 
which bore the distinct appellatiop 1 of Danelagh. 
They were numerous in London: ni the precincts 
of which they had their own burial'place, to the 
chief municipal court of which they gave their 
own appellation—the Hustings.^ Their power 
in the national assembly of the Witan had decided 
the choice of Kings. Thus, with some differences 
of law and dialect, these once turbulent invaders 
had amalgamated amicably with the native race. § 
And to this day, the gentry, traders, and farmers 
of more than one-third of England, and in those 
counties most confessed to be in the van of im¬ 
provement, descend, from Saxon mothers indeed, 
but from Viking fathers. There was in reality 
little difference in race between the Norman 
knight of the time-of Henry I. and the Saxon 
frankling of Norfolk and York. Both on the 
mother’s side would most probably have been 
Saxon, both on the father’s would have traced 
to the Scandinavian. 

But though this-character of adaptability was 
general, exceptions in some points were neces¬ 
sarily found, and these were obstinate in propor¬ 
tion to the adherence to the old pagan faith, or 

• Thus in 991, abouti century after the first settlement, 
the, Danes of East Anglia gave the only efficient resis¬ 
tance to the host ofthe Vikings under Justin and Gurtb- 
mund; and Brithnotb, celebrated by the Saxon poet, as 
a Saxo i, par excellence the heroic defender of his native 
soil, was, in all probability, of Danish descent. Mr. 
Laing, in his preface to his translation iof the Hpim- 
skringla, truly observes, “ that the rebellions against 
William the Conqueror) and his ‘successors, appear to 
have*been almost always raised, or mainly supported in 
tie counties of recent Danish descent, not in those peo¬ 
pled by the old Anglo-Saxon race.” 

The portion of Mercia, consisting of the burghs 01 
Lancaster, Lincoln, Nottingham,Stamford, and Derby, 
became a Danish State in A.u. 877;—East Anglia, con¬ 
sisting of Cambridge, Suffolk, Norfolk, and the Isle of 
Ely, in a.d. 879-80;—and the vast territoiy of North¬ 
umbria, extending all north the Humber, into all that 
part of Scotland south of the Frith, in a.d. 8^7.—See 
Palgkavx’s Commonwealth. But besides their more 
allotted settlements, the Danes were interspersed as 
landowners all over England. 

+ Bromton Chronica., Essex, Middlesex, Suffolk, 
Norfolk, Herts, Cambridgeshire, Hants, Lincoln, Notts, 
Derby, Northampton, Leicestershire, Bucks, Beds, ana 
the vast territory called Northumbria. 

* PalqrAvs’s History of England, p. 315. 

1 The laws collected by Edward the Confessor, and 
in later times so often and so fondly referred to, con¬ 
tained many introduced by the Danes, which Lad grown 
popular with’ the Saxon people. Much which we as- 
ciibe to the Norman Conqueror, pre-existed in tbs 
Angfo-Danish, and may befound both in Normandy, 
sna parts of Scandinavia, to this day. —SeeJHAK swell’s 
Treatise on the Antiquity of Laws in this Island, in 
Hearnk’s Curious Discourses, 
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the sincere conversion to Christianity. The Nor¬ 
wegian chronicles, and passages in our own his¬ 
tory, show l»ow false and hollow was the assumed 
Christianity of many ..of these fierce Qdin-wor- 
shippers. They willingly enough accepted the 
outward sign of baptism, but the h^iy water 
changed little of the innfer man. Even Harold, 
•the son of Canute, scarce seventeen years before 
the^late we Save now entered, being unable to 
obtain from the Archbishop of Canterbury—who 
had espoused the cause of his brother Hardica- 
nute—the consecrating, benediction, lived and 
reigned as one “ who had abjured Christianity.’’* 

The priests, especially on the Scandinavian 
continent, were often forced to compound with 
their grim converts, by indulgence to certain 
habits, such as indiscriminate polygamy. To eat 
horseflesh in honour of Odin, and to marry wives 
ad libitum , were the main stipulations of the neo¬ 
phytes. And the puzzled monks, often driven 
to a choice, yielded* the point of the wives, but 
stood firm on the graver article of the horseflesh. 

W ith their new religion very imperfectly un¬ 
derstood, even when genuinely received, they 
retained all that host of heathen superstition 
which knits itself with the most obstinate in¬ 
stincts in the human breast. Not many years 
before the reign of the Confessor, the laws of 
the great Canute against witchcraft and charms, 
the worship of stones, fountains, runes by ash 
and elm, and the incantations that do homage 
to the dead, were obviously rather intended to 
apply to the recent Danish converts, than to the 
Anglo-Saxons, already subjugated for centuries, 
hody and* soul, to the domination of the Chris¬ 
tian monks. 

Iiilda % a daughter of the royalty of Denmark, 
and cousin to Githa.(niece to Canute, whom 
that king had bestowed in second spousals upon 
Godwin), had come over to England with a fierce 
Jarl, her husband, a year after Canute’s accession 
to the throne—both converted nominally, both 
secretly believers in Thor and Odin. 

Hilda’s husband had fallen in one of the actions 
in the Northern seas, between Canute and St.. 
Olave, King of Norway, (that saint himself, by 
the bye, a most ruthless persecutor of his fore¬ 
fathers’ faith, and*a most, unqualified practical 
assertor of his heathen privilege to extend his 
domestic affections beyond the severe pale whisk 
should have confined them to a single wife. His 
natural son Magnus them sat on the Danish 
throne). The Jarl died as Ire bad wished to die, 
the last man on board his ship, with the sooth¬ 
ing conviction that the Valkyrs would bear him 
to Valhalla. 

Hilda was V. with an only daughter, whom 
Canute bestowed on Ethelwolf, a Saxon Earl of 
large domains, and tracing his descent fiom 
Penda, that old king of Mgrcia who refused to 
be converted, but said so discreetly “ that he had 
no objection to his neighbours being Christians, 
if they would practise that peace and forgiveness 
which the monks told him were tire elements of 
the faith.” 

. Ethelwolf fell under the displeasure of Hardi- 
Canute, perhaps because he was more Saxon than 
Danish ; and though that savage king did not 
* Palgrave’s History of England, p. 3a*. 


dare openly to arraign him before the Witan, he 
gave secret orders by which he was butchered on 
his own hearthstone, in the arms of his wife, who 
dktd shortly afterwards of grief and teiyor. The 
only orphan of this unhappy pair, Edith, was 
thus consigned to the charge of Hilda. 

It was a necessary and invaluable characteristic 
of that “adaptability” which distinguished the 
Danes, that they transferred to the land in which 
they settled all the love they had borne to that 
of their ancestors; and so far as attachment to 
soil was concerned, Hilda had grown no less in 
heart an Englishwoman, than if she had been 
born and reared amidst the glades and knolls 
from which the smoke of her hearth rose through 
the old Roman compluviuro. 

But in all else she was a. Dane. Dane in her 
creed and her habits—Dane in her intense and 
brooding imagination —m the poetry that filled 
her soul, peopled the air with spectres, and 
covered the leaves of the trees with charms. 
Living in austere seclusion after the death of her 
lord, to whom she had borne a Scandinavian 
woman’s devoted but heroic love,—sorrowing 
indeed for his death, but rejoicing that he fell 
amidst the feast of ravens,—her mind settled 
more and more year by year, and day by day, 
upon those visions of the unknown world, which 
in every faith, conjure up the companions of 
solitude and grief. 

Witchcraft in the Scandinavian North assumed 
many forms, and was connected by many degrees. 
There was the old and withered hag, on. whom, 
in our later mediaeval ages, the character was 
mainly bestowed ; there was the terrific witch- 
wife, or wolf-witch, who seems wholly aparf from 
human birth and attributes, like the weird sisters 
of Macbeth—creatures who entered the house at 
night, and seized warriors to devour them, who 
might be seen gliding over the sea, with the 
carcass of the wolf dripping blood from their 
giant jaws; and there was the more serene, 
classical, and awful vala, or sibyl, who, honoured 
by chiefs and revered by nations, foretold the 
future, and advised the deeds of heroes? Of 
these last, the Norse chronicles tell us much. 
They were often of rank and wealth, they were 
accompanied by trains of handmaids and servants 
—kings led them (when their counsel was sought) 
to the place of honour in the hall—and their 
heads were sacred, as those of ministers to the 
gods. 

This last state in the grisly realm of the Wig- 
laer ^vizard-lore) was the one naturally apper¬ 
taining to the high rank, and the soul, lofty 
though blind and perverted, of the daughter of 
warrior-kings. All practice of the art to which 
now for long years sne had devoted herself, that 
touched upon the humble destinies of the vulgar, 
the child of Odin* haughtily disdained. Her 
reveries were upon the fate of kings and king¬ 
doms ; she aspired to save or to rear the dynas¬ 
ties which should rule the races yet unborn. In 
youth proud and ambitious,—common faults 
with her countrywomen,—^on her entrance into 
the darker world, she carried with her the pre- 

* The name of this god is spelt Odin, when referred 
to tkt the object of Scandinavian worship; Woden, when 
applied directly to the deity of the Saxons. 
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judices and passions that she had known in that 
coloured by the external sun. 

All her human affections we re centred in her 
grandchild Edith, the last of a race royal on either 
side. Her researches into the future had assured 
her, that the life and death of this fair child were 
entwined with the fates of a king, and the same 
oracles had intimated a mysterious and insepar¬ 
able connection between her own shattered house 
aid the flourishing one' of Earl Godwin, the 
spouse of her kinswoman Githa: so that with 
this great family she was as intimately bound by 
the links of superstition as by the ties 'of blood. 
The eldest bom of Godwin, Sweyn, had been at 
first especially her care and her favourite; and 
he, of more poetic temperament than his brothers, 
had willingly submitted to her influence. But 
of all the brethren, as will be seen hereafter, .the 
career of Sweyn had b$en most noxious and ill- 
omened ; and at that moment, while the rest of 
the house carried with it into exile the deep and 
indignant sympathy of England, no man said of 
Sweyn, “ God bless him! ” 

But as the second son, Harold, had grown from 
childhood into youth, Hilda had singled him out 
with a preference even more marked than that 
she had bestowed upon Sweyn. The stars and 
the runes assured her of his future greatness, and 
the qualities and talents of the young Earl had, 
at the very onset of his career, confirmed the 
accuracy of their predictions. Her interest in 
Harold became the more intense, partly because 
whenever she consulted the future for the lot of 
her grandchild Edith, she invariably found it 
associated with the fate of Harold—partly because 
all htfr arts had failed to penetrate beyond a cer¬ 
tain point in their joint destinies, and left her 
mind agitated and perplexed between hope and 
terror. As yet, however, she had wholly failed 
in gaining any ascendancy over the young Earl’s 
vigorous and healthful mind: and though before 
his exile, he came more often than any of God¬ 
win’s sons to the old Roman house, he had smiled 
with proud incredulity at her vague prophecies, 
and rejected all her offers of aid from invisible 
agencies with the calm reply—“ The brave man 
wants no charms to encourage him to his duty, 
and the good man scorns all warnings that would 
deter him from fulfilling it.” 

Indeed, though Hilda’s magic was not of the 
malevolent kind, and sought the source of its 
oracles not in fiends but gods, (at least the gods 
in whom she believed,) it was noticeable that all 
over whom her influence had prevailed had come 
to miserable and untimely ends;—not alone her 
husband and her son<-in-law, (both of whom had 
been as wax to her counsel,) but such other chigs 
as rank or ambition permitted to appeal to her 
lore. Nevertheless, such was the ascendancy she 
had gained over the popular mind, that it would 
have been dangerous in the highest degree to put 
into execution against her the laws condemnatory 
of witchcraft. In her, aU the more powerful 
Danish families reverenced, and would have pro¬ 
tected, the blood of their ancient kings, and the 
widow of one of their most renowned heroes. 
Hospitable, libera], and beneficent to the poor, 
and an easy mistress over numerous ceorls, while 
She vulgar dreaded, they would yethave defended 


her . Proofs of her art it would have been hard 
to establish; hosts of compurgator; to attest her 
innocence would have sprung up. liven if sub¬ 
jected to the ordeal, her gold could easily have 
bribed the priests with whom the power of evad¬ 
ing its dangers rested. And with that worldly 
wisdom which persons of genius in their wildest 
chimeras rare^v lack, she had already freed her-, 
self from the chance of active persecution from 
the Church, by ample donations to all the neigh¬ 
bouring monasteries. 

Hilda, in fine, was a woman of sublime desires 
and extraordinary gifts ; terrible, indeed, but as 
the passive agent of the Fates she invoked, and 
rather commanding for herself a certain troubled 
admiratiou and mysterious pity; ; no fiend-hag, 
beyond humanity in malice and jin power, but 
essentially human, even when aspiring most to 
the secrets of a god. Assuming, for the moment, 
that by the aid of intense imagination, persons of 
a peculiar idiosyncrasy of nftrves and tempera¬ 
ment might attain to such dim affinities with a 
world beyond our ordinary senses, as forbid entire 
rejection of the magnetism and magic of old times 
—it was on no foul and.mephitic pool, overhung 
with the poisonous nightshade, and excluded from 
the beams of heaven, but on the living stream on 
which tire star trembled, and beside whose banks 
the green herbage waved, that the demon shadows 
fell dark and dread. 

Thus safe and thus awful, lived Hilda; and 
under her care, a rose beneath the funeral cedar, 
bloomed her grandchild Edith, goddaughter of 
the Lady of England. 

It was the anxious wish, both of Edward and 
his virgin wife, pious as himself, to save this 
orphan from the contamination of a house more 
than suspected of heathen faith, and giVe to her 
youth the refuge of the convent. But this, with¬ 
out her guardian’s consent or her own expressed 
will, could not be legally done; and Edith as yet 
had expressed no desire to disobey her grand¬ 
mother, who treated the idea of the convent 
with lofty scorn. 

This^beautiful child grewupundertheinfluence, 
as it were, of two contending creeds; all her no¬ 
tions on both were necessarily confused and vague. 
But her heart was so genuinely mild, simple, 
tender, and devoted,-i-there was in her so much 
c£ the inborn Oxcellence'of the sex, that in every 
impulse of that heart struggled for clearer light 
and for purer air the unquiet soul. In manner, 
in thought, and in pefson as yet almost an infant, 
deep in her heart lay yet one woman’s secret, 
known scarcely to herself, but which .taught her, 
more powerfully than Hilda’s proud and scoffing 
tongue, to shudder at the thought of the barren 
cloister and the eternal vow. * 


Chapter III. !’ 

While King Edward was narrating to the Nor¬ 
man Duke aU that fie knew, and all that he knew 
not, of Hilda’s history and secret arts, the road 
wound through lands as wild and wold-like as if 
the metropolis of England lay a hundred miles 
distant. Even to this day patches of suck land 
in the neighbourhood of Norwood, may betray 
. what the country was in the old time-when a 
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mighty forest, “ abounding with wild blasts ”— 
“the bull and the boar”—skirted the suburbs 
of LondcSi, and afforded pastime to king and 
thegn. For the Norman kings have been ma¬ 
ligned by the popular notion, that assigns to 
them all the odium of the forest la^s. Harsh 
and severe were those laws in the reign of the 
Anglo-Saxyn; as harsh and Severe, perhaps, 
against the ceorl and the poor man, as in the 
days of Rufus, though more mild unquestion¬ 
ably to the nobles. To all beneath the rank of 
abbot and thegn, the king’s woods were made, 
even by the mild Confessor, as sacred as the 
groves of the Druids: and no less penalty than 
that of life was incurred by the low-born hunts¬ 
man who violated their recesses.* 

Edward’s only mundane passion was the 
chase and a day rarely passed, but what after 
mass he went forth with hawk or hound. So 
that, though the regular season for hawking did 
not commence till October, he had ever on his 
wrist some young falcon to essay, or some old 
favourite to exercise. And now, just as William 
was beginning to grow weary of his good 
cousin’s prolix recitals, the hounds suddenly 
gave tongue, and from a sedge-grown pool by 
the way-side, with solemn wing and harsn boom, 
rose a bittern. 

“ Holy St. Peter! ” exclaimed the Saint-king, 
spurring his palfrey, and loosing his famous 
Peregrine f'alcon.f William was not slow in 
following that animated example, and the whole 
company rode at half speed across the rough 
forest-land, straining their eyes upon the soaring 
quarry, hnd the large wheels of the falcons. 
Riding thus, with his eyes in the air* Edward 
was nearly pitched over his palfrey’s head, as 
the animal stoppe# suddenly, checked by a high 
gate, set deep in a half embattled wall of brick 
and rubble. Upon this gate sate, quite un¬ 
moved and apathetic, a tall ceorl, or labourer, 
while behind it was a gazing curious group of 
men of the same rank, clad in those blue tunics of 
which our peasant’s smock is the successor, and 
leaning on scythes and flails. Sour and dminous 
were the looks they bent upon that Norman caval¬ 
cade. The men 'were at least as well clad as 
those of the same condition are now ; and their 
robust limbs and ruddy cheeks showed no lack 
of the fare that supports labour. Indeed, tne 
working man of that day, if not one of the abso¬ 
lute theowes or slaves, wa% physically speaking, 
better off, perhaps, than he has ever since been 
in England, more especially if he appertained to 
some wealthy thegn of pure Saxon lineage, whose 
very title of lord came to him in his quality of 
dispenser of bread \% and these men had been 
ceorls under Harold, son of Godwin, now ban¬ 
ished from the land. ' 

‘‘Open the gate, open quick, my merry men,” 
said the gentle Edward ^speaking in Saxon, 
though with a strong foreign, accent),, after he 
had recovered his seat, murmured a benediction, 

* See Note (B), at the end of the volume. 

+ The Peregrine hawk built on the. rocks of Llan¬ 
dudno, and this breed was celebrated, even to the days 
of Elisabeth. Burleigh thanks one of the Mostyns for 
a cast of hawks from Llandudno, t. 

t Hlaf, loaf, —Hlafordt lord, giver df bread : Hieaf- 
dian, lady, server of bread.— Vbrsibgan. 
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and crossed himself three times. The men stir¬ 
red not. 

“No horse tramps the seeds' we have sown 
for Harold the Earl to reap;” said the ceorl, 
doggedly, still seated on the gate. And the 
group belling him gave a shout of applause. 

Moved more than ever he had been knc/lvn to 
be before, Edward spurred his steed up to the 
boor, and lifted his hand. At that signal twenty 
swords flashed in the air behind, as the Norinan 
nobles spurred to the place. Putting back with 
one hand his fierce attendants, Edward shook 
the other at the Saxon. “Knave, knave,” he 
cried, “ I would hurt you, if I could! ” 

There was something in these words, fated to 
drift down into history, at once ludicrous and 
touching. The Normans saw them only in the 
former light, and turned aside to conceal their 
laughter; the Saxon felt them in the latter, and 
truer sense, and stood rebuked. That great 
king, whom he now recognised, with all those 
drawn swords at his back, could not do him 
hurt; that king had not the heart to hurt him. 
The ceorl sprang from the gate, and opened it, 
bending low. 

“Ride first, Count William, my cousin,” said 
the King, calmly. 

The Saxon ceorl’s eyes glared as he heard 
the Norman’s name uttered in the Norman 
tongue, but he kept open the gate, and the train 
passed through, Edward lingering las*. Thm 
said the King, in a low voice,— 

“Bold man, thou spoltest of Harold the Earl 
and his harvests; knowest thou not that his 
lands have passed from him, and that he is out¬ 
lawed, and his harvests are not for the scythes of 
his ceorls to reap ? ” 

“ May it please you, dread Lord and King,’’ 
replied the Saxon, simply, “ these lands that 
were Harold the Earl’s, are now Clapa’s, the 
sixhsendman’s.” 

“ How is that ? ” quoth Edward, hastily; “ we 
gave them neither to sixhaendman nor to Saxon. 
All theiands of Harold hereabout were divided 
amongst sacred abbots and noble chevaliers— 
Normans all.” 

“ Fulke the Norman had these fair fields, yon 
orchards and tynen; Fulke sold them to Clapa, 
th£ Earl’s sixhamdman, and what in roancusses 
and pence Clapa lacked of the price, we, the 
ceorls of the Earl, made up from our own earn¬ 
ings in the Earl’s noble service., And this very 
day, in token thereof, have we quaffed the bed- 
den ale.* Wherefore, please God and our Lady, 
we hold these lands part and parcel with Clapa; 
and when Earl Harold comes again, as come he 
\$ill, here at least he will have his own.” 

Edward, who, despite a singular simplicity of 
character, which at times seemed to border on 
imbecility, was by no means wanting in penetra¬ 
tion when his attention was fairly roused, changed 
countenance at this proof of rough and homely 
affection on the part of these men to his banished 
earl and brother-in-law. He mused a little 
while in grave thought, and then said, kindly— 

. * Bedden-ale. When any nip was set np in bis 
estate by the contributions of bis friends, those friends 
were bid to a fust, and the ale so drunk was called the 
bedden-ale, fran beddea, to pray, or to bid. (See 
Bra salt Pop . AMiq .) % 
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“ Well, man, I think not the worse of you for 
loyal love to, your thegn, but there are those 
who would do so, and I advise you, brotherlike, 
that ears and nose are in peril if thou talkest 
thus indiscreetly.” 

“ Steel to steel, and hand to hand,” said the 
Sax«i, bluntly, touching the lon^knife in his 
leathern belt, “ and he who sets gripe on Sex- 
wolf son of Elfhelm, shall pay his weregeld 
twice over.” 

‘‘Forewarned, foolish man, thou art fore¬ 
warned. Peace,” said the King; and, shaking 
his head, he rode on to join the Normans, who 
now, in a broad field, where the com sprang 
green, and which they seemed to delight in 
wantonly trampling, as they curvetted their 
steeds to and fro, watched the movements of the 
bittern and the pursuit of the two falcons. 

“ A wager, Lord King! ” said a prelate, 
whose strong family likeness to William pro¬ 
claimed him to be the Duke’s bold and haughty 
brother, Odo,* Bishop of Bayeux;—“ a wager. 
My steed to your palfrey that the Duke's falcon 
first fixes the bittern.” 

‘‘Holy father,” answered Edward, in that 
slight change of voice which alone showed liis 
displeasure, “ these wagers all savour of heathen¬ 
esse, and our canons forbid them to monef and 
priest. Go to, it is naught.” 

The bishop, who brooked no rebuke, even 
from liis teriible brother, knit his brows, and 
was about to make no gentle rejoinder, when 
William, whose profound cralt or sagacity was 
always at watch,.lest his followers should dis¬ 
please the King, interposed, and taking the word 
out of the prelate’s mouth, said— 

“ Thou reprovest us well, Sir and King; we 
Normans are too inclined to such levities. And 
see, your falcon is first in pride of places By the 
bones of St. Valery, how nobly he towers ! See 
him cover the bittern ! — see him rest on the 
wing 1 —down he swoops! Gallant bird ! ” 

“With his heart split in two on the bittern’s 
bill,” said the bishop; and down, rolling one over 
the other, fell bittern and hawk, while William’s 
Norway falcon, smaller of size than the King’s, 
descended rapidly, and hovered over the two. 
Both were dead. 

“I accept the omen,” muttered the gazing 
Duke; “let the natives destroy each other!” 
He placed his whistle to his lips, and his falcon 
flew back to his wrist. 

“ Now home,” said King Edward. 


Chapter IV. 

The royal party entered London by the great 
bridge which divided Southwark from the capital; 
and we must pause to gaze a moment on the 
animated scene which the immemorial thorough¬ 
fare presented. 

The whole suburb before entering Southwark 
was rich in orchards and gardens, lying round 
the detached bouses of the wealthier merchants 

* Herieve (Arlotta), William’* mother, married Her- 
luin de Conteville, after the death of Duke Robert, and 
tw0 sons, Robert, Count of Mortaio, and 
vdo. Bishop of Bayeux.—Oao, ViTJqalib. vi»- 
t Irtpf monk. 


and citizens. Approaching the river-side, to 
the left, the eye might see the two circular 
spaces set apart, the one for bear, th# other for 
bull-baiting. To the right, upon a green mound 
of Waste, within sight of the populous bridge 
the gleemgn were ex* rcising their art. Here one 
dexterous juggler threw three balls and three 
knives altemaiplv in the air, catching them one 
by one as they fell.* There, anothei*was gravely 
leading a great bear to dance on its bind le^s, 
while his coadjutor kept time with a sort of flute 
or flageolet. The lazy bystanders, in great con¬ 
course, stared and laughed; but the laugh was 
hushed at the tramp of the Norman steeds; and 
the famous Count by the King’s side, as, with a 
smiling lip, but observant eye, be rode along, 
drew all attention from the bear, j 

On now approaching that bridge which, not 
many years before, had been the scene of terrible 
contest between the invading Danes and Ethel- 
red’s ally, Olave of Norway,f you might still see, 
though neglected and already in decay, thedouble 
fortifications that had wisely guarded that vista 
into the city. On both sides of the bridge, which 
was of wood, were forts, partly of timber, partly 
of stone, and breastworks, and by the forts a 
little chapel. The bridge, broad enough to 
admit two vehicles abreast, j was crowded with 

E assengers, and lively with stalls' and booths. 

[ere was the favourite spot of the popular ballad- 
singer.§ Here, too, might be seen the swarthy 
| Saracen, with wares from Spain and Afric.|| 
Here, the German merchant from the Steel-yard 
swept along on his way to his suburban home. 
Here, on some holy office, went quick,the muf¬ 
fled monk. Here, the city gallant paused to 
laugh wfth the country girl, her basket full of 
May-boughs and cowslips. Li short, all bespoke 
that activity, whether in business or pastime, 
which was destined to render that city the mart 
of the world, and which bad already knit the 
trade of the Anglo-Saxon to the remoter comers 
of commercial Europe. The deep dark eye of 
William dwelt admiringly on rhe bustling groups, 

r 

* Strutt’s Horda . 

t There is an animated description of this “ Battle of 
London Bridge,” which gave ample theme to the Scan¬ 
dinavian scalds, in Snopo Sturleson :— 

“ London Bridge is broken down ; 
t Gold is won and bright renown; 

Shields resounding, 

War boms sounding, 

Hildur shouting in the din. 

Arrows singittg,. 

Mail-coats ringing, 

Odin makes our Oiaf win.” 

Laing’s Heintskringla , vol. ii. p. io. 
$ Sharon Turner. 

1 Hawkins, vol. ii. p. 94. 

II Doomsday makes mention.of the Moors, and the 
Germans (the Emperor’s merchants) tb*t were so¬ 
journers or settlers in London. The Saracens at that 
time were among the great merchants of the world; 
Marseilles. Arles, Avignon, Montpellier, Toulouse, were 
the wonted etapes of their active traders. What civi- 
liserg, what teachers they were—those same Saracens I 
How miJ&h in arms and in arts we owe them I Fathers 
of the Provencal poetry, they, far more (than even 
the Scandinavian scalds, have influenced the litera¬ 
ture of Christian Europe. The most ancient chronicle 
of the Cid was written in Arabic, a little before the Cid’s 
death, by two of his pages, who were Mussulman. The 
medical science of the Moors for six centuries enlight¬ 
ened Europe, and their metaphysics were atkpted in 
pearly all the Christian universities. 
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on the broad river, and the forest of masts which 
rose by the indented marge near Belin’s gate.* 
And be to whom, whatever his faults, or rather 
crimes, to the unfortunate people he not only 
oppressed but deceived—London at least may 
vet be grateful, not only for chartered fr|pchise,t 
but for advancing, in one short vigorous reign, 
her commerce and wealth, beyond ^hat centuries 
of Anglo-Salton domination, with its inherent 
feelaleness, had effected, exclaimed aloud : 

“ By rood and mass, O dear king, thy lot hath 
fallen on a goodly heritage! ” 

“Hem!” said Edward,lazily; “thouknowest 
not how troublesome these Saxons are. And 
while thou speakest, lo, in yon scattered walls, 
built first, they say, by Alfred of holy memory, 
are the evidences of the Danes. Bethink thee 
how often they have sailed up this river. How 
know I but what the next year the raven flag 
may stream over these waters ? Magnus of Den¬ 
mark hath already claimed my crown as heir to 
the royalties of Canute, and” (here Edward 
hesitated), “ Godwin and Harold, whom alone of 
my thegns, Dane and Northman fear, are far 
away.” 

“Miss not them^ Edward, my cousin,” cried 
the Duke, in haste* “ Send for me if danger 
threat thee. Ships enow await thy hest in my 
new port of Cherbourg. And I tell thee this 
for thy comfort, that were I king of the English, 
and lord of this river, the citizens of London 
might sleep from vespers to prime, without fear 
of the Dane. Never again should the raven flag 
be seen by this bridge! Never, I swear, by the 
Splendouj; Divine! ” 

Not without purpose spoke William thus 
stoutly; and he turned on the King those glitter¬ 
ing eyes fmicantes ofulos ) which the chroniclers 
have praised and noted. For it was his hope 
and his aim in this visit, that his cousin Edward 
should formally promise him that goodly heritage 
of England. But the King made no rejoinder, 
an d they now neared the end of the bridge. 

“ What old ruin looms yonder ? ” X asked 
William, hiding his disappointment at Edward’s 
silence ; “it seemeth the remains of some stately 
keape, which, by its fashion, I should pronounce 
Roman.” * 

“ Ay! ” said Edward, “ if is said to have been 
built by the Romans; and one of the old Lorn* 


* Billingsgate. See Note (C), at the end of the 
volume. m 

+ London received a charter Trom William at the in¬ 
stigation of the Norman Bishop of London; but it pro¬ 
bably only confirmed the previous municipal constitu¬ 
tion, since it says briefly, “I grant you all to be as law¬ 
worthy as ye were in tne days of King Edward.” The 
rapid increase, however, of the commercial prosperity 
and political importance of London after the Conquest, 
is attested in many chronicles, and becomes strikingly 
evident even on the surface of bistory. 

t There seems good reason for believing tbat a keep 
did stand where tne Tower stands, before the Conquest, 
and that William’s edifice spared some of its remains. 
In the very interesting letter from John Bayford relating 
to the city of London (Lei. Colled, lviii.), theVriter, a 
thorough master of his subject, states that “the Romans 
made a public military way, that of Watling Street, 
from the Toner to Ludgate, in a straight line, at the end 
of which they built stations or citadels, one of which 
was where the White Tower now stands.” Bayford 
adds tbat “ when the White Tower was fitted up for the 
reception of records, there remained many Saxon in¬ 
scriptions,” 


bard freemasons employed on my new palace of 
Westminster, giveth that, and some others in 
my domain, the name of the Juillet Tower.” 

“ Those Romans were our masters in all things 
gallant and wise,” said William ; “ and I pre¬ 
dict that, some day or other, on that site, a King 
of England will re-erect palace and tower. And 
yon castle towards the west? ” 

“Is the Tower Palatine, where our predeces¬ 
sors have lodged, and ourself sometimes; but 
the sweet loneliness of Thomey Isle pleaseth me 
more now.” 

Thus talking, they entered London, a rude, 
dark city, built mainly of timbered houses; streets 
narrow and winding; windows rarely glazed, 
but protected chiefly by linen blinds; vistas open¬ 
ing, however, at times into broad spaces, round 
the various convents, where green trees grew up 
behind low palisades. Tall roods, and holy 
images, to which we owe the names of existing 
thoroughfares (Rood-lane and Lady-lane*), 
where the ways crossed, attracted the curious 
and detained the pious. Spires there were not 
then, but blunt, cone-headed turrets, pyramidal, 
denoting the Houses of God, rose often from 
the low, thatched, and reeded roofs. But every 
now and then, a scholar's, if not an ordinary, 
eye could behold the relics of Roman splendour, 
traces of that elder city which now lies buried 
under our thoroughfares, and of which, year by 
year, are dug up the stately skeletons. 

Along the Thames still rose, though much 
mutilated, the wall of Constantine.f Round 
the humble and barbarAis Church of St. Paul’s 
(wherein lay the dust of Sebba, that king of the 
East Saxons who quitted his throne for the sake 
of Christ, and of Edward’s feeble and luckless 
father, Ethelred) might be seen, still gigantic in 
decay, the ruins of the vast temple of Diana.J 
Many a church, and many a convent, pierced 
their mingled brick and timber woik with Roman 
capital and shaft. Still by the tower, to which 
was afterwards given the Saracen name of Bar¬ 
bican, were the wrecks of the Roman station, 
where cohorts watched night and day, in case of 
fire within or foe without.§ 

In a niche, near the Aldersgate, stood the 
headless statue of Fortitude, which monks and 
pilgrims deemed some unknown saint in the old 
time, and halted to honour. And in the midst 
of Bishopsgate-street, sate on his desecrated 
throne a mangled Jupiter, his eagle at his feet. 
Many a half-converted Dane there lingered, and 
mistook the Thunderer and the bird for Odin 
and his hawk. By Leod-gate (the People’s 
•gate||) still too were seen the arches of one of 
these mighty aqueducts which the Romans 
learned from the Etrurian. And close by the 
Still-yard, occupied by “ the Emperor’s cheap 
men ” (the German merchants), stood, almost 
entire, the Roman temple, extant in the time of 
Geoffrey of Monmouth. Without the walls, the 
old Roman vineykrdsf still put forth their green 
leaves and crude clusters, in the plains of East 
Smithfield, in the fields of St. Gileses, and on 
* Rude-lane. Lad-lane.— Bayford. 

+ Fitzstepben. t Camden. 

1 Bayford, Iceland's Collectanea, p. lviii. 
i| Ludgate (J>od-gate).—V brstbgan. 

H See Note (D), at the end of the volume. 
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the site where now stands Hatton Garden. Still 
massere* and cheapmen chaffered and bargained, 
at booth and stall, in Mart-lane, where the 
Romans had bartered before them. With every 
encroachment on new soil, within the walls and 
without, urn, vasfe, weapon, human bones, were 
shovelled out, and lay disregarded amidst heaps 
of rubbish. 

Not on such evidences of the past civilisation 
looked the practical eye of the Norman Count; 
not on things but on men, looked he; and as 
silently he rode on from street to street, out of 
those men, stalwart and tall, busy, active, toiling, 
the Man-Ruler saw the Civilisation that was to 
come. * 

So, gravely through the small city, and over 
the bridge that spanned the little river of the 
Fleet, rode the train along the Strand: to the left, 
smooth sands ; to the right, fair pastures below 
green holts, thinly studded with houses; over 
numerous cuts and inlets running into the river, 
rode they on. The hour and the season were- 
those in which youth enjoyed its holiday, and 
gay groups resorted to the thenf fashionable 
haunts of the Fountain of Holywell, “ streaming 
forth among glistening pebbles.” 

So they gained at length the village of Charing, 
which Edward had lately bestowed on his Abbey 
at Westminster, and which was now filled with 
workmen, native and foreign, employed on that 
edifice and the contiguous palace. Here they 
loitered awhile at the Mews| (where the hawks 
were kept), passed bf the rude palace of stone 
and rubble, appropriated to the tributary kings 
of Scotland gift from Edgar to Kenneth— 
and finally, reaching the inlet of the l iver, which, 
winding round the Isle of Thorney (now West¬ 
minster), separated the rising church, a'bbey, 
and palace, of the Saint-king from the mainland, 
dismounted—and were ferried across|| the narrow 
stream to the broad space round the royal resi¬ 
dence. 


Chapter V. 

The new palace of Edward the Confessor, the 
palace of Westminster, opened its gates, to re¬ 
ceive the Saxon King and the Norman Duke, 
remounting bh the margin of the isle, and now 
riding side by side. And as the Duke glanced* 
from brows, habitually knit, first over the pile, 
stately, though not yet completed, with its long 
row! of round arched windows, cased by ind ented 
fringes and frset (of tooth) work, its sweep of 
solid columns with circling cloisters, and its pon¬ 
derous powers of 4 simple grandeur; then over the 
groups of courtiers, with close vests, and Short 
mantles and beardless cheeks, that filled up the 
wide space* to gaze in homage on the renowned 
guest, his heart swelled within him, and, checking 
His rein, he drew near to his brother of Eayeux, 
and whispered*— M 

* Massere, merchant, mercer. + Fltzstephen. 

t Meuse. Apparently rather a hawk hospital, from 
Muta (Camden). Du Frestie, in his Glossary, says, 
‘Muia iu in French Le Meue, and adisease to which 
the hawk was subject oh changing its feathers. 

5 Scotland-yard.—S trywr. 

II The first bridge that connected Thorney Isle with 
the mainland is. said to have been built by Matilda,' 
wife of Henry f. 


“Is not this already the court of the Norman? 
Behold you nobles and aarls, lnjw they mimic 
our garb ! behold the very stones in yon gate, 
how they range themselves, as if carved by the 
hand of the Norman mason! Verily and indeed, 
brothef, the shadow of the rising sun rests already 
on these halls.” 

“Had England no people,” said the bishop,| 
‘ ‘ England were yours already. But saw ydu not, 
as we rode along, the lowering brows? and heard 
you not the angry murmurs ? The villeins are 
many, and their hate is strong.” 

“ Strong is the roan I bestride,” said the Duke; 
“ but a bold rider curbs it with the steel of the 
bit, and guides it, with the goad of the heel.” 

And now, as they neared ;th» gate, a band of 
minstrels in the pay of the Norman touched then- 
instruments, and woke their song—the household 
song of the Norman—the battle hymn of Roland', 
the Paladin of Charles the Great. At the first 
word of the song, the Norman knights and youths 
profusely scattered amongst the Normalised 
Saxons, caught up the lay, and with sparkling 
eyes, and choral voices, they welcomed the 
mighty Duke into the palace of the last meek 
successor of Woden. * 

By the porch of the inner court the Duke flung 
himself from his saddle, and held the stirrup for 
Edward to dismount. The King placed his hand 
gently on his guest’s broad shoulder, and, having 
somewhat slowly reached the ground, embraced 
and kissed him in the sight of the gorgeous 
assemblage ; then led him by the hand towards 
the fair chamber which was set apart for the 
Duke, and so left him to his attendants. 

William, lost in thought, suffered himself to 
be disrobed in silence; but when Fitzosbome, 
his favourite confidant and haughtiest baron, who 
yet deemed himself but honoured by personal 
attendance on his chief, conducted him towards 
the bath, which adjoined the chamber, he drew 
back, and wrapping round him more closely the 
gown of fur that had been thrown over his 
shoulders, he muttered low,—“ Nay, if there be 
on me yet one speck of English dust, let it rest 
there !—seizin, Fitzosbome, seizin, of the Eng¬ 
lish land.” Then, waving his hand, he dis¬ 
missed all his attendants except Fitzosbome, and) 
Rolf, Earl of Hereford,* .nephew to Edward, 
but French on the father’s side, and thoroughly 
in ihe Duke’s councils. Twice the Duke paced 
the chamber without vouchsafing a word to 
either, then paused by the round window that 
overlooked the Thames. The scene was fair; 
the sun towards its decline, glittered on numerous 
small pleasure-boats, which shot to and fro be¬ 
tween Westminster and London, or towards the 
opposite shores of Lambeth. His eye sought 
eagerly, along the curves of the river, the grey 
remains of the fllbled Tower of Julius, and the 
walls, gates, and turrets, that rose by the stream, 
or abpve the dense mass.of silent roofs; then it 
strained hard to descry the tops of the more dis¬ 
tant masts of that infant navy, fostered under 
Allred, the far-seeing, for the future civilisation 

* We give Mm that title, which this Norman noble 
generally bears in the Chronicles, though Palgrave ob¬ 
serves that he is rathSr to be styled Earl of the Magesetan 
(the Welch Marches). 
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of wastes unknown, and the empire of seas un¬ 
tracked. 

The Duke breathed hard, and opened and 
closed the hand which he stretched forth into 
space as if to grasp the city he beheld. “ Rolf,” 
said he, abruptly, “ thOu knowcst, no doubt, the 
wealth of the London traders, one and%ll; for, 
foi de Guillaume, my gen til chevalier , thou art 
a true Normap, and scentest the snlell of gold as 
a hqjrad the boar! ” 

Rolf smiled, as if pleased with a compliment 
which simpler men might have deemed, at the 
best, equivocal, and replied,— 

“ It is true, my liege; and gramercy, the air 
of England sharpens the scent; for in this villein 
and motley country, made up of all races,—Saxon 
and Fin, Dane and Fleming, Piet and Walloon, 
—it is not as with us, where the brave man and 
the pure descent are held chief in honour: here, 
gold and land are, in truth, name and lordship ; 
even their popular name for their national assem¬ 
bly ot the Witan is, ‘The Wealthy.’* He who 
'; but.a ceorl to-day, let him be rich, and he may 
be earl to-morrow, marry in king’s blood, and 
jule armies under a gonfanon statelier than a 
king’s ! while he whose fathers were ealdermen 
and princes, if, by force or by fraud, by waste or 
py largess, he become poor, falls at once into 
contempt, and out of his state,—sinks into a class 
they call * six-hundred pien ’ in their barbarous 
tongue, and his children will probably sink still 
lower, into ceorls. Wherefore gold is the thing 
here most coveted ; and, by St. Michael, the sin 
is infectious.” 

William listened to the speech with close atten¬ 
tion. * 

“ Good,”'said he, rubbing slowly the palm of 
his right h#nd over the back of the left; ‘‘a land 


all compact with the power of one race, a race of 
conquering men, as our fathers were, whom - 
nought but cowardice or treason can degrade,— 
such a land, O Rolf of Hereford, it were hard 
indeed to subjugate, or decoy, or tame ;—” 

“ So has my lord the Duke found the Bretons; 
and so also do I find the Welch upon my marches 
of Hereford.” 

“ But,” continued William, not heeding the 
interruption, “ where wealth is more thaft blood 
ami race, chiefs may be bribed or menaced ; and 
the multitude—by’r Lady, the multitude are the 
same in all lands, mighty under valiant and faith¬ 
ful leaders, powerless as sheep without therm 
But to my question, my gentle Rolf; this London 
must be rich ? ” * 

“ Rich enow,” answered Rolf, “ to coin into 
armed men, that should stretch from Rouen to 
Flanders on the one hand, and Paris on the other. ’ ’ 
“ In the veins of Matilda, whom thou wooest 
for wife,” said Fitzosborne, abruptly, “flows the 
blood of Charlemagne. God grant his empire to 
the children she shall bear thee ! ” 

The Duke bowed his head, and kissed a relic 
suspended from his throat. Farther sign of 
approval of his counsellor’s words he gave not, 
but after a pause, he said,— 

“When I depart, Rolf, thou wendest back to 
thy marches. These Welch are brave and fierce, 
and shape work enow for thy hands.” 

“ Ay, by my halidame ! poor sleep by the side 
of the beehive you have stricken down.” 

“ Marry, then,” said William, “ let the Welch 
prey,on .Saxon, Saxon on Welch; let neither win 
too easily. Remember our omens to-day, Welch 
hawk and Saxon bittern, and over their corpses, 
Duke William’s Norway falcon ! Now dress we 
for the complin f and the banquet.” 


BOOK II. 

LANFRANC THE SCHOLAR. 


Chapter I. 

Four meals a day, nor those sparing, werh not 
deemed too extravagant an interpretation of the 
daily bread for which, the Saxon prayed. Four 
meals a day, from earl to ceorW “ Happy times! ” 
may sigh the descendant of the last, if he read 
these pages ; partly so they were for the ceorl, 
but not in all things* for never sweet is the food, 
and never gladdening is the 4rink, of servitude. 
Inebriety, the vice ot the warlike nations of the 
North, had not, perhaps, been the pre-eminent 
excess of the earlier Saxons, while yet the active 
and fiery Britons, and the subsequent petty wars 
between the kings of the Heptarchy, enforced on 
hardy warriors the safety of temperance; but the 
example of the Danes had been fatai- Those 
giants of the sea, like all who pass from great 
vicissitudes of toil and repose, from the tempest 
to the haven, snatched with full hands every plea¬ 
sure in their reach. With much that tended per¬ 
manently to elevate the character of the Saxon, 
they imparted much for a time to degrade it. 
The Anglian learned to feast to repletion^ and 
drin^ tp dehrium. But "such%g^6 nof the vices 
* Eadigan.—S. Turner, vol. i. r p. 274. 


of the court of the Confessor. Brought up from 
his youth in the cloister-camp of the Normans, 
what he loved in their manners was the abste¬ 
mious sobriety, and the ceremonial religion, which 
distinguished^ those sons of the Scandinavian from 
all other kindred tribes. 

The Norman position in France, indeed, in 
much resembled that of the Spartan in Greece. 
He had forced a settlement with scanty numbers 
in the midst of a subjugated and sullen ovula¬ 
tion, surrounded by jealous*and formidable foes. 
Hence sobriety was a condition of his being, and 
the policy of the chief lent a willing ear to the 
lessons of the preacher. Ljke the Spartan, every 
Norman of pure race was free and noble; and 
this consciousness inspired not only that remark¬ 
able dignity of mien which Spartan and Norman 
alike possessed, but also that fastidious self- 
respect which woflfld have revolted from exhibi¬ 
ting a spectacle of debasement to inferiors. And, 

* The comparative wealth ofLondon was indeed.con¬ 
siderable. When, in 1&8, all the rest of England was 
taxed to an amount considered stupendous, viz., 71,000 
Saxon pounds, London contributed 11,000 pounds be¬ 
sides. 

+ Complin, tbs second vespers. 
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lastly, as the paucity of their original numbers, 
the perils that beset, and the good fortune that 
attended them, served to render the Spartans the 
most religious of all the Greeks in their depend* 
ence on the Divine aid; so, perhaps, to the same 
causes may be traced the proverbial piety of the 
ceremonial Normans ; they carried into their new 
creed something of feudal loyalty to their spiritual 
protectees; did homage to the Virgin for the lands 
that she vouchsafed to bestow, and recognised in 
St. Michael, the chief who conducted their armies. 

After hearing the complin vespers in the tem¬ 
porary chapel fitted up in that unfinished abbey 
of Westminster, which occupied the site of the 
temple of Apollo,* the King and his guests re¬ 
paired to their evening meal in the great hall of 
the palace. Below the dais were ranged three 
long tables for the knights in William’s train, 
and that flower of the Saxon nobility who, fond, 
like all youth, of change and imitation, thronged 
the court of their Normanised saint, and scorned 
the rude patriotism of their fathers. But hearts 
truly English were not there. Yea, many of 
Godwin’s noblest foes sighed for the English - 
hearted Earl,banished byNorman guile on Ijelnilf 
of English law. 

At the oval table on the dais the guests were 
select and chosen. At the right hand of the King 
sat William ; at the left Odo of Bayenx. Over 
these three stretched a canopy of cloth of gold; 
the chairs on which each sate were of metal, 
richly gilded over, and the arms carved in elabo¬ 
rate arabesques. At this table too was the King’s 
nephew, the Earl of Hereford, and, in right of 
kinsmanship to the Duke, the Norman’s beloved 
baron and grand seneschal, William Fitzosborne, 
who, though in Normandy even he sate not at the 
Duke's table, was, as related to his lord, invited 
by Edward to his own. No other guests were 
admitted < to this board, so mat, save Edward, all 
were Norman. The dishes were of gold and 
silver, the cups inlaid with jewels. Before each 
guest was a knife, with hilt adorned by precious 
stones, and a napkin fringed with silver. The 
meats were not placed on the table, but served 
upon small spits, and between every course a 
Vasin of perfumed water was borne round by high¬ 
born pages. No dame graced the festival; for 
she who should have presided—she, matchless 
for beauty without pride, piety without asceticism, 
and learning without pedantry—she, the pale rose 
of England, loved daughter of Godwin, and 
loath0 wife of Edward, had shared in the fall of 
her kindred, and had been sent by the meek King, 
or his fierce counsellors, to an abbey in Hamp¬ 
shire^ with the taunt “that it was not meet that 
the child and sister should enjoy state and pomp, 
while the sire aud brethren ate the bread of me 
stranger in banishment and disgrace.” 

But, hungry as were the guests, it was not the 
custom of that holy court to fall to without due 
religious ceremonial. The rage for psalm-singing 
was then at its height in England ; psalmody had 

* Camden.—A church was built out of the ruins of 
temple by Sibert, King of the East Saxons ; and 
Can unfavoured much the small monastery attached to 
it (originally established by Dunstan for twelve Bene¬ 
dictines), on account of its Abbot Wulnoth, whose 
society pleased him. The old palace of Canute, in 
Thorney Isle, had been destroyed by fire, 


excluded almost every other description of vocal 
musit; and it is even said that great festivals on 
certain occasions were preluded bynno less an 
effort of lungs and memory than the entire songs 
bequeathed to ns by King David! This day, 
however,JIugoline, Edward’s Norman chamber- 
lain, had been pleased to abridge the length of 
the prolix grape, and the company were let oif, to. 
Edward’s surprise and displeasure, tath the curt 
and unseemly preparation of only nine psaVms 
and one special hymn in honour ot some obscure 
saint to whom the day was dedicated.- This per¬ 
formed, the guests resumed their seats, Edward 
murmuring an apology to William for the strange 
omission of his chamberlain, and saying thrice to 
himself, “ Naught, naught—yjery naught.” 

The mirth languished at the royal table, despite 
some gay efforts from Rolf, and some hollow 
attempts at lighthearted cheerfulness from the 
great Duke, whose eyes, watidering down the 
table, were endeavouring to distinguish Saxon 
from Norman, and count how many of the first 
might already be reckoned in the train of his 
friends. But at the long tables below, as the 
feast thickened, and ale, mead, pigment, morat, 
and wine circled round, the tongue of the Saxon 
was loosed, and the Norman knight lost some¬ 
what of his superb gravity. It was just as what * 
a Danish poet called the “ sun of the night ” (in 
other words, the fierce wiirmth of the wine), had 
attained its meridian glow, that some slight dis¬ 
turbance at the doors of the hall, without which 
waited a dense crowd of the poor on whom the 
fragments of the feast were afterwards to be be¬ 
stowed, was followed by the entrance of two 
strangers, for whom the officers appointed to 
marshal the entertainment made room at the foot 
of one of the tables. Both these newcomers 
were clad with extreme plainness ; one in a dress, 
though not quite monastic, that of an ecclesiastic 
of low degree ; the other in a long grey mantle 
and loose gonna, the train of which last was 
tucked into a broad leathern belt, leaving bare 
the leggings, which showed limbs of great bulk 
and sinew, and which were stained by the dust 
and mire of travel. The first mentioned was 
slight and small of person; the last was of the 
height and port of the sons of Anak. The coun¬ 
tenance of neithercould be perceived, for both had 
let fall the hood, worn by civilians as by priests 
out of doors, more than jialf way over their faces. 

A murmur of great surprise, disdain, and re¬ 
sentment, at the intrusion of strangers so attired, 
circulated round the neighbourhood in which they 
had been placed, checked for a moment by a 
certain air of respect which the officer had shown 
towards both, but especially the taller: but break¬ 
ing out with greater vivacity from the faint re¬ 
straint, as the tall man unceremoniously stretched 
across the'board, drew towards himself an im¬ 
mense flagon, which (agreeably to the custom of 
airanging the feast in “messes” of four), had 
been specially appropriated to Ulf the Dane, 
Godritn the Saxon, and two young Norman 
knights akin to the puissant Lord of Grantmesnil, 
—and having offered it to his comrade, who shook 
his head, drained it with a gusto that seemed to 
bespeak him at least no Norman, and wiped his 
lips boorishly with the sleeve of his huge arm. 
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“Dainty sir,” said one of those Norman 
knights, William Mallet, of the house of Mallet 
de Graville,* as he moved as far from the gigantic 
intruder axthe space on the settle would permit, 
“ forgive the observation that you have damaged 
my mantle, you have grazed my foot, and you 
have drunk my wine. And vouchsafe, if it so 
please you, the face of the man who%ath done 
, this triple wrong to William Mallet de Graville.” 

A kind of laugh—for laugh absolute it was not 
—tattled under the cowl of the tall stranger, as 
he drew 4 still closer over his face, with a hand 
that might have spanned the breast of his inter¬ 
rogator, and he made a gesture as if he did not 
understand the question addressed to him. 

Therewith the Norman knight, bending with 
demure courtesy across the board to Godrith the 
Saxon, said,— 

" Pardex, f but this fair guest and seigneur 
seemeth to me, noble Godree (whose name I 
fear my lips do but rudely enounce), of Saxon 
line and language; our Romance tongue be 
knoweth not. Pray you, is it the Saxon custom 
to enter a king’s hall so garbed, and drink a 
knight’s wine so mutely ? ” 

Godritb, a young Saxon of considerable rank, 
but one of the most sedulous of the imitators of 
the foreign fashions, coloured high at the irony 
in the knight’s speech, and turning rudely to 
the huge guest, who was now causing immense 
fragments of pastry to vanish under the cavern¬ 
ous cowl, he said m his native tongue, though 
with a lisp as if unfamiliar to him,— 

“ If thou beest Saxon, shame us not with thy 
ceorlish manners ; crave pardon of this Norman 
thegn, \yho will doubtless yield it to thee in pity. 
Uncover thy face—and—” 

Here the Saxon’s rebuke was interrupted ; for 
one of ^he servitors just then approaching God- 
rith’s side with a spit, elegantly caparisoned 
with some score of plump larks, the unmannerly 
giant stretched out his arm within an inch of 
the Saxon’s startled nose, and pressed himself 
of larks, broche, and all. He drew off two, 
which he placed on his friend’s platter, despite all 
dissuasive gesticulations, and deposited the rest 
upon his own. The young banqueters gazed 
upon the spectacle in wrath too full for words. 

At last spoke Mallet de Graville, with an en¬ 
vious eye upon the larks—for though a Norman 
was not gluttonous, he was epicurean—“ Cer^es, 
and foi de chevalier! a man must go into strange 
parts if he wish to see monsters; bnt we are 
fortunate people,” (and lte turned to his Norman 
friend, Aymer, QuenJ or Count, D’Evreux,) 
“ that we have discovered Polyphemus without 
oing so far as Ulysses ; ” and pointing to the 
coded giant, he quoted, appropriately enough, 

“ Monstrum, horrendum, informe, ingens, cui lumen 
ademptum.” 

The giant continued to devour his larks, as 
complacently as the ogre t6 whom he was likened 

* See note to Pluouet’s Roman de Ron, p. 285. 

N.B.—Whenever the Roman de Rou is quoted in these 
pages, it is from the excellent edition of M. Pluquet. 

+ Pardex Or PardS, corresponding to the modem 
French expletive, p'ardie. 

t Oxen, or rather Qucns; synonymous with Count in 
the Norman Chronicles. Karl Godwin is strangely 
styled by WaCe, Quern Gruine. , 


might have devoured the Greeks in his cave. 
But his fellow-intruder seemed agitated by the 
sound of the Latin ; he lifted up his head sud¬ 
denly, and showed lips glistening with white 
even teeth, and carved into an approving smile, 
while, he said: “ Bene, my fili ! bene, lepidis - 
sime, poetce verba, in militis ore, non indecora 
sonant.”* 

The young Norman stared at the speaker, and • 
replied, in the same tone of grave affectation,— 

“ Courteous Sir! the approbation of as ecclesi¬ 
astic so eminent as I take you to be, from the 
modesty with which you conceal your greatness, 
cannot fail to draw upon me the envy of my 
English friends; who are accustomed to swear 
in verba magistri, only for verba they learnedly 
substitute z ana.” 

“You are pleasant, Sire Mallet,” said God- 
rith, reddening; “ but I know well that Latin is 
only fit for monks and shavelings; and little 
enow even they have to,boast of.” 

The Norman’s lips curled in disdain. “ Latin! 
O Godree, bien atmi ! —Latin is the tongue of 
Caesars and senators, fortes conquerors and preux 
chevaliers. KnowesL thou not that Duke William 
the dauntless at eight years old had the Com¬ 
ments of Julius Caesar by heart ?—and that it is 
his saying, that ‘a king without letters is a 
crowned assp’t When the king is an ass, 
asinine are his subjects. Wherefore go to school, 
speak respectfully of thy betters, the monks and 
shavelings, who with us are often brave captains 
and sage councillors,—and learn that a full head 
makes a weighty hand.” 

“ Thy name, young knight ? ” said the eccle¬ 
siastic, in Norman French, though with a slight 
foreign accent. 

“ I can give it thee,” said the giant, speaking 
aloud for the first time, in the same language, 
and in a rough voice, which a quick ear might 
have detected as disguised,—“ I can describe to 
thee name, birth, and quality. By name, this 
youth is Guillaume Mallet, sometimes styled De 
Graville, because our Norman gentilhommes, 
forsooth, must always now have a * de ’ tacked 
to their names ; nevertheless he hath no other 
right to the seigneurie of Graville, which apper¬ 
tains to the head of his house, than may be con¬ 
ferred by an old tower on one corner of the 
demesnes so designated, with lands that would 
feed one horse and two villeins—if they were 
not in pawn to a Jew for moneys to buy velvet 
mantelines and a chain of gold. By birth, he 
comes liom Mallet,}; a bold Norwegian in the 
fleet of Rou the Sea-king; his mother was a 
Frank woman, from whom he inherits his best 
possessions—videlicet, a shrewd wit, and a rail¬ 
ing tongue. His qualities are abstinence, for he 
“eateth nowhere save at the cost ot another—some 
Latin, for he was meant for a monk, because he 
seemed too slight of frame for a warrior—some 
courage, for in spite of his frame he slew three 
Burgundians with his own hand; and Duke 
Wiliiam, among other foolish acts spoilt a friar 

* “ Good, good, pleasant son,—the words of the poetw 
sound gracefully on the lips of the knight,” I 

+ A sentiment variously assigned tS William mdjf 
his son Henry the Beau Clt. ... 

t Mallet is a genuine Scandinavian name to tuts day. 
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sans tache, by making a knight sans terre; and 
for the rest-” 

“And for the rest,” interrupted the Sire de 
Graville, turning-white with wrath, but speaking 
in a low repressed voice, “ werfe it not that 
Duke William sate yonder, thou shouldst have 
six inches of cold steel in thy huge carcass to 
digest thy stolen dinner, and silence thy unman¬ 
nerly tongue.—” ^ 

‘‘Fo&the rest,” continued the giant indiffer¬ 
ently, and as if he had not heard the interrup¬ 
tion ; “ for the rest, he only resembles Achilles, 
in being impiger iracundus. Big men cdn quote 
Latin as well as little ones, Messire Mallet the 
beau clerc ! ” 

Mallet’s hand was on his dagger ; and his eye 
dilated like that of the panther before he springs ; 
but fortunately, at that moment, the deep sonor¬ 
ous voice of William, accustomed to send its 
soundsUown the ranks of an army, rolled clear 
through the assemblage, though pitched little 
above its ordinary key :— 

“Fair is your least, and bright your wine, Sir 
King and brother mine! But I miss here what 
king and knight hold as the salt of the feast 
and the perfume to the wine: the lay of the 
minstrel. Beshrew me, but both Saxon and 
Norman are of kindred stock, and love to hear in 
hall and bpwer the deeds of their northern fathers. 
Crave I therefore from your gleemen, or harpers, 
some song of the olden time ! ” 

A murmur of applause went through' the Nor¬ 
man part of the assembly, the Saxons looked 
up; and some of the more practised courtiers 
sighed wearily, for they knew well what ditties 
alone were in favour with the saintly Edward. 

The low voice of the King in reply was not 
heard, but those habituated to read his counten¬ 
ance in its very faint varieties of expression, 
might have seen that it conveyed reproof; and 
its purport soon became practically known, when 
a lugubrious prelude was heard from a quarter 
of the hall, in which sate certain ghost-like 
musicians in white robes—white as winding- 
sheets ; and forthwith a dolorous and dirge-like 
voice chaunted a long, and most tedious recital 
of the miracles and martyrdom of some early 
saint. So monotonous was the chaunt, that its 
effect soon became visible in a general drowsi¬ 
ness. And when Edward, who alone listened 
with attentive delight, turned towards the close 
to. gather sympathising admiration from his dis¬ 
tinguished guests, he saw his nephew yawning 
as if his jaw were dislocated—the Bishop of 
Bayeux, wtth his well-rimged fingers interlaced 
and resting on his stomach, fast asleep—Fitz- 
o-bqme’s half-shaven head balancing to and fro 
with many an uneasy start—and William, wide" 
awake indeed, but with eyes fixed on vacant 
space, and his soul far away from the gridiron 
to which (all other saints be praised !) the 
saint of the ballad had at last happily arrived. 

“ A comforting and saintary recital, Count 
William,” said the King. 

The Duke started from his reverie, and bowed 
iis head : then said, rather abruptly, “Is not 
‘on*Biazon tha’t of King Alfred ? ” 

"Yea. Wherefore?” 

" Hem! Matilda of Flanders is in direct 


descent from Alfred: it is a name and a line the 
Saxons yet honour. 

“ Surely, yes ; Alfred was a great man, and 
reformed the Psalmster,” replied Eaward. 

The dirge ceased, but so benumbing had 
been its effect, that the torpor it created did 
not subside with the cause. There was a dead 
and funereal silence throughout the spacious 
hall. when saddenly, loudly, mightily, as the 
blast of the trumpet upon the hush of the grfeve, 
rose a single voice. All started—all turned— 
all looked to one direction; and they saw that 
thp great voice pealed from the farthest end of 
the hall. From under his gown the gigantic 
stranger had drawn a small three-stringed 
instrument somewhat resembling the modern 
lute—and thus he sang— . j 

THE BALLAD OF ROIL* 

i. ' 

From Blois to Senlis, wave hy wave, roll'd on the Nor¬ 
man flood. 

And Frank on Frank went drifting down the weltering 
tide of blood; 

There was not left in all the land a castle wall to fire. 
And not a wife but wailed a lord, a child hut mourned a 
sire. 

To Charles the King, the mitred monks, the mailed 
barons flew, 

While, shaking earth, behind them strode the thunder 
march of Rou. 

n. 

“ O King,” thjen cried those barons bold, “ in vain are 
mace and mail, 

We tall before the Norman axe, as corn before the hail,” 
‘‘And vainly,” cried the pious monks, “by Mary’s 
shrine we kneel. 

For prayers, like arrows, glance aside, against the Nor¬ 
man steel.” 

The barons groaned, the shavelings wept, while near and 
nearer drew, * 

As death-birds round their scented feast, the raven flags 
of Rou. 

hi. . • 

Then said King Charles, “ Where thousands fail, what 
king can stand alone ? 

The strength of kings is in the men that gather round 
the throne. 

When war dismays my barons bold, ’tis time for war to 
cease: • 

When Heaven forsakes ray pious monks, the will of 
Heaven is peace. 

Go forth, my monks, with mass and rood the Norman 
camp uftto. 

And to the fold, with shepherd crook, entice this grisly 
. Rou. 

iv. 

“ I'll give him all the ocein coast, from Michael Mount 
to Eure, 

And Gille.my child, shall be his bride, to bind him fast 
and sure: 

Let him but kiss the Christian cross, and sheathe the 
heathen sword, • 

And hold the lands I cannot keep, a fief .from Charles 
his lord.” „ 

Forth went the pastors of the Church, the Shepherd’s 
work to do, 

And wrap the golden fleece around the tiger loins of 
Rou : 

v, ■ ' 

Psalm-chanting came the shaven monks, within the 
camp of dread; 

Amidst his warriors Norman Rou, stood taller by the 
head. 

Out spoke the Frank Archbishftp then, a priest devout 
and sage,, 

“ When peace and plenty wait thy word, what need of 
waf and rage ? [blue, 

Why waste a land as fair as auglit beneath the arch of 
W hich might be thine to sow and reap ?—Thus Saith the 
King to Rou: 

* Rou—the name given by the French to Rollo, or 
Rolf-ganger,. the founder of the Norman settlement, • 
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■ > i’ll give thee all the ocean coast from Michael Mount 
to Eure, 

i_nd Gille, my fairest child, as bride, to bind thee fast 
r a nd sure : . 

[j f thou but knejJ to Christ our God, and sheathe thy 
paynim sword, 

And hold thy land, the Church’s son, a fief from Charles 
tbylord,” 

The Norman on his warriors looked—to counsel they 
withdrew; • 

if lie saints took pity on the Franks, and moved the soul 
Of Rou. ' ‘ • 

j - ‘ VII. , 

I t,o bacK he strode and thus he spoke to that Archbishop 
meek: 

1 1 take the lana thy king bestows from Eure to Michael- 
peak, 

1 take the maid, or foul or fair, a bargain with the coast, 
[And for thy creed, a sea-king’s gods are those that give 
the most. 

'O hie thee back, and tell thy chief to make his proffer 
true, 

And he shall find a docile soi), and ye a saint in Rou.” 
vm. 

So o’er the border stream of Epte came Rou the Nor- 
t man, where, 

Hlegirt with barons. Sat the King, enthroned at green 
St. Clair; 

He placed his hand in Charles’s hand,-—loud shouted 
all the throng. 

But teais were in King Charles’s eyes,—tbegrip of Rou 
was strong. 

“Now kiss the foot,” the Bishop said, “that homage 
still is due ; ” 

Then dark the frown and stern the smile of that grim 
convert, Rou. 


IX. 

He takes the foot, as-if the foot to slavish lips to bring; 
The Normans scowl; he tilts the throne, and backwards 
falls the King, ;j§ 

Loud laugh the joyous Norman men—pale stare the 
Franks aghast ; 

And Rou lifts up his head as from the wind springs up 
the mast: 

1 said I would adore a god, but not a mortal too ; 

The foot that f^dbefore a Toe let cowards kiss!” said Rou. 

No words can express the excitement which 
this rough ^minstrelsy—marred as it is by our 
poor translation from the Romance-tongue in 
which it was chanted—produced amongst the 
Norman guests; less perhaps, the song itself, than 
the recognition of the minstrel and as he closed, 
from more than a hundred voices came the loud 


murmur, only subdued from a shout by the’royal 
presence, “Taillefer, our Norman Taillefer ! ” 

“By our joint saint, Peter, my cousin.the 
King,” exclaimed William, after a frank cordial 
laugh ; “ well I wot, no tongue less free than my 
t warrior minstrel’s could have sp shocked our ears. 
Excuse his bold theme, for the sake of his bold 
heart, I pray thee ; and since I know well ” (here 
the Duke’s face grew grave and anxious) “ that 
nought save urgent and weighty news from my 
stormy realm could have brought over his rhym¬ 
ing petrel, permit the officer behind me to lead 
hither a bird, 1 fear, of omen as well as of song.” 

“ Whatever pleases thee, pleases me,’ said 
Edward, dryly; and he gave the order to the 
attendant. In a few moments, up to the space 
in the hall, between either table, came the large 
stride of the famous minstrel^ preceded by the 
officer, andfollowed by the ecclesiastic. The hoods 
of both were now thrown back, and discovered 
countenances instrange contrast, but each equally 
worthy of the attention it provoked. The face 
of the minstrel was open and snnny as the day ; 
and that of the priest, dark and close as night. 
Thick carls of deep auburn (the most common 


colour for the locks of the Norman^ wreathed in 
careless disorder round Taillefer’s massive un- 
wrinkled brow. His eye, of light hazel, was bold 
and joyous; mirth, though sarcastic and *sly, 
mantled rouncT his lips. His whole presence 
was St Oflce engaging and heroic. 

On the other hand, the priest’s cheek was dark 
and sallow; his features singularly delicate and, 
refined; his forehead high, but somewhat narrow, 
and crossed with Ijjjps of thought; his mein com¬ 
posed, modest, but not without calm self-cori- 
lidence. Amongst that assembly of solffiers, 
noiseless, self-collected, and conscious of his 
surpassinjupower over swords and mail, moved 
the Scholar. 

William’s keen eye rested on the priest wjlh 
some surprise, not unmixed with pride and ire; 
but first addressing Taillefer, who now gained 
the foot of the dais, he said, with a familiarity 
almost fond— 

Now, by’re Lady, if thou bringest not ill 
news, thy gay face, man, is pleasanter to mine 
eyes than thy rough song to my ears. Kneel, 
Taillefer, kneel to King Edward, and with more 
address, rogue, than our unlucky countryman to 
King Charles.” 

But Edward, as ill-liking the form of the giant 
as the subject of his lay, said, pushing back his 
seat as far as he could— 

“Nay, nay, we excuse thee, we excuse thee, 
tall man.” Nevertheless, the minstrel still knelt, 
and so, with a look of profound humility, did the 
priest. Then both slowly rose, and at a sign 
from the Duke, passed to the other side of the 
table, standing behind Fitzosborne’s chair. 

“ Clerk,” said William, eying deliberately the 
sallow face of the ecclesiastic ; “ I know thee of 
old ; and if the Church hath sent me an envoy, 
per la resplendar De, it should have sent me at 
least an abbot.” 

“ Hein, Hein ! ” said Taillefer, bluntly, “ vex 
not my bon camarade, Count of the Normans. 
Gramercy, thou wilt welcome him peradventure, 
better than me; for the singer tells but of dis¬ 
cord, and the sage may restore the harmony.” 

“Ha! ” said the Duke, and the frown fell so 
dark over his eyes that the last seemed only vi¬ 
sible by two sparks of fire. “ I guess, my proud 
Vavasours are mutinous. Retire, thou and thy 
comrade. * Await me in my chamher. The feast 
shall not flag in London because the wind blows 
•a gale in Rouen.” 

The two envoys, since so they seemed, bowed 
in silence and withdrew. 

“ Nought of ill-tidings, I trust,” said Edward, 
who had not listened to the whispered communi¬ 
cations that had passed between the. Duke and 
his subjects. “ No schism in thy Church ? The 
clerk seemed a peaceful man, and a humble.” 

“ An there were schism in my Church,” said 
the fiery Duke, “ my brother of Bayeux would 
settle it by arguments as close as the gap between 
cord and throttle.” 

“Ah! thou aft, doubtless, well read in the 
canons, holy Odo ! ” said the King, turning to 
the Bishop with more respect than he had yet 
j evinced towards that gentle prelate. 

“ Canons, yes, Seigneur, 1 draw thern up roy* 1 
self for my flock conformably with such interpre- 
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tations of the Koman Church as suit best with 
the Norman realm: and woe to deacon, monk, 
or abbot, who chooses to misconstrue them.”* 
The bishop looked so truculent and menacing, 
while his fancy thus conjured up the possibility of 
heretical dissent, that Edward shrank from him 
as he had done from Taillefer; and in a few 
minutes after, on exchange of signals between 
himself and the Duke, who, iimpatient to escape, 
was too ftately to testify that aesire, the retire¬ 
ment bf the royal party broke up the banquet; 
save, indeed, that a few of the elder Saxons, and 
more incorrigible Danes, still steadily tept their 
seats, and were finally dislodged from their later 
settlements on the stone floors, to find them¬ 
selves,'at dawn, carefully propped in a row against 
the outer walls of thejpalace, with their patient 
attendants, holding links, 'and gazing On their 
masters with stolid envy, if not of the repose at 
least of the drugs that had caused it. 


Chapter II. 

“And now,” said William, reclining on a long 
and narrow couch, with raised carved work all 
round it like a box (the approved fashion of a bed 
in those days), “now, Sire Taillefer—thy news.” 

There wei e then in the Duke’s chamber, the 
Count Fitzosborne, Lord of Breteuil, surnamed 
“ the Proud Spirit ”—who, with great dignity, 
was holding before the brazier the ample tunic 
of linen (called dormitorium in the Latin of that 
time, and night-rail in the Saxon tongue) in 
which his lord was to robe his formidable limbs 
lor repose,t—Taillefer, who stood erect before 
the Duke like a Roman sentry at his post,—and 
the ecclesiastic, a little apart, with arms gathered 
under his gown, and his bright dark eyes fixed 
on the ground. 

“High and puissant my liege,” then said 
Taillefer, gravely, and with a shade of sympathy 
on his large face, “ my news is such as is best 
told briefly : Bunaz, Count d’Eu and descendant 
of Richard Sanspeur, hath raised the standard of 
revolt.” 

“ Go on,” said the Duke, clenching bis hand. 

“ Henry, King of the French, is treating with 
the rebel, and stirring up mutiny in thy realm, 
and pretenders to thy throne.” 

“ Ha! ” said the Duke, and his lip quivered ; 
“ this is not all.” 

“ No, my liege! and the worst is to come. 
Thy uncle Mauger, knowing that thy heart is 
bent on thy speedy nuptials with the high and 
noble damsel, Matilda of Flanders, has broken 
out again in thine absence—is preaching against 
thee in hall and from pulpit. He declares t^at 
such espousals are incestuous, both as within the 

* Pious severity to the heterodox was a Norman vir¬ 
tue. William of Poictiers says of William,' ‘ One knows 
with what zeal he pursued and exterminated those who 
thought differently ; ” i.e., on transubstantiation. But 
the wise Norman, while flattering |he tastes of the 
Roman Pontiff in such matters, took special care to 
preserve the independence of his Church from any undue 
dictation. 

t A few generations later this comfortable and decent 
fUhioit o t night-gear was abandoned,; and our fore¬ 
father*, Saxon andNorman, went to bed <>s pun's natures- 
libut, like the Laplanders. 


forbidden degrees, and inasmuch as Adele, the 
lady’s mother, was betrothed to thine uncle Rich¬ 
ard ! and Mauger menaces excommunication if 
my liege pursues bis suit !* So tumbled is the 
realm, thatjl, waiting notfor debatein Council, and 
fearing sinister ambassage if I did so, took ship 
from thy port of Cherburg, and have not flagged 
rein, anrl scarce broken bread, till I could say to 
the heir of Rolf the Founder—Save thy realm 
from the meh of mail, and thy bride from the 
knaves in serge.” " 

“ Ho, ho! ” cried William ; then burstiug 
forth in full wrath, as he sprang from the couch. 
“ nearest thou this, Lord Seneschal ? Seven 
years, the probation of the patriarch, havel wooed 
and waited; and lo, in the seventh, does a proud 
priest say to me, ‘ Wrench the love from thy 
heart-strings 1 ’—Excommunicate me —ME — 
William, the son of Robert the Devil! Ha, by 
God’s Splendour, Mauger shall live to wish the . 
father stood, in theloul fiend’s true likeness, by his 
side, rather than brave the bent brow of the son! ” 

“Dread my lord,” said Fitzosborne, desisting 
from his employ, and rising to his feet; “ thou 
knowest that I am thy true friend and leal knight; 
thou knowest how I have aided thee in this 
marriage with the lady of Flanders, and iiow 
gravely I think that what pleases thy fancy will 
guard thy realm ; but rather than brave the order 
of the Church, and the ban of the Pope, I would 
see thee w^ed to the poorest virgin in Normandy.” 

William, who had been pacing the room, like 
an enraged lion in his den, halted in amaze at 
this bold speech. 

“ This from thee, William Fitzosborne!—from 
thee ! I tell thee, that if all the priesfs in Chris¬ 
tendom, and all the barons in France, stood be¬ 
tween me and my bride, I would hew my way 
through the midst. Foes invade my iealm—let 
them ; princes conspire against me—I smile in 
scorn; subjects mutiny—this strong hand can 
punish, or tnis large heart can forgive. All these 
are the dangers which he who governs men should 
be prepared to meet; but a man has a right to 
his love, as the stag to his hind. And he who 
wrongs me here, is foe and traitor to me, not as 
Norman Duke but as human being. Look to it 
—thou and thy proud barons, look to it! ” 

“ Proud may thy barons be,” said Fitzosborne’, 
reddening, and with a brow that quailed not 
,before his lord’s; “ for they are the sons of those 
who carved out the realm of the Norman, and 
owned inRou but the feudal chief of free warriors; 
vassals are not villeifls. And that which we hold 
our duty—whether to Church or chief—that, 
Duke William, thy proud barons will doubtless 
do; nor less,believe me,for threats which,braved 
in discharge of duty and defence of freedom, we 
hold as air.” 

* Most of the chroniclers merely stale the parentage 
within the forbidden degrees as the obstacle to Wil¬ 
liam’s marriage to Matilda; but the betrothal or rather 
nuptials of her mother Adele with Richard 111 . (though 
never consummated), appears to have been tbe true 
canonical objection.—See note to Wact, p. *7. Never¬ 
theless, Matilda’s mother Adele, stood in the relation ot 
aunt to William, as widow of his father’s eldest brother, 
“an affinity,” as is dbservecLbya writer in tbe,“Archaeo- 
logia,” “ quite near enough to account for, if not to 
justify, the interference ot the Church.”— Arch, vol, 
xxxii. p. 109. 
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The Duke gazed on his haughty subject with 
ati eye in which a meaner spirit might have seen 
its doom, '.the veins in his broad temples swelled 
like cords, and a light foam gathered round his 
quivering lips. But fiery and fearless as William 
was, not less was he sagacious and profound. 
In that one man he saw the representative of that 
superb and matchless chivalry—that rafe of races 
—those men of men, in whom the brave acknow¬ 
ledge the highest example of valiknt deeds, and 
thOlree the manliest assertion of noble thoughts,* 
since the day when the last Athenian covered his 
head with his mantle, and mutely died; and far 
horn being the most stubborn against his will, it 
was to Fitzosborne’s paramount influence with 
the Council, that he had often owed their submis¬ 
sion to his wishes, and their contributions to his 
wars. In the very tempest of his wrath, he felt 
that the blow he longed to strike on that bold 
head would shiver his ducal throne to the dust. 
He felt too, that awlul indeed was that power of 
the Church which could thus turn against him 
the heart of his truest knight: and he began (for 
with all his outward frankness his temper was 
suspicious), to wrong the great-souled noble by 
the thought that he might already be won over 
by the enemies whom Mauger had arrayed against 
his nuptials. Therefore, with one ot those rare 
and mighty efforts of that dissimulation which 
debased his character, but achieved his for tunes, 
he cleared his brow of its dark cloudy and said in 
a low voice, that was not without its pathos,— 

“ Had an angel from heaven forewarned me 
that William Fitzosborne would speak thus to 
his kinsman and brother in arms, in the hour 
of need and the agony of passion, I would have 
disbelieved him. Let it pass—” 

But ere the last word was out of his lips, Fitz- 
osbome had fallen on his knees before the Duke, 
and clasping his hand, exclaimed, while the tears 
rolled down his swarthy cheek, “Pardon, pardon, 
my liege ! when thou speakest thus my heart 
melts. What thou wiliest, that will 11 Church 
or Pope, no matter. Send me to Flanders; I 
will bring back thy bride.” 

The slight smile that curved William’s lip, 
showed that he was scarce worthy of that sublime 
weakness in his friend. But he cordially pressed 
the hand that grasped his own, and said, “ Rise ; 
thus should brother speak td brother.” Then— 
for his wrath was only concealed, not stifled, an<j 
yearned for its vent—his eye fell upon the deli¬ 
cate and thoughtful face of the priest, who had 
watched this short and stormy conference in pro¬ 
found silence, despite Taillefer’s wftspers to aim 

* It raiprht be easy to show, were this the place, that 
though the Saxons never lost their love of liberty, yet 
the victories which gradually regained the liberty from 
the gripe of the Anglo-Norman kings Jwere achieved 
by toe Anglo-Norman aristocracy. And even to this 
day, tije few rare descendants of that race (whatever 
their political faction), will generally exhibit that impa¬ 
tience of despotic influence. and that disdain of corrup¬ 
tion, which characterise the homely bonders of Norway, 
in whom we may still recognise the sturdy likeness 1 of 
their fathers; while it is also remarkable \hat the 
modern inhabitants of those- portions of the kingdom 
originally peopled by their kindred Danes, are, irrespec¬ 
tive of mere party divisions, noted for their intolerance 
of all oppression, and their resolute independence of 
character; to wit, Yorkshire. Norfolk, Cumberland, and 
large districts in the Scottish lowlands. 
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to interrupt the dispute. “ So, priest,” he said, 
“ I remember me that when Mauger before let 
loose his rebellious tongue thou didst lend thy 
pedant learning to eke out his brainless treason. 
Methought that I then banished thee my realm ? ” 

“ Not so, Count and Seigneur,” answered the 
ecclesiastic, with a grave but arch smile on his 
lip; “ let me remind thee, that to speed me back 
to my native la*d thou didst graciously send me 
a horse, halting on three legs, and all lame on the 
fourth. Thus mounted, I met thee on my road. 
I saluted thee; so did the beast, for his head 
well nigh touched the ground. Whereon I did 
ask thee, in a Latin play of words, to give me at 
least a quadruped, not a tripod for my journey. * 
Gracious, even in ire, and with relenting laugh, 
was thine answer. My liege, thy words implied 
banishment—thy laughter,pardon. Sol stayed.” 

Despite his wrath, William could scarcely re¬ 
press a smile; but, recollecting himself, he re¬ 
plied, more gravely, “Peace with this levity, 
priest. Doubtless thou art the envoy from this 
scrupulous Mauger, or some other of my gentle 
clergy; and thou comest, as doubtless, with soft 
words and whining homilies. It is in vain. I 
hold the Church in holy reverence; the Pontiff 
knows it. But Matilda of Flanders I have wooed; 
and Matilda of Flanders shall sit by my side in 
the halls of Rouen, or on the deck of my war¬ 
ship, till it anchors on a land worthy to yield a 
new domain to the son of the Sea-king.” 

“ In the halls of Rouen—and it may be on the 
throne of England—shall Matilda reign by the 
side of William,” said the priest, in a clear, low, 
and emphatic voice; “ and it was to tell my lord 
the Duke that I repent me of my first uncon¬ 
sidered obeisance to Mauger as mv spiritual 
superior; that since then I have myself examined 
canon and precedent; and though the letter of 
the law be against thy spousals, it comes pre¬ 
cisely under the category of those alliances to 
which the fathers pf the Church accord dispensa¬ 
tion :—it is to tel* thee this, that I, plain Doctor 
of Laws and priest of Pavia, have crossed the 
seas.” 

“ Ha Rou!—Ha Rou! ” cried Taillefer, with 
his usual bluflhess, and laughing with great glee, 
“ why wouldst thou not listen to me, monseig¬ 
neur ? ” 

“ If thou deceivest me not,” said William, in 
surprise, “and thou canst make good thy words, 
no prelate in Neustria, save Odo of Bayeux, shall 
lift his head high as thine.” And here William, 
deeply versed in the science of men, bent his 
eyes keenly upon the unchanging and earnest 
face of the speaker. “ Ah,” he burst out, as if 
satisfied with the survey, “ and my mind tells me 
that thou speakest not thus boldly and calmly 
without ground sufficient. Man, I like thee. 
Thy name ? I forget it.” 

“ Lanfranc of Pavia, please you my lord; 
called sometimes ‘ Lanfranc the Scholar ’ in thy 
cloister of Bee. Nor misdeem me, that L hum¬ 
ble, unmitred priest, should be thus bold. In 
birth I am noble, and my kindred stand near to 

• Ex pervetusto codice, A/S. Chron, Etc, - in Vit. 
Lanfranc, .quoted in the “ Archsologia,” yol. xxxii.^W 
iog. The joke, which is very |x>or, seems to have turned 
upon ptde and quadrupede ; it is a little altered in the 
text. 
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the grace of our ghostly pontiff ; to the pontiff I 
myself am not unknown. Di<| 1 desiie honours, 
in Italy I might seek them; it is not so. I crave 
-no guerdon for the service I proffer ; none but 
this—leisure and hooks in the Convent of Bee.” 

“ Sit down—nay, sit, pian,” said 'William, 
greatly interested, but still suspicious. “ One 
riddle only I ask thee to solve, before I give thee 
all my trust, and place my very heart in thy 
hands. Why, if thou desirest’not rewards, 
shouldst thou thus care to serve me—thou, a 
foreigner ? ” 

A light, brilliant and calm, shone in the eyes 
of the scholar, and a blush spread over his pale 
cheeks. 

“ My Lord Prince, I will answer in plain words. 
But first permit me to be the questioner.” 

The priest turned towards Fitzosbome, who 
had seated himself on a stool at William’s feet, 
and, leaning his chin on his hand, listened to the 
ecclesiastic, not more with devotion to his call¬ 
ing, than wonder at influence one so obscure 
was irresistibly gaining over his own martial 
spirit, and William’s iron craft. 

“Lovest thou not, William Lord of Breteuil, 
lovest thou not fame for the sake of fame ? ” 

“ Sur mon dme —yes! ” said the Baron. 

“ And thou, Taillefer the minstrel, lovest thou 
not song for the sake of song ? ” 

“ For song alone,” replied the mighty minstrel. 
“More gold in one ringing rhyme than in all the 
coffers of Christendom.” 

“ And marvellest thou, reader of men’s hearts,” 
said the scholar, turning once more to William, 
“ that the student loves knowledge for the sake 
of knowledge ? Bom of high race, poor in purse, 
'and slight of thews, betimdfe I found wealth in 
books, and drew strength from lore. I heard of 
the Count of Rouen and the Normans, as a 
prince of small domain, with a measureless spirit, 
a lover of letters, and a captain in wav. I came 
to tliy duchy, I noted its subjects and its prince, 
and the words of Themistocles jjang in my ear: 

‘ I cannot play the lute, but 1 can make a small 
state great.’ I felt an interest in tliy strenuous 
and troubled career. I believe that knowledge, 
to spread amongst the nations, must first find a 
nursery in the brain of kings ; and I saw in the 
deed-doer, the agent of the thinker. In those 
espousals, on which with untiring obstinacy thy 
heart is set, I might sympathise with thee ; per¬ 
chance (here a melancholy smile flitted oveiv 
the student’s pale lips), “perchance even as a 
lover: priest though 1 be now, and dead to 
human love, once I loved, and I know what it is 
to strive in hope, and tcf waste in despair. But 
my sympathy, I own, was more given to the 
prince than to the lover. It was natural that I, 
priest and foreigner, should obey at first the 
orders of Alauger, archprelate and spiritual chief, 
and the more so as the law was with him ; but 
when I resolved to stay, despite thy sentence 
which banished me, I resolved to aid thee; for 
if with Mauger was the dead law, with thee was 
the living cause Of man, Duke William, on thy 
[nuptial^ with M atilda of Flanders rests thy duchy 
perchance, the mightier sceptres that are 
'yetto come. Thy title disputed, thy principality 
new and hnestablished, thou, above all men, must 


link thy new race with the ancient line of kings 
and kaisars, Matilda is the descendant of Char¬ 
lemagne and Alfred. Thy realm is insecure as 
long as France undermines it with plots, and 
threatens it with arms. Marry the daughter of 
Baldwin—and thy wife is the niece of Henry of 
France—th i ne enemy becomes thy kinsman, and 
must, perforce, be thine ally. This is not all: 
it were strange, looking round this disordered 
royalty of England—a childless king, who lqives 
thee better than his own blood ; a aivided nu¬ 
bility, already adopting the fashions of the 
stranger, and accustomed to shift their faith from 
Saxon to Dane, and Dane to Saxon; a people 
that has respect indeed for brave chiefs, but, 
seeing new men rise daily from new houses, has 
no reverence for ancient lines and hereditary 
names; with a vast mass of villeins or slaves 
that have no interest in the land qr its rulers; 
strange, seeing all this, if thy day-dreams have 
not also beheld a Norman sovereign on the 
throne of Saxon England. And thy marriage 
with the descendant of the best and most beloved 
prince that ever ruled these realms, if it does not 
give thee a title to the land, may help to con¬ 
ciliate its affections, and to fix thy posterity in 
the halls of their mother’s kin. Have I said eno’ 
to prove why, for the sake of nations, it were 
wise for. the pontiff to stretch the harsh girths of 
the law ? why I might be enabled to prove to 
the Court of Rome the policy of conciliating the 
love, and strengthening the hands, of the Norman 
Count, who may so become the main prop of 
Christendom ? Yea, have I said eno’ to prove 
that the humble clerk can look on mundane mat¬ 
ters with the eye of a man who can make small 
states great ? ” - 

William remained speechless—liis hot blood 
thrilled with a half superstitious awe; ijo thor¬ 
oughly had this obscure Lombard divined, de¬ 
tailed all the intricate meshes of that policy with 
which he himself had interwoven his pertinacious 
affection for the Flemish princess, that it seemed 
to him as if he listened to the echo of his own 
heart, or heard from a soothsayer the voice of his 
most secret thoughts. 

The priest continued :— 

“ Wherefore, thus considering, I said to my¬ 
self, Now has the time come, Lanfranc the Lom¬ 
bard, to prove to thee .whether thy self-boastings 
have been a vain deceit, or whether, in this age 
of e iron and amidst this lust of gold, thou, the 
penniless and the feeble, canst make knowledge 
and wit of mbre avail Jo the destinies of kings 
than armed me* and filled treasuries. I believe 
in that power. I am ready for the test. Pause, 
judge from what the Lord of Breteuil hath said 
to thee, what will be the defection of thy lords if 
the Pope confirm the threatened excommunica¬ 
tion of thine uncle ? Thine armies will rot from 
thee; thy treasures will be like dry leaves in.tl.iy 
coffers ; the Duke of Bretagne will claim thy 
duchy as the legitimate heir of thy forefathers; 
the Duke of Burgundy will league with the King 
of Franc#, and march on thy faithless legions 
under the banner of the Church. The hand- 
writing is on the walls, and thy sceptre and thy 
crown willjiass away.’< 

William set his teeth firmly, and breathed hard. 
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“ But send me to Rome, thy delegate, and the 
thunder of Mauger shall fall powerless. Marry 
Matilda, bring Jher to thy halls, place her on thy 
throne, laugh to acorn the interdict of thy traitor 
uncle, and rest assured that the ?ope shall send 
thee his dispensation to thy spousals, and his 
benison on thy marriage-bed. And when this be 
done. Poke william, give me not abbacies and 
prelacies; multiply books, and stablish schools, 
and bid thy servant found the royalty of know¬ 
ledge, as thonshalt found the sovereignty of war.” 

The Puke, transported from himself, leaped np 
and embraced the priest with his vast arms.; he 
kissed his cheeks, he kissed his forehead, as, in 
those days, king kissed king with ^ the kiss of 
peace.” 

“Lanfranc of Pavia,” he cried, “whether thou 
succeed or fail, thou hast my love and gratitude 
evermore. As thou speakest, would I have 
spoken, had I been bom, framed and reared as 
thou. And, verily, when I hear thee, I blush for 
the boasts of my barbarous pride, that no man 
can wield my mace, or bend my bow. Poor is 
the strength of body—a web of law can entangle 
it, and a word from a priest’s mouth can palsy. 
But thou !—let me look at thee.’’’ 

William gazed on the pale face: from head 
to foot he scanned the delicate, slender form, 
and then, turning away, he said to Fitzosborne— 

“ Thou, whose mailed hand hath fell’d a war- 
steed, art thou not ashamed of thyself ? The 
day is coming, X see it afar, when "these slight 
men shall set their feet upon our corslets.” 

He paused as if in thought, again paced the 
room, and stopped before the crucifix and image 
of the Virgin, which stood in a niche near the 
bed-head. 

“ Right noble prince,” said the priest’s low 
voice, “ pause there for a solution to all 
enigmas ; there view the symbol of all-enduring 
ower; there, learn its ends below—compre- 
end the account it must yield above.* To your 
thoughts and your prayers we leave you.” 

He took the stalwart arm of Taillefer as he 
spoke, and, with a grave obeisance to Fitz- 
osbome, left the chamber. . 


Chapter HI. v 

The next morning William was long closeted 
alone with Lanfranc,—that man, among the most 
remarkable of his age, of whom it Mhis said, that 
“ to comprehend the extent^of his talents, one 
must be Herodian in grammar, Aristotle in dia¬ 
lectics, Cicero in rhetoric, Augustine and Je¬ 
rome in Scriptural Iqre,” *—and*ere the noon 
the Duke’s gallant and princely train were or¬ 
dered to be in readiness for return home. 

The crowd in the broad space, and the citi¬ 
zens from their boats in the river, gazed on the 
knights and steeds of that gdrgeous company, 
already drawn up and awaiting without tire open 
gaths the sound of the trumpets that should an¬ 
nounce the Duke’s departure. Before the hall- 
door in the inner court were his own men. The 
snow-white" steed of Odo; the alezan of Fitzos- 

* Ord. Vital, See Note on Lanfranc, a 4 die end of 
fho volume,. 


borne; and, .to the marvel of all, a small palfrey 
plainly caparisoned. What did that palfrey 
amid those .steeds?—the steeds themselves 
seemed t* chafe at the companionship ; the 
Duke’s charger pricked up his ears and snorted ;*> 
the Lord of Breteuil’s alezan kicked out, as the 
poor nag humbly drew near to make acquaint¬ 
ance; and the prelate’s white barb, with red 
vicious eye, and ears laid down, ran fiercely at 
the low-bred intruder, with difficulty reined in 
by the sqnires, who shared the beast’s amaze and 
resentment. 

Meanwhile the Duke thoughtfully took his 
way to Edward’s apartments. In the anteroom 
were many monks apd many knights.; but con¬ 
spicuous amongst them all was a tall and stately 
veteran, leaning on a great two-handed sword, 
and whose dress and fashion of beard were those 
of the last generation, the men who had fought 
with Canute the Great or Edmund Ironsides. 
So grand was the old man’s aspect, and so did 
he contrast in appearance, the narrow garb and 
shaven chins of those around, that the Duke was 
roused from his reverie at the sight, and marvel¬ 
ling why one, evidently a chief of high rank, 
had neither graced the banquet in his honour, 
nor been presented to his notice, he turned to" 
the Earl of Hereford, who approached him with 
gay salutation, and inquired the name and title 
of the bearded man in the loose flowing robe. 

“Know you not, in truth?” said the lively 
Earl, in some wonder. “In him you see the 
great rival of Godwin. He is the hero of the 
Danes, as Godwin is of the Saxons, a true son 
of Odin, Siward Earl of the Northumbrians.’?* 

“ Notre Dame be my aid,—his fame hath oft 
filled my ears, and I should have lost the most 
welcome sight in merrie England had I not now 
beheld him.” 

Therewith, the Duke approached courteously, 
and, doffing the cap he had hitherto retained, he 
greeted the old hero with those compliments 
which the Norman had already learned in^he 
courts of the Frank. 

The stout Earl received them coldly, and re¬ 
plying in Danish to William’s Romance-tongue, 
he said,— 

“Pardon, Count of the Normans, if these old 
lips cling to their old words. Both of us, me- 
thinks, date our lineage from the lands of the 
Norse. Suffer Siward to speak the language the 
sea-kings spoke. The old oak is not to be 
transplanted, and the old man keeps the ground 
where his youth took root.” 

The Duke, who with some difficulty compre¬ 
hended the general meaning of Siward’s speech, 
bit his lip, but replied courteously,— 

“iTbe youths of all nations may learn from re- 

* Siward was almost a giant {pent gigaa statuia ). 
There are some curious anecdotes of this hero, immor¬ 
talised bv Shakespeare, in'the Bromton Chronicle. Hia 
grandfather is said to nave been a bear, who fell in love 
with a Danish lady; and his father, Beorn, retained 
some of the traces of the parental physiognomy in a- 
pair of pointed ears. The origin of this fable seems 
evident. His grandfather was a Berserker: for whether 
that name be derived, as is more generally supposed; 
from bare-sark,—or rather from bear-sark, mat i% 
whether this grisly specimen of the, Viking genus fought 
in his shirt or his bearskin, the name equally kadi itself 
to those mystifications from which half the old legends, 
whether of Greece or Norway, are derived. 
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nowned hge. JWbch doth it shame me that I can¬ 
not commune with thee in the ancestral tongue; 
but the angels at least know the language of 
the Norman Christian, and I pray them and 
the saints for a calm end to thy brav^career.” 

“ Fray not to angel or saint for Siward son of 
Beom,” said the old man hastily ; “ let me not 
have a cow’s death, but a warrior’s; die in my 
mail of proof, axe in hand, and helm on head. 
And such may be my death, if Edward the King 
reads my rede and grants my prayer.” 

“I have influence with the King,” said Wil¬ 
liam ; “ name thy wish, that I may back it.” 

“ The fiend forfend,” said the grim Earl, 

41 that a foreign prince should sway England’s 
King, or that thegn and e*irl should ask other 
backing than leal service and just cause. If Ed¬ 
ward be the saint men call him, he will loose me 
on the hell-wolf, without other cry than his own 
conscience.” 

The Duke turned inquiringly to Rolf; who, 
thus appealed to, said,— 

“ Siward urges my uncle to espouse the cause 
of Malcolm of Cumbria against the bloody tyrant 
Macbeth; and but for the disputes with the 
traitor Godwin, the King had long since turned 
his arms to Scotland.” 

“ Call not traitors, young man,” said the Earl, 
in high disdain, “ those who, with all their faults 
and crimes, have placed thy kinsman on the 
throne of Canute.” 

“ Hush, Rolf,” said the Duke, observing the 
fierce young Norman about to reply hastily. 
“ But methought, though my knowledge of Eng¬ 
lish troubles is but scant, that Siward was the 
sworn foe to Godwin ? ” 

“ Foe to him in his power, friend to him in 
his wrongs ; ” answered Siward. “ And if Eng¬ 
land needs defenders when I and Godwin are in 
our shrouds, there is but one man worthy of the 
days of old, and his name is Harold, the outlaw. ” 

William’s face changed remarkably, despite 
all his dissimulation; and, with a slight incli¬ 
nation of his head, he strode on, moody and 
irritated. 

“This Harold! this Harold!” he muttered 
to himself, “ all brave men speak to me of this^ 
Harold ! Even my Norman knights name him 
with reluctant reverence, and even his foes do 
him honour;—verily his shadow is cast from 
exile over all the land.” 

Thus murmuring, he passed the throng with 
less than his wonted affable grace, and pushing 
back th.e officers who wished to precede him, 
entered, without ceremony, Edward’s private 
chamber. 

The King was alone, but talking loudly to 
himself, gesticulating vehemently, and alto¬ 
gether so changed from his ordinary 'pkeid 
apathy of mien, that William drew back in 
alarm and awe. Often had he heard indirectly, 
that of late years Edward was said to see 
visions, and be rapt from himself into the world 
of spirit and shadow ; and such, he now doubted 
not, was the strange paroxysm of which he was 
made the witness. Edward’s eyes were fixed on 
^im, but evidently without recognising his pre¬ 
sence ; the King’s hands were outstretched, and 
he cried aloud in a voice of sharp anguish,—• 


“ Sanguelac, Sanguclac !■—the Lake'of Blood! 
—the waves spread, the waves redden ! Mother 
of mercy—where is the ark. ?—where the Ararat ? 
—Fly—fly—this way—this—” and he caught 
convulsive hold of William’s arm. ®“Nol there 
the corpses are piled—high and higher—thert 
the horse of the Apocalypse tramples the deac 
in their gore.” 

In great horror, William took the King, now 
gasping on h,’s breast, in his arms, and laid him 
on his bed, beneath its canopy* of state, all 
blazoned with the martlets and cross of his in¬ 
signia. Slowly Edward came to himself, with 
heavy sighs; and when at length he sate up and 
looked lound, it was with evident unconscious¬ 
ness of what had passed across his haggard and 
wandering spirit, for he said, with his usual 
drowsy Calmness,— 

“Thanks, Guillaume, bien aime, for rousing 
me from unseasoned sleep. How fares it with 
thee ? ” 

“ Nay, how with thee, dear friend and king ? 
thy dreams have been troubled.” 

“ Not so ; I slept so heavily, metliinks I could 
not have dreamed at all. But thou art clad as 
for a journey—spur on thy heel, staff in thy 
hand! ” 

“ Long since, O dear host, I sent Odo to tell 
thee of the ill news from Normandy that com¬ 
pelled me to depart.” 

“I remember—1 remember me now,” said 
Edward, passing his pale womanly fingers over 
his forehead. “ The heathen rage against thee. 
Ah ! my poor brother, a crown is an awful head- 
gear. While yet time, why not both seek some 
quiet convent, and put away these earthly cares 

William smiled and shook his he?d. “Nav, 
holy Edward, from all I have seen of convents, 
it is a dream to think that the monk’s serge 
hides a calmer breast than the warrior’s mail, or 
the king’s ermine. Now give me thy benison, 
for I go.” „ 

He knelt as he spoke, and Edward bent his 
hands over his head, and blessed him. Then, 
taking from his own neck a collar of zimmes 
(jewels and uncut gems), of great price, the king 
threw it over the broad thioat bent before him, 
and rising, clapped his hands. A small door 
opened, giving a glimpse of the oratory within, 
and a monk appealed. 

“ Father, have my behests been fulfilled ?— 
■ hath Hugoline, my treasurer, dispensed the gifts 
that I spoke of? ” 

“Verily yes; vault, coffer, and garde-robe— 
stall and meuse—are well nigh drained, 
answered the monk, with a sour look at the 
Norman, whose native avarice gleamed in his 
dark eyes as he heard the answer. 

“ Thy train go not hence empty-handed,” 
said Edward fondly. “ Thy father’s halls sliel- 
teted the exile, and the exile forgets not the sole 
pleasure of a king—the power to requite. We 
] may never meet again, William,—age creeps 
S over me, and who will succeed to my thorny 
thronfc ?” 

William longed to answer, to tell the hope 
that consumed him,—to remind his cousin oi tnc 
vague promise in their youth, that the Norman 
Count should succeed to that ‘ ‘ thorny throne ” ; 
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but the presence of the Saxon monk repelled 
him, nor was there in Edward’s uneasy look 
much to allure him on. 

“ But petite,” continued the King, “ be be- 
' tween thine and mine, as between thee and 
' e!” 

“Amen,” said the Duke, “and.I letve thee 
at least free from the proud rebels who so long 
disturbed thy jeign. This House of Godwin, thou 
wilt«iot again let it tower above thy palace ? ” 

“ Nay, the future is with God and his saints ; ” 
answered Edward feebly. “ But Godwin is old 
'—older than I, and bowed by many storms.” 

“ Ay, his sons are more to be dreaded and 
kept aloof—mostly Harold ! ” 

“ Harold,—he was ever obedient, he alone of 
his-kith; truly my soul mourns for Harold,” 
said the King, sighing. 

“The serpent’s egg hatches but the serpent. 
Keep thy heel on it,” said William, sternly. 

“Thou speakest well,” said the irresolute 
prince, who never seemed three days or three 
minutes together in the same mind. “ Harold 
is in Ireland—there let him rest: better for 
all.” 


“For all,” said the Duke ; “ so the saints keep 
thee, O royal saint! ” 

He kissed the King’s hand, and strode away 
to the hall where Odo, Fitzosborne, and the 
priest Lanfranc awaited him. And so that day, 
halfway towards the fair town of Dover, rode 
Duke William, and by the side of his roan barb 
ambled the priest’s palfrey. 

Behind came his gallant train, and with tum¬ 
brils and sumpter-mules laden with baggage, 
and: enriched by Edward’s gifts ! while Welch 
hawks and steeds of great price from the pas¬ 
tures of Surrey and the plains of Cambridge and 
York, attested no less acceptably than zimme. 


and golden chain, and broidered robe, the muni¬ 
ficence of the grateful King.* 

As they journeyed on, and the fame of the 
Duke’s coming was sent abroad by the bodes or 
messengers, despatched to prepare the towns 
through which he was to pass for an arrival 
sooner than expected, the more highborn youths 
of England, especially those of the party counter 
to that of the banished Godwin, came round the 
ways to gaze upon that famous chief, who, from 
the age of fifteen, had wielded the most redoubt¬ 
able sword of Christendom. And those youths 
wore the Norman garb: and in the towns, Nor¬ 
man counts held his stirrup to dismount, and 
Norman hosts spread the fastidious board ; and 
when, at the eve of the next day, William saw 
the pennon of one of his own favourite chiefs 
waving in the van of armed men, that sallied 
forth from the towers of Dover (the key of the 
coast) he turned to the Lombard, still by his 
side, and said: 

“ Isnot England part of Normandy already?” 
And the Lombard answered:— 

“ The fruit is well nigh ripe, and the first 
breeze will shake it to thy feet. Put not out 
thy hand too soon. Let the wind do its work.” 
And the Duke made reply. 

“ As thou thinkest, so think I. And there is 
but one wind in the halls of heaven that can 
waft the fruit to the feet of another.” 

“ And that ? ” asked the Lombard. 

“Is the wind that blows from the shores of 
Ireland, when it fills the sails <*f Harold, son of 
Godwin.” 

“ Thou fearest that man, and why ? ” asked 
thq Lombard with interest, 
ifnd the Duke answered:— 

“Because in the breast of Harold beats the 
heart of England.” 


BOOK III. 


THE HOUSE OF GODWIN. 


Chapter. I. 

And all went to the desire of Duke William the 
Norman. With one hand h<j curbed his proud 
vassals, and drove back his fierce foes. With 
the other, he led to the altar Matilda, the maid 
of Flanders ; and all happened as Lanfranc had 
foretold. William’s most formidable enemy, the 
King of France, ceased to conspire against his 
new. kinsman; and the neighbouring princes 
said, “ The Bastard hath become one of us since 
he placed by his side the descendant of Charle¬ 
magne.” And Mauger, Archbishop of Rouen, 
excommunicated the Duke and his bride, and 
the ban fell idle; for Lanfranc sent from Rome 
the Pope’s dispensation and^blessing,* condi¬ 
tionally only that bride and bridegroom founded 
each a church. And Mauger was summoned 
before the synod, and accused of uncltrical 
crimes; and they deposed him flora his state, 
and took from him abbacies and sees. And 
England every day waxed more and more Nor- 

* See Note (El at the end of the volume (foot-rwate 
on the date of William’s marriage). 


man; and Edward grew more feeble and infirm, 
and there seemed not a barrier between the Nor¬ 
man Duke and the English throne, when sud¬ 
denly the wind blew in the halls of heaven, and 
filled the sails of Harold the Earl. 

* And his ships came to the mouth of the 
Severn. And the people of Somerset and Devon, 
a mixed and mainly a Celtic race, who bore 
small love to the Saxons, drew together against 
him, and he put them to flight.f 

Meanwhile, Godwin and his sons, Sweyn, 
Tostig, and Gurtb, who had taken refuge in that 
very*Flanders from which William the Duke had 
won his bride,—(for Tostig had wed, previously, 
the sister of Matdda, the rose of Handers ; and 
Count Baldwin had, for his sons-in-law, both. 
Tostig and William,)—meanwhile, I sav, these, 
not holpen by the Count Baldwin, but helping 
themselves, lay at Biuges, ready to join Harold 
the Earl. And Edwaid, advised of this from 
the anxious Norman, caused forty ships + to 
equipped, and put them under command of 

* Wace. + A»glo-kaxon Chronicle . 

v t Some writers say fifty. 
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Rolf, Earl of Hereford. The ships lay at Sand¬ 
wich in wait for Godwin. But the old Earl got 
from them, and landed quietly on the southern 
coast. And the fort of Hastings opened to his 
coming with a shout from its armed men. 

All the boatmen, all the mariners, far and 
near, thronged to him, with sail and with shield, 
with sword and with oar. All Rent, (the fos¬ 
ter-mother of the Saxons,) sent forth the cry, 
“ Life or death with Earl Godwin.”* Fast over 
the length and breadth of the land, went the 
bodes f and riders of the Earl; and hosts, with 
one voice, answered the cry of the children of 
Horsa, “Life or death with Earl Godwin.” 
And the ships of King Edward, in dismay, 
turned flag and prow to London, and the fleet 
of Harold sailed on. So the old Earl met his 
young son on the deck of a warship, that had 
once borne the Raven of the Dane. 

Swelled and gathering sailed the armament of 
the English men. Slow up the Thames it sailed, 
and on either shore marched tumultuous the 
swarming multitudes. And King Edward sent 
after more help, but it came up very late. So 
the fleet of the Earl nearly faced the Julliet 
Keape of London, and abode at Southwark till 
the flood-tide came up. When he had mustered 
his host, theivcame the floodtide.J 


Chapter n. 

King Edward sate, not on his throne, but on 
a chair of state, fti the presence-chamber of his 
palace of Westminster. His diadem, with the 
three zimmes shaped into a triple trefoil \ on his 
brow, his sceptre in his right hand. His royal 
robe, tight to the throat, with a broad bancf of 
gold, flowed to his feet; and at the fold gathered 
round the left knee, where now the kings of 
England wear the badge of St. George, was em¬ 
broidered a simple cross.|| In that chamber met 
the thegns and proceres of his realm ; but not 
they alone. No national Witan there assembled, 
but a council of war, composed at least one third 
part of Normans—counts, knights, prelates, and 
abbots of high degree. 

And King Edward looked a king! The 
habitual lethargic meekness had vanished from 
his face, and the large crown threw a shadow, 
like a frown, over his brow. His spirit seemed 
to have risen from the weight it took from the 
sluggish blood of his father, Ethelred the Un¬ 
ready, and to have remounted to the brighter 
and earlier source of ancestral heroes. Worthy 
in that hour he seemed to boast the blood and 
wield the sceptre of Athelstan and Alfred. If 

Thus spoke the King. 

“Right worthy and beloved, my ealdermen, 
earls, and thegns of England ; noble and fami¬ 
liar, my friends and guests, counts and chevaliers 
of Normandy, my mother’s land ; and you, our 
spiritual chiefs, above all ties of birth and coun¬ 
try, Christendom your common appanage, and 
from Heaven your seignories and fiefs,—hear the 

* Hovenden. „ + Bodes, i. e. messengers. 

t Anglo-Saxon Chronicle.- 

\ Or Fleur-de-lis, which seems to have been a com¬ 
mon form of ornamenf with the Saxon icings. 

|| Bayeux Tapestry. 

II See Note (F) at the end of the volume, 


words of Edward, the King of England, under 
grace of the Most High. The rebels are in our 
river! open yonder lattice, and you -will see the 
piled Shields glittering from their barks, and 
hear the hum of their hosts. Not a how has 
yet been drawn, not a sword left its sheath; yet 
on the opposite side of the river are our fleets of 
forty sail—along the strand, between our palace 
and the gates of London, are arrayed our armies. 
And this pause because Godwin the traitor hath 
demanded truce, and his nuncius waits without. 
Are ye billing that we should hear the message? 
or would ye rather that we dismiss the messen¬ 
ger unheard, and pass at once, to rank and to 
sail, the war-cry of a Christian king, ‘Holy 
Crosse and our Lady! ’ ” 

The King ceased, his left hand grasping firm 
the leopard head carved on His throne, and his 
sceptre untrembling in his lifted hand. 

A murmur of Notre Dame, Notre Dame, the 
war-cry of the Normans, was heard amongst 
the stranger - knights of the audience; but 
haughty and arrogant as those strangers were, 
no one presumed to take precedence, in Eng¬ 
land’s danger, of men English bora. 

Slowly then rose Aired, Bishop of Winches¬ 
ter, the worthiest prelate in all the land.* 

“Kinglyson,” said the bishop, “evil is the 
strife between men of the same blood and line¬ 
age, nor justified but by extremes, which have 
not yet been made clear to us. And ill would 
it sound throughout England were it said that 
the King’s council gave, perchance, his city of 
London to sword and fire, and rent his land in 
twain, when a word in season might have dis¬ 
banded yon armies, and given to your throne a 
submissive subject, where now you are menaced 
| by a formidable rebel. Wherefore, 1 .'.ay, admit 
! the nuncius.” 

Scarcely had Aired resumed hKseat, before 
Robert, the Norman prelate of®Canterbury, 
started up,—a man, it was said, of worldly 
learning—and exclaimed,— 

| “ To admit the messenger is to approve the 

treason. I do beseech the King to consult only 
his own royal heart and royal honour. Reflect 
—each moment of delay swells the rebel hosts, 
—strengthens their cause ; of each moment they 
avail themselves, td allure to their side the mis- 
jguided citizens. Delay but proves our own 
weakness; a king’s name is a tower of strength, 
but only when fortified by a king’s authority. 
Give the signal for -war I call it not—no—for 
chastisement and justice.” 

“As speaks my brother of Canterbury, speak 
I,” said William, Bishop of London, another 
Norman.” 

But then there rose up a form at whose rising 
all murmurs were hushed. 

Grey and vast, as some image of a gone and 
mightier age, tow&ftid over all, Siward, the son 
of Beorn, the great Earl of Northumbria. 

* ThS York Chronicle, written by an Englishman, 
Stubbs, gives this eminent person an excellent character 
as peacemaker. “ He could make the warmest friends 
of toes the most hostile.” “ De inimicissimis, ami- 
cissimos faceret.” This gentle - priest had yet the 
courage to curse the ‘Norman Conqueror in the midst 
of.bis barons. That scene is.not within the range of 
this work, but it is very strikingly told in the Chronicle. 
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“ We have naught to do with the Normans. 
Were they on the river, and our countrymen, 
Dane or S&con, alone in this hall, small doubt 
of the Kifig*s choice, and niddering were the 
man who spoke of peace; but when Norman 
advises the dwellers of England to go forth and 
slay each other, no sword of mine shall be drawn 
jit his hest. Who shall say that §iward of the 
Strong Arm? the grandson of the Berserker, 
ever*turned from a foe ? The foe, son of Ethel- 
red, sits in these halls ; 1 fight thy battles when 
I say Nay to the Norman! Brothers-in-arms 
of the kindred race and common tongue, Dane 
and Saxon long intermingled, proud alike of 
Canute the glorious and Alfred the wise, ye will. 
hear the man whom Godwin, our countryman, 
sends to us; he at least will speak our tongue, 
and he knows our laws. If- the demand he de¬ 
livers be just, such as a king should grant, and 
ourWitan should hear, woe to him who refuses ; 
if unjust be the demand, shame to him who ac¬ 
cedes. Warrior sends to warrior, countryman 
to countryman; hear we as countrymen, and 
judge as warriors. I have said.” 

The utmost excitement and agitation followed 
the speech of Siward,—unanimous applause 
from the Saxons, even those who in times of 
peace were most under the Norman contagion ; 
but no words can paint the wrath and scorn of 
the Normans. They spoke loud and many at a 
time ; the greatest disorder prevailed. But the 
majority being English, there could be no doubt 
as to the decision; and Edward, to whom the 
emergence gave both a dignity and* presence of 
mind rare Jp him, resolved to terminate the dis¬ 
pute at once. He stretched forth his sceptre, 
and motioning to his chamberlain, bade him in¬ 
troduce thfe nuncius.* j 

A blank disappointment, not unmixed with 
apprehensiv^error, succeeded the turbulent^ ex¬ 
citement -of The Normans; for well they knew 
that the consequences, if not condition, of nego¬ 
tiations, would be the* own downfall and banish¬ 
ment at the least;—happy, it might be, to es¬ 
cape massacre at the hands of the exasperated 
multitude. 

The door at the end of the room opened, and 
the nuncius appeared. He w*as a sturdy, broad- 
shouldered mam, of middle age, and in the long 
loose garb originally national with the Saxon, 
though then little in vogue; his beard thick and 
fair, his eyes grey and calm—a chief of Kent, 
where all the prejudices of hlfc race were strong¬ 
est* and whose yeomanry claimed in war the 
hereditary right to be placed in the front of 
battle. 

He made his manly but deferential salutation 
to the august council as he approached; and, 
pausing midway between the throne and door, 
he fell on his knees without thought of shame, 
for the King to whom he knelt was the descen¬ 
dant of Woden, and the heir of Hengist. At a 
sign and a brief word from the King, still on 
his knees, Vebba, the Kentman, spoke. 

* Heralds, though probably the word is Saxon, were 
not then known in the modern acceptation of the word. 
The name given to the messenger or envoy who fulfilled 
that office was bode or nuncius. See Note (G) at the 
end of the volume. 



“ To Edward, scat of Eihelred*, his most gra¬ 
cious king and lord, Godwin, son, of Wolnoth, 
sends faithful and humbje greeting, by Vebba, 
the thegn-bom. He prays the King to hear 
him in kindness, and judge of him with mercy. 
Not against the king comes he hither with ships 
and arms ,* but against those only who would 
stand between the King’s heart and the sub¬ 
ject’s': those who have divided a house against 
itself, and parted son and father, man and 
wife.—” 

At those last words Edward’s sceptre trembled 
in his hand, and his face grew almost Stein. 

“ Of the King, Gadwin but prays with all 
submiss and earnest prayer, to reverse the un¬ 
righteous outlawry against him and his; to re¬ 
store tp him and bis sons their just possessions 
and well-won honours; and, more than all, to 
replace them where they*havc sought by loving 
service not unworthily to stand, in the grace of 
their born lord, and in the van of those who 
would uphold the laws and liberties of England. 
This done—the ships sail back to their haven; 
the thegn seeks his homestead, and the ceorl 
returns to the plough ; for with Godwin are no 
strangers; and his force is but the love of his 
countrymen.” 

“ Hast thou said ? ” quoth the King.. 

“ I have said.” 

“ Retire, and await our answer.” 

The Thegn of Kent was then led back into an 
ante-room, in which, armed from head to heel 
in ring-mail, were several Normans whose youth 
or station did not admit them into the council, 
but still of no mean interest in the discussion, 
from the lands and possessions they had already 
contrived to gripe out of the demesnes of the 
exiles ;—burning for battle and eager for the 
word. Amongst these was Mallet de Graville. 

The Norman valour of this young knight was, 
as we have seen, guided by Norman intelligence ; 
and he had not disdained, since William’s de¬ 
parture, to study the tongue of the country in 
which he hoped to exchange his mortgaged 
tower on the Seine, for some fair barony on the 
Humber or the Thames. 

While the rest of his proud countrymen stood 
aloof, with eyes of silent scorn, from the homely 
nuncius, Mallet approached himVith courteous 
, bearing, and said in Saxon:— 

“ May I crave to know the issue of thy mes¬ 
sage from the reb—that is, from the doughty 
Earl?” 

“ I wait to learn it,” said. Vebba, bluffly. 

“ They heard thee throughout, then ? ” 

“ Throughout.” 

“friendly Sir,” said the Sire de Graville, 
seeking to subdue the tone of irony habitual to 
him, and acquired, perhaps, from his maternal 
ancestry, the Franks. “ Friendly and peace¬ 
making Sir, dare I so far venture to intrude on 
the secrets of thy mission as to ask if Godwin 
demands, among other reasonable items, the 
head of thy humble servant—not by name in¬ 
deed, for my name is as yet unknown to him—^ 
but as one of the unhappy class called Nor¬ 
mans ? ” 

“Had Earl Godwin,” returned the nttndus, 1 
“ thought fit to treat for peace by asking venge- 
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ance, he would have chosen another spokesman, 
the Earl asks but his own ; and thy head is 
not, I trow, a part of his goods and chattels.” 

“ That is comforting,” said Mallet. ‘‘ Marry, 
I thank thee, Sir Saxon ; and thou speakest like 
a brave man and an honest. And if we fall to 
blows, as I suspect we shall, I should deem it a 
favour of our Lady the Virgin if she send thee 
across my way. Next to a fair friend I love a 
bold foe.” 

Vebba smiled, for he liked the sentiment, and 
the tone and air of the young knight pleased his 
rough mind, despite his prejudices against the 
stranger. 

Encouraged by the smile, Mallet seated him¬ 
self on the comer of the long table that skirted 
the room, and with a debonnair gesture invited 
Vebba to do the sattt£; then looking at him 
gravely, he resumed— 

“ So frank and courteous thou art, Sir Envoy, 
that I yet intrude on thee my ignorant and 
curious questions.” 

“ Speak out, Norman.” 

“ How comes it, then, that you English so 
love this Earl Godwin ?—Still more, why think 
you it right and proper that King Edward 
should love him too ? It is a question I have 
often asked, and to which I am not likely in 
these halls to get answer satisfactoiy. If 1. know 
aught of your troublous history, this same Earl 
has changed sides oft eno’; first for the Saxon, 
then for Canute the Dane—Canute dies, and 
your friend takes up arms for the Saxon again. 
He yields to the advice of your Witan, and sides 
with Hardicanute and Harold, the Danes—a 
letter, natbless, is written as from Emma* the 
mother to the young Saxon princes, Edward and 
Alfred, inviting them over to England, and pro¬ 
mising aid; the saints protect Edward, who 
continues to say aves in Normandy—Alfred 
comes over, Earl Godwin meets him, and, un¬ 
less belied, does him homage, and swears to him 
faith. Nay, listen yet. This Godwin, whom ye 
love so, then leads Alfred and his4rain into the 
ville of Guildford, I think ye call it,—fair quar¬ 
ters enow. At the dead of the night rush in 
King Harold’s men, seize prince and follower, 
six hundred men in all; and next morning, sav¬ 
ing only every tenth man, they are tortured and 
put to death. The prince is borne off to Lon¬ 
don, and shortly afterwards his eyes are torn out 
in the Islet of Ely, and he dies of the anguish! 
That ye should love Earl Godwin withal may be 
strange, but yet possible. But is it possible, 
cher Envoy, for the King to love the man who 
thus betrayed his brother to the shambles ? ” 

“All this is a Norman fable,” said the Thtgn 
of Kent, with a disturbed visage; “ and Godwin 
cleared himself on oath of all share in the foul 
murder of Alfred.” 

“The oath, I have heard, was backed,” said 
the knight drily, “ by a present to Hardicanute, 
who after the death of King Harold resolved to 
avenge the black butchery; a present, I say, of a 
fl'lt ship, manned by fourscore warriors with gold 
Tilted swords, and gilt helms.—But let this pass.” 

“Let it pass,” echoed Vebba with a sigh. 
“Bloody were those times, and unholy their 
secrets,” 


“Yet answer me still, why love you Earl God¬ 
win? He hath changed sides from party to 
party, and in each change won loodships and 
lands. He is ambitious and grasping, ye all 
allow ; for the ballads sung in your streets liken 
him to tjbc thorn and the bramble, at which the 
sheep leaves his wool. He is haughty and over¬ 
bearing. TeU me, O Saxpn, frank Saxon, why. 
you love Godwin the Earl ? Fain \Vbuld I know; 
lor, please the saints (and you and your Earl so 
permitting), I mean to live and die in this merrie 
England*; and it would be pleasant to learn that 
I have but to do as Earl Godwin, in order to win 
love from the English.” 

. The stout Vebba looked perplexed! but after 
stroking his beard thoughtfully, he answered 
thus— ‘ ! 

“Though of Kent; and therefore in his earl¬ 
dom, I am not one of- Godwin’s especial party; 
for that reason was I chosen his bode. Those 
who are under him doubtless love a chief liberal 
to give and strong to protect. The old age of 
a great leader gathers reverence, as an oak 
gathers moss. But to me, and those like me, 
living peaceful at home, shunning courts, and 
tempting not broils, Godwin the man is not 
dear—it is Godwin the thing.” 

“Though I do my best to know your lan¬ 
guage,” said the knight, “ye have phrases that 
might puzzle King Solomon. Wliat meanest 
thou by 1 Godwin the thing ’ ? ” 

“ That which to us Godwin only seems to up¬ 
hold. We love justice; whatever his offences, 
Godwin was'banished unjustly. We love our 
laws ; Godwin was dishonoured by njaintaining 
them. We love England, and are devoured by 
strangers; Godwin’s cause is England’s, and— 
stranger, forgive me for not concluding.”. 

Then examining the young Norman with a 
look of rough compassion, he laid 1^ large hand 
upon the knight’s shoulder, and whispered— 

“ Take my advice—and ffy.” 

“ Fly! ” said De Graville^ reddening. “ Is it 
to fly, think you, that I have put on my mail, 
and girded my sword ? ” 

“ Vain—vain! wasps are fierce, but (Jie swarm 
is doomed when the straw is kindled. I tell you 
this—fly in time, aijd you are safe; but let the 
king be so misguided as to count rin arms, and 
etrive against yon multitude, and verily before 
nightfall not one Norman will be found alive 
within ten miles of the city. Look to it, youth! 
Perhaps thou hast another—let her not mourn a 
son! ” • 

Before the Norman could shape into Saxon 
sufficiently polite and courtly his profound and 
indignant disdain of the counsel, his sense of the 
impertinence with which his shoulder had been 
profaned, and his mother’s son had been warned, 
the nuncius was again summoned into the pre¬ 
sence-chamber. Nor did he return into the 
ante-room, but conducted forthwith from the 
council—his brief answer received—to the stairs 
of the palace, he reached the boat in which he 
had come, and was rowed back to the ship that 
held the Earl and his sons. 

Now this was the manoeuvre of Godwin’s 
array. His vessels having passed London Bridge, 
had rested awhile on the banks of the Southward 
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suburb (Suth-weorde)—since called Southwark— 
and the King’s ships lay to the north; but the fleet 
of the Earl'?, after a brief halt, veered majesti¬ 
cally round, and coming dose to the palace of 
Westminster, inclined northward, as if to hem 
the King’s ships. Meanwhile the latM forces 
drew up close to the Strand, almost within bow¬ 
shot of the Icing’s troops, ihat kept the ground 
inlaid ; thus Vebba saw before him, so near as 
scarcely to be distinguished from each other, on 
the river the rival fleets, on the shoie the rival 
armaments. 

High above all the vessels towered the ma¬ 
jestic bark, or sesca, that had borne Harold from 
the Irish shores. Its fashion was that of the 
ancient sea-kings, to one of whom it had -be¬ 
longed. Its curved and mighty prow, richly 
gilded, stood out far above the waves : the prow, 
the head of the sea-snake; the stem its spire; 
head and spire alike glittering in the sun. 

The boat drew up to #ie lofty side of the 
vessel, a ladder was lowered, the nuncius as¬ 
cended lightly and stood on deck. At the far¬ 
ther end grouped the sailors, few in number, and 
at respectful distance from the Earl and his sons. 

Godwin himself was but half armed. His 
head was bare, nor had he other weapon of 
offence than the gilt baftle-axe of the Danes— 
weapon as much of ofhce as of war; but his 
broad breast was covered with the ring mail of 
the time. His stature was lower than that of 
any of his sons; nor did his form exhibit greater 
physical strength than that of a man, well 
shaped, robust, and deep of chest, who still pre¬ 
served in age the pith and sinew of mature man¬ 
hood. Neither, indeed, did legend or fame 
ascribe to that eminent personage those romantic 
achievements, those feats of purely animal 
prowess, which distinguished his rival, Siward. 
Brave he was, but brave as a leader; those 
faculties in which he appears to have excelled 
all his contemporaries, were more analogous to 
the requisites of success in civilised times, than 
those which won renown of old. And perhaps 
England was the only country then in Erflope 
which could have given to those faculties their 
fitting career. He possessed essentially the arts 
of party ; he knew how to deal with vast masses 
of mankind; he could carry along with his in¬ 
terests the fervid heart of the multitude; he had 
in the highest degree that gift, useless in most 
other lands—in all lands whiye popular assem¬ 
blies do not exist—the gift of popular eloquence. 
Ages elapsed, after the Norman conquest, ere 
eloquence again became a power in England.* 

But like all men renowned for eloquence, he 
went with tire popular feeling of his limes; he 
embodied its passfons, its prejudices—but also 
that keen sense of self-interest, which is the 
invariable characteristic of a*multitude. He 
was the sense of tire commonalty carried to its 
highest degree. Whatever the faults, it may be 
the crimes, of a career singularly prosperous and 
splendid, amidst events the darkest and most 
terrible,—shining with a steady light across the 
thunder-clouds,—he was never accused of cruelty 

* When the chronicler praises the gift of speech, ho 
unconsciously proves the existence of constitutional 
freedom. 


or outrage to the mass of the people. English, 
emphatically, the English deemed him; and 
this not the less that in his youth he had sided 
with Canute, and owed his fortunes to that king; 
for so intermixed were Danes and Saxons in 
England, that the agreement which had given to 
Canute one half the kingdom had been received 
with general applause ; and the earlier severities 
of that great prince had been so redeemed in his 
later years by wisdom and mildness—so, even in 
the worst period of his reign, relieved by extra¬ 
ordinary personal affability, and so lost now in 
men’s memories by pride in his power and fame, 
—that Canute had left behind him a beloved 
and honoured name,* and Godwin was the more 
esteemed as the chosen counsellor of that popular 
prince. At his death, Godwin was known to 
have wished, and even armed, for the restoration 
t>f the Saxon line; and only yielded to the 
determination of the Witan, no doubt acted 
upon by the popular opinion. Of one dark 
crime he was suspected, and, despite his oath to 
the contrary, and the formal acquittal of the 
national council, doubt of his guilt rested then, 
as it rests still, upon his name; viz. the perfidious 
surrender of Alfred, Edward’s murdered brother. 

But time had passed over the dismal tragedy; 
and there was an instinctive and prophetic feel¬ 
ing throughout the English nation, that with the 
House of Godwin was identified the cause of the 
English people. Everything in this maxrs 
aspect served to plead in his favour. His ample 
brows were* calm with benignity and thought; 
his large dark blue eyes were serene and mild, 
though their expression, when examined, was 
close and inscrutable. His mien was singularly 
noble, but wholly without formality or affected 
state; and though haughtiness and arrogance 
were largely attributed to him, they could be 
found only in his deeds, not manner—plain, 
familiar, kindly to all men, his heart seemed as 
open to the service of his countrymen as his hos¬ 
pitable door to their wants. 

Behind him stood the stateliest group of sons 
that ever filled with pride a father’s eye. Each 
strikingly distinguished from the other, all re¬ 
markable for beauty of countenance and strength 
of frame. • 

Sweyn, the eldest,f had the dark hues of his 
mother the Dane: a wild and mournful majesty 
sat upon features aquiline and regular, but 
wasted by grief or passion; raven locks, glossy 

* Recent Danish historians have in vain endeavoured 
to detract from the reputation of Canute as an English 
monarch. The Danes are, doubtless, the best autho¬ 
rities for his character in Denmark. But our own 
English authorities are sufficiently decisive as to the 
personal popularity of Canute in this country, and the 
affection entertained for his laws. 

t Some of our historians erroneously represent Harold 
as the eldest son. But Elorence, the best authority we 
have, in the silence of the Saxon Chronicle , as well as 
Knyghton, distinctly states Sweyn to be the eldest; 
Harold was the second, and Tostig- was the third. 
Sweyn’s seniority seems corroborated by the greater 
importance of his earldom. The Norman chroniclers, 
in their spite to Harold, wish to make him junior to. 
Tostig—for the reasons evident at the close of this work. 
And the Norwegian chronicler, Snorro Sturleson, says 
that Harold was the youngest of all the sons; so little 
was really known, or cared to be accurately known, of 
that great house which so nearly founded a new dynasty 
of English kings. 
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even in neglect, fell half over eyes hollow in 
their sockets, but bright, though with troubled 
fire. Over his shoulder he bore his mighty axe. 
His form, spare, but of immense power, was 
sheathed in mail, and he leant on his great 
pointed Danish shield. At his feet sat his 
young son Haco, a boy with a countenance pre- 
ternaturally thoughtful for his years, which were 
yet those of childhood. 

. Next to him stood the most dreaded and ruth¬ 
less of the sons of Godwin—he, fated to become 
to the Saxon what Julian was to the Goth. 
With his arms folded on his breast stood Tostig; 
his face was beautiful as a Greek’s, in all save 
the forehead, which was low and lowering. 
Sleek and tri^ were his bright chestnut locks; 
and his arms were damascened with silver, for he 
was one who loved the pomp and luxury of war. 

Wolnoth, the mother’s favourite, seemed yet 
in the first flower of youth, but he alone of all 
the sons had something irresolute and effeminate 
in his aspect and bearing; his form, though tall, 
had not yet come to its full height and strength; 
and, as if the weight of mail were unusual to 
him, he leant with both hands upon the wood of 
his long spear. Leofwine, who stood next to 
Wolnoth, contrasted him notably; his sunny 
locks wreathed carelessly over a white unclouded 
brow, and the silken hair on the upper lip 
quivered over arch lips, smiling, even in that 
serious hour. 

At Godwin’s right hand, but not immediately 
near him, stood the last of the group fc Gurth and 
Harold. Gurth had passed his arm over the 
shoulder of his brother, and, not watching the 
nuncius while he spoke, watched only the effect 
his words produced on the face of Harold. For 
Gurth loved Harold as Jonathan loved David. 
And Harold was the only one of the group not 
armed; and had a veteran skilled in war been 
asked who of that group was bom to lead armed 
men, he would have pointed to the man unarmed. 

“ So what says the King ? ” asked Earl 
Godwin. 

“This; he refuses to restore thee and thy 
sons, or to hear thee, till thou hast disbanded 
thine army, dismissed thy ships, and consented 
to clear thyself and thy house before the Witana- 
gemot.” " 

A fierce laugh broke from Tostig; Sweyn’s 
mournful brow grew darker; Leofwine placed 
his right hand on his ateghar; Wolnoth rose 
erect; Gurth kept his eyes on Harold, and 
Harold’s face was urtmoved. 

“ The King received thee in his council of 
war,” said Godwin, thoughtfully, “and doubtless 
the Normans were there. Who were the Eng¬ 
lishmen most of mark ? ” 

“ Siward of Northumbria, thy foe.” 

“My sons,” said the Earl, turning to his 
children, and breathing loud as if a load were off 
his heart; “there will be no need of axe or 
armour to-day. Harold alone was wise,” and 
he pointed to the linen tunic of the son thus cited. 
^ “ What mean you. Sir Father ? ” said Tostig, 
imperiously. “ Think you to-” 

“ Peace, son, peace; ” said Godwin, without 
asperity, but with conscious command. “ Re¬ 
turn, brave and dear friend,” he said to Veb&a, 


“find out Siward tbe Earl; tell him that I, 
Godwin, his foe in the old time, place honour 
and life in his hands, and what he counsels that 
will we do.—Go.” 

The Kent marl nodded, and regained his 
boat. Then spoke Harold. 

“ Father, yonder are the forces of Edward ; 
as yet without leaders, since the chiefs must be 
still in the halls of the King. Some fiery jNfor- 
man amongst them may provoke an encounter; 
and this city of London is not won, as it behoves 
us to win it, if one drop of English blood dye 
the sword of one English man. Wherefore, 
with your leave, I will take boat, and land. 
And unless I have lost in my absence all right 
lere in the hearts of our countrymen, at the first 
shout from our troops which proclaims that 
Harold, son of Godwin, is on the soil of our 
r fathers, half yon array of spears and helms pass 
at once to our side.” 

“ And if not, my ipin brother ? ” said Tostig, 
gnawing his lip with envy. 

“ And if not, I will ride alone into the midst 
of them, and ask what Englishmen are there 
who will aim shaft or spear at this breast, never 
mailed against England! ” 

Godwin placed his hand on Harold’s head, 
and the tears came to those close cold eyes. 

“ Thou knowest by nature what I have learned 
by art. Go, and prosper. Be it as thou wilt.” 

“ He takes thy post, Sweyn—thou art the 
elder,” said Tostig, to the wild form by his side. 

“ There is guilt on my soul, and woe in my 
heart,” answered Sweyn, moodily. “ Shall 
Esau lose his birthright, and Cain retain it ? ” 
So saying, he withdrew, and, reclining against 
the stern of the vessel, leant his facq upon the 
edge of his shield. 

Harold watched him with deep compassion in 
his eyes, passed to his side with a quick step, 
pressed His hand, and whispered, “Peace to the 
past, O my brother! ” • 

The boy Haco, who had noiselessly followed 
his father, lifted his sombre, serious looks to 
Hara-ld as he thus spoke ; and when Harold 
turned away, he said to Sweyn, timidly, “ He, 
at least, is ever good to thee and to me.” 

“And thou, When I am no more, shalt cling 
to him as thy father, Haco,” answered Sweyn, 
1 tenderly smoothing back thelchild’s dark locks. 

The boy shivered; and, bending his head, 
murmured to himself, “ When thou art no 
more ! No more t Has the Vala doomed him, 
too ? Father and son, both ? ” 

Meanwhile, Harold had entered the. boat 
lowered from the sides of the aesca to receive 
him; and Gurth, looking appealingly to his 
father, and seeing no sign ef dissent, sprang 
down after the young Earl, and seated himself 
by his side. 

Godwin followed the boat with musing eyes. 

“ Small need,” said he, aloud, but to himself, 
“ to blfclieve in soothsayers, or to credit Hilda 
the saga, when she prophesied, ere we left our 

shores, that Harold-” He stopped short, 

for Tostig’s wrathful exclamation t>rake on his 
reverie. 

“Father, father! My blood surges in my 
ears, and boils in my heart, when I hear thee 
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name the prophecies of Hilda in favour of thy 
darling. Dissension and strife in oor house have 
they wrought already ; and if the feuds between 
Harold and me have sown grey in thy locks, 
thank thyself when, flushed with vain soothsay¬ 
ing, for thy favoured Harold, thou saidst, in the 
hour of our first childish broil, ‘ Strive not with 
Harold ; for his brothers will be his men.’ ” 
falsify thS prediction,” said Godwin, calmly; 

‘ wise men may always make their own future, 
and seize their own iates. Pjrudence, patience, 
labour, valour; these are the stars that rule the 
career of mortals.” 

Tostig made no answer; for the splash of 
oars was near, and two ships, containing the 
principal chiefs that had joined Godwin’s cause, 
came alongside the Runic sesca to hear the re¬ 
sult of the message sent to the King. Tostig 
sprang to the vessel’s side, and exclaimed, “The 
King, girt by his false counsellors, will hear us 
not, and arms must decide between us.” 

“ Hold, hold! malignant, unhappy boy ! ” 
cried Godwin, between his grinded teeth, as a 
shout of indignant, yet joyous ferocity, broke 
from the crowded ships thus hailed. “The 
curse of all time be on him who draws the first 
native blood in sight of the altars, and hearths 
of London ! Hear me, thou with the vulture’s 
blood-lust, and the peacock’s vain joy in the 
gaudy plume ! Hear me, Tostig, and tremble. 
If but by one word thou widen the breach be¬ 
tween me and the King, outlaw thou enterest 
England, outlaw shalt thou depart—for earldom 
and broad lands, choose the bread of the stran¬ 
ger, and th* weregeld of the wolf! ” 

The young Saxon, haughty as he was, quailed 
at his father’s thrilling voice, bowed his head, 
and retreated sullenly. Godwin sprang on the 
deck of the nearest vessel, and all the passions 
that Tostig had aroused, he exerted his eloquence 
to appease. 

In the midst of his arguments, there rose from 
the ranks on the strand, the shout of “ Harold ! 
Harold the Earl 1 Harold and Holy Crosse ! ” 
And Godwin, turning his eye to the Ring’s 
ranks, saw them agitated, swayed, and moving; 
till suddenly from the veiy heart of the hostile 
array, came, as by irresistible impulse, the cry— 
“Harold, our Harold! All hail, the good Earl! ” 

While this chanced without, — within the 
palace, Edward had quitted the presence-cham¬ 
ber, and was closeted with Stigand, the bishop. 
This prelate had the more influence with Ed¬ 
ward, inasmuch as though Saxon, he was held 
to be no enemy to the Normans, and had, in¬ 
deed, on a former occasion, been deposed liom 
his bishopric on the charge of too great an at¬ 
tachment to the Norman queen-mother Emma.* 
Never in. his whole life had Edward been so 
stubborn as on this occasion.. For here, more 
than his realm was concerned, he was threatened 
in the peace of his household, and the comfort 
of his tepid friendships. With the recall\>f his 

• Anglo-Sajaot Chronicle, a.d. 1043. “ Stigand was 
deposed from bis bishopric, and all that he possessed 
was seized into the king's hands, because he was received 
to his mother’s counsel, and she went just as he advised 
her, as people thought.’ 1 The saintly Confessor dealt 
with his bishops as summarily as Henry VIII. could 
have done, after his quarrel with the Pope. 


powerful father-in-law, he foresaw the necessary 
reintrusion of his wife upon the charm of his 
chaste solitude. His favourite Normans would 
be banished, he should be surrounded with faces 
he abhorred. All the representations of Stigand 
fell upon a stem and unyielding spirit, when 
Siward entered the King’s closet. 

“ Sir, my King,” said the great son of Beom, 
“ I yielded to your kingly will in the council, 
that, before we listened to Godwin, he should 
disband his men, and submit to the judgment of 
the Witan. The Earl hath sent to me to say, 
that he will put honour and life in my keeping, 
and abide by my counsel. And I have answered 
as became the man who will never snare a foe, 
or betray a trust.” p 

“ How hast thou answered F” asked the 
King. 

i “ That he abide by the laws of England, as 
Dane and Saxon agreed to abide in the days of 
Canute; that he and his sons shall make no 
claim for land or lordship, but submit all to the 
Witan.” 

“ Good,” said the King; and the "Witan will 
condemn him now, as it would have condemned 
when he shunned to meet it.” 

“And the Witan now," returned the Earl 
emphatically, “ will be free, and fair, and just.” 

“ And meanwhile the troops-” 

“ Will wait on either side; and if reason 
fail, then the sword,” said Siward. 

“This I will not hear,” exclaimed Edward; 
when the tramp of many feet thundered along 
the passage; the door was flung open, ana 
several captains (Norman as well as Saxon) of 
the King’s troops rushed in, wild, rude, and 
tumultuous. 

“ The troops desert! half the ranks have 
thrown down their arms at the very name of 
Harold! ” exclaimed the Earl of Hereford. 
“ Curses on the knaves ! ” 

“ And the lithsmen of London,” cried the 
Saxon thegn, “ are all on his side, and marching 
already through the gates.” • 

“Pause yet,” whispered Stigand ; “ and who 
shall say, this hour to-morrow, if Edward or 
Godwin reign on the throne of Alfred ?” 

His stern heart moved by the distress of his 
King, and not the less for the unwonted firm¬ 
ness which Edward displayed, Siward here ap¬ 
proached, knelt, and took the King’s hand. 

■ “ Siward can give no niddering counsel to 
his King; to save the blood of his subjects is 
never a King’s disgrace. Yield thou to mercy 
—Godwin to the law ! ” 

“ Oh for the cowl and cell! ” exclaimed the 
Prince, wringing his hands. “Oh Norman 
home, why did I leave thee ? ” 

He took the cross from his breast, contem¬ 
plated it fixedly, prayed silently but with fer¬ 
vour, and his face again became tranquil. 

“ Go,” he said, flinging himself on his seat 
in the exhaustion that follows passion, “ Go, 
Siward, go Stigand, deal with things mundane 
as ye will.” ♦ 

The Bishop, satisfied with this reluctant ac¬ 
quiescence, seized Siward by the arm and with¬ 
drew him from the closet. The captains re¬ 
mained a few moments behind, the Saxons 
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some lay concealed in creeks and caves till they 
could find or steal boats for their passage. And 
thus, in the year of our Lord io$ 2 , f occurred the 
notable dispersion and ignominious flight of 
the counts and vavasours of great William the 
Duke! 


Chapter III. ‘ , « • 

The Witana-gemot was assembled in the Great 
Hall of Westminster in all its imperial pomp. 

It was on his throne that the King sate now 
—and it was the sword, that was in his right 
hand. Some seated below, and some standing 
beside, the throne, were the officers of the 
Basileus * of Britain. There, were to be seen 
camararius and pincerna, chamberlain and cup¬ 
bearer ; disc thegn and hors thegn : + the thegn 
of the dishes, and the thegn of the stud ; with 
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silently gazing on the King, the Normans whis¬ 
pering each other, in great doubt and trouble, 
and darting looks of the bitterest scorn at their 
feeble benefactor. Then, as with one accord, 
these last rushed along the corridor, gained the 
hall where their countrymen yet assembled, and 
exclaimed, “ A loute bride ! Franc itrier !— 
All is 16st but life !—God for the first man,— 
knife and cord for the last! ” 

Then, as the cry of fire, or as the first crash 
of an earthquake, dissolves all union, and re¬ 
duces all emotion into one thought of self¬ 
saving, the whole conclave, crowding pell mell 
on each other, bustled, jostled, clamoured to the 
door—happy he who could find horse—palfrey, 
—even monkls mule ! This way, that way fled 
those lordly^Normans, those martial abbots, 
those mitred bishops—some singly, some in 
pairs; somejby tens, and some by scores; but. 
all prudently shunning association with those' 
chiefs whom they had most courted the day be¬ 
fore, and who, they now knew, would be the 
main mark for revenge ; save only two, who 
yet, from that awe of the spiritual power which 
characterised the Norman, who was already half 
monk, half soldier (Crusader and Templar be¬ 
fore Crusades were yet preached, or the Temp¬ 
lars yet dreamed of),—even in that hour of sel¬ 
fish panic rallied round them the prowest chi¬ 
valry of their countrymen, viz., the Bishop of 
London and the Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Both these dignitaries, armed cap-a-pie , and 
spear in hand, headed the flight; and good ser¬ 
vice that day, both as guide and champion, did 
Mallet de Graville. He led them in a circuit 
behind both armies, but being intercepted by a 
new body, coming from the pastures of Hert¬ 
fordshire to the Jrelp of Godwin, he was com¬ 
pelled to take the bold and desperate resort of 
entering the city gates. These were wide open ; 
whether to admit the Saxon liarls, or vomit 
forth their allies, the Londoners. Through 
these, up the narrow streets, riding three 
abreast, dashed the slaughtering fugitives; worthy 
in flight of their national renown, they trampled 
down evejry obstacle. Bodies of men drew up 
against them at every angle, with the Saxon cry 
of “Out!—Out!” “Down with the outland 
men!” Through each, spear pierced, and 
sword clove, the way. Red with gore was the 
spear of the prelate of London; broken to the 
hilt was the sword militant in the terrible hand 
of the Archbishop of Canterbury. So on they 
rode, so on they, slaughtered—gained the 
Eastern Gate, and passed with but iwo of their 
number lost. 

The field once gained, for better precai^iori 
they separated. Some lew, not quite ignorant 
of the Saxon tongue, doffed their mail, and 
crept through 1 orest and tell towards the sea 
shore; others retained steed and arms, but 
shunned equally the high roads. The two pre¬ 
lates were among the last; they gained in safety, 
Ness, in Essex, threw themselves into an op^ii, 
crazy, fishing-boat, committed themselves to 
waves, and half drowned and half famished, 
drifted over the Channel to the French shores. 
Of the rest of the courtly foreigners, some took 
refuge in the forts yet held by their countrymen; 


many more, whose state offices may not impos¬ 
sibly have been borrowed from the ceremonial 
pomp of the Byzantine court; for Edgar, King 
of England, had in the old time styled himself 
the Heir of Constantine. Next to these sat the 
clerks of the chapel, with the King’s confessor 
at their head. Officers were they of higher 
note than their name bespeaks, and wielders, in 
the trust of the Great Seal, of a power unknown 
of old, and now obnoxious to the Saxon. For 
tedious is the suit which lingers for the king's 
writ and the king’s seal; and from those clerks 
shall arise hereafter a thing of torture and of 
might, which shall grind out the hearts of men, 
ami be called Chancery ! % 

Below the scribes, a space was 'left, on the 
floor, and farther down sat the chiefs of the 
Witan. Of these, first in order, both from their 
spiritual rank an,d their vast temporal posses¬ 
sions, sat the lords of the Church; the chairs of 
the prelates of London and Canterbury were 
void. But still goodly was the array of Saxon 
mitres, with the harsh, hungry, but intelligent 
face of Stigand,*--Stigand the stout and the 
covetous; and the benign but firm features of 
Alieel, true priest and tiue patriot,^distinguished 
amidst all. Around each prelate, as stars round 
a sun, were iris own special priestly retainers, 
selected from his ’'diocese. Farther still down 
the hall are the great civil lords and vice-king 
vassals of the “ Lord Paramount.” Vacant the 
chair of the King of the Scots, for Siward hath 
not yet had his wr.sh; Macbeth is in liis fast¬ 
nesses, or listening to the weird sisters in the 
wold ; and Malcolm is a fugitive in the halls of 
the Northumbrian earl. Vacant the chair of the 
hero Gryflyth, son ol Llewelyn, the diead of the 
marches, Prince of Gwyned, whose arms had 

* The title of Basileus was retained by ottr kings so 
late as the-time of John, who styled, himself “Totius 
Insulae Britanmcx- Basileus.”— AgaRD : On the Anti¬ 
quity of Shires m England, ap Hcarne. , Cur. Vise. 

+ Sharon Turner. 

t See the Introduction to Palgravr’s History of (he 
Anglo-Saxons, from which this des«iption of the 
Witan is borrowed so largely, and I Stn left without 
other apology for the plagiarism, than the frank confes¬ 
sion, that if 1 could have found in others, or conceived 
frommy own resources, a description half as graphic and 
half as accurate, I would only have plagiarised to half 
the extent I have done. 
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subjugated all Cymry. But there, are the lesser 
sub-kings of Wales, true to the immemorial 
schisms amongst themselves, which destroyed 
the realm of Ambrosius, and rendered vain the 
aim of Arthur. With their torques of gold, 
and wild eyes, and hair cut round ears and 
brow,* tuey stare on the scene. • 

On the same bench with these sub-kings, 
distinguished^ om them by heiglft of stature, 
and Calm collectedness of mien, no less than by 
their caps of maintenance and furred robes, are 
those props of strong thrones and terrors of weak 
—the earls to whom shires and counties fall, as 
hyde and carricate to the lesser thegns. But 
three of these were then present, and all three 
the foes of Godwin,—Siward, Earl of North¬ 
umbria; Leofric of Mercia (tllat Leofric whose 
wife Godiva yet lives in ballad and song); and 
Rolf, Earl of Hereford and Worcestershire, 
who, strong in his claim of “king’s blood,” left 
not the court with his Norman friends. And on 
the same benches, though a little apart, are the 
lesser earls, and that higher order of thegns, 
called king’s thegns. 

Not far from these sate the chosen citizens 
from the free burgh of London, already of great 
weight in the senate,+—sufficing often to turn 
its counsels ; all friends were they of the Eng¬ 
lish Earl and his house. In the same division of 
the hall were found the bulk and true popular 
part of lire meeting—popular indeed—as repre¬ 
senting not the people, but the things the 
people most prized'—valour and wealth ; the 
thegn landowners, called in the old deeds the 
“Ministers”: they sate with swords by then- 
side, all of Varying birth, fortune, and connexion, 
whether with king, earl, or ceorl. For in the 
different districts of the old Heptarchy the quali¬ 
fication varied; high in East Anglia, low in 
Wessex; so that what was wealth in the one 
shire was poverty in the other. There sate, 
half a yeoman, the Saxon thegn of Berkshire or 
Dorset, proud of his five hydes of land ; there, 
half au ealdorman, the Danish thegn of Norfolk 
or Ely, discontented with his forty ; some were 
there in righf^jf smaller offices under the crcfwn; 
some traders" and sons of traders, for having 
crossed the high seas three times at their own 
risk; some could boast the Mood of Offa and 
Egbert; and some traced but three generations 
back to neat-herd and ploughman; and some 
were Saxons and some were Danes: and some 
from the western shires were*by origin Britons, 
though little cognizant of their race. Farther 
down still, at the extreme end of the hall, 
crowding by the open doors, filling up the space 
without, were the ceorls themselves, a vast and 
not powerless body; in these high courts (dis¬ 
tinct from the shire gemots, or local senates)— 
never called upon to vote or to .speak or to act, 
or even to.sign names to the doom, but only to 
shout “ Yea, yea,” when the proceres pro¬ 
nounced their sentence. Yet not powerless^were 
they, but rather to the Witan what public 

* Girald. Gatnbrensis. 

t Palgrave omits, I presume accidentally, these mem¬ 
bers of the Witan, but it is clear from the Anglo-Saxon 
Chronicle that the London '* lithsmeu” were repre¬ 
sented in the threat National Witans, and helped to 
decide the election even of kings. 


opinion is to the Witan’s successor, our modem 
parliament: they were opinion! And accord¬ 
ing to the numbers and their sentiments, easily 
known and boldly murmured, often and often 
must tllat august court of basileus and prelate, 
vassal-king and mighty earl, have shaped the 
council and adjudged the doom. 

And the forms of the meeting had been duly 
said and done; and the King had spoken words, 
no doubt wary and peaceful, gracious and c.x- 
hoitatoiy; but those wonts—for his voice that 
day was weak— travelled not beyond the small 
circle of his clerks and his officers ; and a mur¬ 
mur buzzed through the hall, when Earl God win 
stood on the floor with his six sons at his back ; 
and you might have heard the hum of the gnat 
that vexed the smooth cheek of EdH.Rolf, or the 
click of the spider from the web on the vaulted 
roof, the moment before Earl Godwin spoke. 

“ If,” said he, with the modest look and down¬ 
cast eye of practised eloquence, “If I rejoice 
once more to breathe the air of England, in 
whose service, often perhaps with faulty deeds, 
but at all times with honest thoughfs, I have, 
both in war and council, devoted so much of my 
life that little now remains—but (should you, my 
king, and you, prelates, proceres, and ministers 
so vouchsafe) to look round and select that spot 
of my native soil which shall receive my bones ; 
—if I rejoice to stand once more in that assembly 
which has often listened to my voice when our 
common country was in peril, who here will 
blame that jay ? Who among my foes, if foes 
now I have, will not respect the old man’s glad¬ 
ness ? Who amongst you, earls and thegns, would 
not grieve, if his duty bade him say to the grey- 
haited exile, ‘In this English air you shall not 
breathe your last sigh—on this English soil you 
shall not find a grave! ’ Who amongst you would 
not grieve to say it ? ” (Suddenly he drew up his 
head and faced his audience,) “ Who amongst 
you hath the courage and the heart to say it ? ' 
Yes, I rejoice that I am at last in an assembly 
fit to judi;e my cause, and pronounce my inno¬ 
cence. For what offence was Foutlawed ? For 
what offence were I, and the six sons I have 
given to my land, to bear the wolfs penalty, and 
be chased and slain as the wild beasts ? Hear 
me, and answer! 

“ Eustace, Count of Boulogne, returning to 
his domains from a visit to our lord the King, 
entered the town of Dover in mail and on his 
war steed; his train did the same. Unknowing 
our laws and customs (for I 4 desire to press light 
upon all old grievances, and will impute ill de¬ 
signs to none) these foreigners invade by force 
the private dwellings of citizens, and there select 
their quarters. Ye all know that this waS the 
strongest violation of Saxon right; ye know that 
the meanest ceorl hath the proverb on his lip, 

‘ Every man’s housb is his castle.’ One of the 
townsmen acting on this belief,—which I have 
yet to leam was a false one,—expelled from his 
threshold a retainer of the French Earl’s. The 
stronger drew his sword and wounded him; 
blows followed—the stranger fell by the arm hef 
had provoked. The news arrives to Earl Eus¬ 
tace ; he and his kinsmen spur to the spot ; they 
murder the Englishman on his hearth-stone.—” 



42 


HAROLD. 


Here a groan, half-stifled and wrathful, broke 
from the ceorls at the end of the hall. Godwin 
held up his hand in rebuke of the interruption, 
and resumed. 

“ This deed done, the outlanders rode through 
the streets with their drawn swords ; they 
butchered those who came in their way; they 
trampled even children under their horses’ feet. 
The burghers armed. I thank the Divine Father, 
who gave me for my countrymen those gallant 
burghers! They fought, as we English know 
how to fight; they slew some nineteen or score 
of these mailed intruders; they chased them 
from the town. Earl Eustace fled fast. Earl 
Eustace, we know, is a wise man : small rest 
took he, little bread broke he, till he pulled rein 
at the gate of Gloucester, where my lord the 
King then held court. He made his complaint. 
My lord the King, naturally hearing but one 
side, thought the burghers in the wrong; and 
scandalized that such high persons of his own 
kith should be so aggrieved, he sent for me, in 
whose government the burgh of Dover is, and 
bade me chastise, by military execution, those 
who had attacked the foreign Count. I appeal 
to the great Earls whom 1 see before me—to 
you, illustrious Leofric : to you, renowned Si- 
ward—what value would ye set on your earldoms, 
if ye had not the heart and the power to see 
right done to the dwellers therein ? 

“ Wliat was the course I proposed ? Instead 
of martial execution, which would involve the 
whole burgh in one sentence, I submitted that 
the reeve and gerefas of the bufgh should be 
cited to appear before the King, and account for 
the broil. My lord, though ever most clement 
and loving to his good people, either unhap¬ 
pily moved against me, or overswayed by the 
foreigners, was counselled to reject this mode of 
doing justice, which our laws, as settled under 
Edgar and Canute, enjoin. And because I would 
not,—and I say in the presence of all, because I, 
Godwin, son of Wolnoth, durst not, if I would, 
have entered the free burgh of Dover with njail 
on my back and (fie doomsman at my right hand, 
these outlanders induced my lord the King to 
summon me to attend in person (as for a sin of 
my own) the council of the Witan, convened at 
Gloucester, then filled with the foreigners, not, 
as I humbly opined, to do justice to me and my 
folk of Dover, but to secure to this Count of* 
Boulogne a triumph over English liberties, and 
sanction his scorn for the value of English lives. 

“ I hesitated, and was menaced with outlawry; 
I armed in self-defbnce, and in defence of the 
laws of England; I armed, that men might not 
be murdered on their hearth-stones, nor qhil- 
dren^rampled under the hoofs of a stranger’snvar- 
steed. My lord the King gathered his troops 
round ‘ the cross and the martlets.’ Yon noble 
earls, Siward and Leofric, came to that standard, 
as (knowing not then my cause) was their duty 
totheBasileus of Britain. Butwhen they knewmy 
t cause, and saw with me the dwellers of the land , 
against me the outland aliens, they righteously 
-.interposed. An armistice was concluded; I 
agreed to refer all matters to a Witan held where 
it is held this day. My troops were^disbanded; 
but the foreigners induced my lord‘not only to 


retain his own, but to issue his Herr-bann for the 
gathering of hosts far and near, even allies be¬ 
yond the seas. When I looked to London for 
the peaceful Witan, what saw I ? « The largest 
armament that had been collected in this reign— 
that armament headed by Norman knights. Was 
this thegneeting where justice could be done mine 
and me ? Nevertheless, what was my offer ? 
That I and qiy six sons would attend, provided 
the usual sureties, agreeable to dur laws, t from 
which only thieves* are excluded, were given 
that we should come and go life-free and safe. 
Twice this offer was made, twice refused; and 
so I and my sons were banished. We went;— 
we have returned ! ” 

“ And in arms,” murmured Earl Rolf, son-in- 
law to that <^mnt Eustace of Boulogne, whose 
violence had been temperately ahd truly nar- 
rated.f 

‘ ‘ And in arms, ” repeated Godwin: “ true; in 
arms against the foreigners who hdd thus poi¬ 
soned the ear of our gracious King; in arms, 
Earl Rolf; and at the first clash of those arms, 
Franks and foreigners have fled. We have no 
need of arms now. We are amongst our country¬ 
men, and no Frenchman interposes between us 
and the ever gentle, ever generous nature of our 
bom King. 

“ Peers and proceres, chiefs of this Witan, 
perhaps the largest ever yet assembled in man’s 
memory, it is for you to decide whether I and 
mine, or the foreign fugitives, caused the dis¬ 
sensions in these realms ;. whether our banish¬ 
ment was just or not; whether in our return we 
have abused the power we possessed. Ministers, 
on those swords by your sides there is not one 
drop of blood ! At all events, in submitting to 
you our fate, wc submit to our own laws and our 
own race. I am here to clear myself, on my oath, 
of deed and thought of treason. There are 
amongst my peers as king’s thegns, those who 
will attest the same on my behalf, and prove the 
facts I have stated, if they are not sufficiently 
notorious. As for my sons, no crime can be 
alleged against them, unless it be a crime to have 
in their veins that blood which flows in mine— 
blood which they have learned fr£n me to shed 
in defence of that beloved land to which they 
now ask to be recalled.” 

The Earl ceased and receded behind his chil¬ 
dren, having artfully, by his very abstinence from 
the more heated eloquence imputed to him often 
as a fault and a wile, produced a powerful effect 
upon an audience* 1 already prepared for his ac¬ 
quittal. 

But now as from the sons, Sweyn the eldest 
stepped forth, with a wandering eye and uncer¬ 
tain foot, there was a movement like a shudder 
amongst the large majority of the audience, and 
a murmur of hate or of horror. 

The young E&[1 marked the sensation his pre¬ 
sence produced, and stopped short. His breath 
came thick; he raised his right hand, but spoke 
not. r His voice died on his lips; his eyes roved 
wildly round with a haggard stare more implor- 

• By Atbelstan’s law, every man was to have peace 
going to and from the Witan, unless he was a thief.- 
•Wilkins, p. 137. 

+ Goda, Edward’s sister, married first Rolf’s father, 
Connt of Mantes ; secondly, the Count of Boulogife. 
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ing than defying. Then rose, in his episcopal 
stole, Aired the bishop, and his clear sweet voice 
trembled as he spoke. 

“ Comes $weyn, son. of Godwin, here, to prove 
his innocence of treason against the King ?—if so, 
let him hold his peace; for if the Witan acquit 
Godwin, son of Wolnoth, of that chargg, the ac¬ 
quittal includes his House. But in the name of 
}be holy Church here represented by its fathers, 
will Sweyn say, and fasten his word by oath, that 
he i! guiltless of treason to the King of Kings— 
guiltless of sacrilege that my lips shrink to name ? 
Alas, that the duty falls on me,—for I loved thee 
once, and love thy kindred now. But I am 
God’s servant before all things ”—the prelate 
paused, and gathering up new energy, added in 
unfaltering accents, “ I charge thee here, Sweyn 
the outlaw, that, moved by the fiend, thou didst 
bear off from God's house and violate a daughter 
of the Church—Algive, Abbess of Leominster! ’ ’ 
“And I,” cried Siward, rising to the full 
height of his stature, “I, in the presence of 
these proccres, whose proudest title is milites or 
warriors—I charge Sweyn, son of Godwin, that, 
not in open field and hand to hand, but by 
felony and guile, he wrought the foul and ab¬ 
horrent murder of his cousin, Beorn the Earl! ” 
At these two charges from men so eminent, 
the effect upon the audience was startling. 
While those not influenced by Godwin raised 
their eyes, sparkling with wrath and scorn, upon 
the wasted, yet still noble face of the eldest 
born, even those most zealous on behalf of that 
popular House evinced no sympathy for its heir. 
Some looked down abashed and mournful— 
some regarded the accused with a cold unpity¬ 
ing gaze. Only perhaps among the ceorls, at 
the end of the hall, might be seen some com¬ 
passion oit anxious faces ; for before those deeds 
of crime had been bruited abroad, none among 
the sons of Godwin more blithe of mien and 
bold of hand, more honoured and beloved, than 
Sweyn the outlaw. But the hush that suc¬ 
ceeded the charges was appalling in its depth. 
Godwin himself shaded his face with his mantle, 
and only those close l)y could see that his breast 
heaved and bis limbs trembled. The brothers 
had shrunk from the side of the accused, out¬ 
lawed even amongst his kin—all save Harold, 
who, strong in his blameless name and beloved 
repute, advanced three strides amidst the si¬ 
lence, and, standing by his brother’s side, lifted 
his commanding brow above the seated judges, 
but he did not speak. • 

Then said Sweyn the Earl, strengthened by 
such solitary companionship in that hostile as¬ 
semblage,—“ I might answer that for these 
charges in the past, for deeds alleged as done 
eight long years ago, I have the King’s grace, 
and the inlaw’s right; and that in the Witans 
over which I as earl presided, jto man was twice 
judged for the same offence. That I hold to 
be the law, in the great councils as the small.” 

“ l£ is ! it is ! ” exclaimed Godwin : his pa¬ 
ternal feelings conquering his pudence and his 
decorous dignity. “ Hold to it, my son ! ” 

“ I hold to it not,” resumed the young earl, 
casting a haughty glance over the somewha# 
blank and disappointed faces of his foes, “ for 


my law is here ”—and he smote his heart— 
“and that condemns me not once alone, but 
evermore! Aired, O holy father, at whose 
knees I once confessed my every sin,—t blame 
thee not that thou first, in the WitSn, liflest 
thy voice against me, though thou knowest that 
I loved Algive from youth upward ; she, with 
her heart yet mine, was given in the last year of 
Hardicanute, when might was right, to the 
Church. I met her again, flushed with my vic¬ 
tories over the Walloon kings, with power in my 
hand and passion in my veins. Deadly was my 
sin !—But what asked I ? that vows compelled 
should be annulled ; that the love of my youth 
might yet be the wife of my manhood. Pardon, 
that I knew not thea how eternal are the bonds 
ye of the Church have woven round those of 
whom, if ye fail of saints, ye may at least make 
martyrs! ” 

He paused, and his lip curled, and his eye 
shot wild fire; for in that moment his mother’s 
blood was high within him, and he looked and 
thought, perhaps, as some heathen Dane, but 
the flash of the fofmer man was momentary, 
and humbly smiting his breast, he murmured,—■ 
“Avaunt, Satan!—yea, deadly was my sin! 
And the sin was mine alone ; Algive, if stained, 
was blameless; sh#escaped—and—and died ! 

“ The King was wroth; and first to strive 
against my pardon was Harold my brother, who 
now alone in my penitence stands by my side: 
he strove manfully fpd openly ; I blamed him 
not: but Beorn, my cousin, desired my earldom, 
and he strove against me, wilily and in secret, 
—to my face kind, behind my back despiteful. 
I detected his falsehood, and meant to detain, 
but not to slay him. He lay bound in nay ship; 
he reviled and he taunted me in the hour of my 
gloom; and when the blood of the sea-kings 
flowed in fire through my veins. And I lifted 
my axe in ire; and my men lifted theirs, and 
so,—and so !—Again I say—Deadly was my 
sin! 

“ Think not that I seek now to make less my 
guilt, as I sought when I deemed that life was 
yet long, and power was jet sweet. Since then 
I have known worldly evil and worldly good,— 
the storm and the shine of life -, I have swept 
the seas, a sea-king; I have battled with the 
Dane in his native land; I have almost grasped 
in my right hand, as I grasped in my dreams, 
the crown of my kinsman, Canute;—again, I 
have been a fugitive and an exile:—again, I 
have been inlawed, and Earl of all the lands 
from Isis to the Wye.* And whether in state 
or in penury,—whether in war or in peace, I 
have seen the pale face of the nun betrayed, and 
the gory wounds of the murdered man. Where¬ 
fore I come not here to plead for a pardon, 
which would console me not, but formally to 
dissever my kinsmen’s cause from mine, which 
alone sullies and degrades it;—I come here to 
say, that, coveting not your acquittal, fearing 
not your judgment, I pronounce mine own doom. 
Cap-of noble, and axe of warrior, I lay aside for 
ever; barefooted, and alone, I go hence to th* 
Holy Sepulchre; there to assoil my soul, and 

* More correctly of Oxford, Somerset, Berkshire, 
Gloucester, 2nd Hereford. 
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implore that grace which cannot come from 
man! Harold, step forth in the place of Sweyn 
the first-bom! And ye prelates and peers, 
milites and ministers, proceed to adjudge the 
living ! *4fo you, and to England, he who now 
quits you is the dead! ” 

He gathered his robe of state over his breast 
as a monk his gown, and looking neither to 
right nor to left, passed slowly down the hall, 
through the crowd, which made way for him in 
awe and silence ; and it seemed to the assembly 
as if a cloud had gone from the face of day. 

And Godwin still stood with his face covered 
by his robe. 

And Harold anxiously watched the faces of 
the assembly, and saw no relenting ! 

And Gurth crept to Harold’s side. 

And the gay Leofwine looked sad. 

And the young Wolnoth turned pale and 
trembled, 

And the fierce Tostig played with his golden 
chain. 

And one low sob was heard, and it came from 
the breast of Aired the mfcek accuser,—God’s 
firm but gentle priest. 


Chapter fv. 

This memorable trial ended, as the reader will 
have foreseen, in the formal renewal of Sweyn’s 
outlawry, and the formal restitution of the Earl 
Godwin and his other sons to their lands and 
honours, with declarations imputing all the 
blame of the late dissensions to the foreign 
favourites, and sentence of banishment against 
them, except only, by way of a bitter mockery, 
some v/rlets of low degree, such as Humphrey 
Cock’s-foot, and Richard son of Scrob.* 

The return to power of this able and vigorous 
family was attended with an instantaneous effect 
upon the long-relaxed strings of the imperial 
government. Macbeth heard, and trembled in 
his moors; Gryffyth of Wales lit the fire-beacon 
on moel and craig. Earl Rolf was banished, 
but merely as a nominal concession to public 
opinion ; his kinship to Edward sufficed t o re¬ 
store him soon, not only to England, but to the 
lordship of the Marches, and thither was he 
sent, with adequate force, against the Welch, 
who had half-repossessed themselves of the 
borders they harried. Saxon prelates and' 
abbots replaced the Norman fugitives ; and all 
were contented with the revolution, save the 
King, for the King lost his Norman friends, and 
regained his English wife. 

In conformity with the usages of the time, 
hostages of the loyalty and faith of Godwin were 
required and conceded. They were selectedTrom 
his own family; and the choice fell on Wolnotb, 
his son, and Haco, the son of Sweyn. As, 

* Yet Bow little safe it i&for the great to despise the 
low-born. This very Richard, son of Scrob, more eupho¬ 
niously styled by the N ormans Pichardi'itz-Scrob, settled 
in Herefordshire (he was probably among the retainers 
of Earl Rolf), and on William’s landing, became the 
.-chief and most active supporter of the invader in those 
' districts. The sentence of banishment seems to have 
been mainly confined to the foreigners about the Court 
.—for it is clear that many Norma* landowners and 
priests were still left scattered throughotnrtbe country. 


when nearly all England may be said to have 
repassed to the hands of Godwin, it would have 
been an idle precaution to consign these hos¬ 
tages to the keeping of Edward, it was settled, 
after some discussion, that they should be placed 
in the Court of the Norman Duke until such 
time as the King, satisfied with the good faith 
of the ffimily, should authorise their recall:— 
Fatal hostage, fatal ward and host! 

It was sorrfe days after this national crisis; 
and order and peace were again established in 
city and land, forest and shire, when, at the 
setting of the sun, Hilda stood alone by the 
altar-stone of Thor. 

The orb was sinking red and lurid, amidst 
long-cloud-wracks of vermeil and purple, and 
not one liuman.form was seen in the landscape, 
save that tall and majestic figure by the Runic 
shrine and the Druid crommell. She was lean¬ 
ing both hands on her wand, or seid-staff, as it 
was called in the language of Scandinavian su¬ 
perstition, and bending slightly forward as in 
the attitude of listening or expectation. Long 
before any form appeared on the road below she 
seemed to be aware of coming footsteps, and 
probably her habits of life had sharpened her 
senses; for she smiled, muttered to herself, 
“Ere it sets ! ” and changing her posture,leant 
her arm on the altar, and rested lier face upon 
her hand. 

At length, two figures came up the road; 
they neared the hill; they saw her, and slowly 
ascended the knoll. The one was dressed in 
the serge of a pilgrim, and his cowl thrown 
back, showed the face where human beauty and 
human power lay ravaged and ruined by human 
passions. He upon whom the pilgrim lightly 
leaned was attired simply, without the brooch 
or bracelet common to thegns of high degree,, 
yet his port was that of majesty, and his brow 
that of mild command. A greater contrast could 
not be conceived than that between these two 
men, yet united by a family likeness. For the 
countenance of the last described was, though 
sorrowful at that moment, and indeed habitually 
not without a certain melancholy, wonderfully 
imposing from its calm and sweetness. There, 
no devouring passions had left the cloud or 
ploughed the line; but all the smooth loveliness 
of youth took digfiity from the conscious resolve 
of man. The long hair, of a fair brown, with a 
slight tinge of gold, as the last sunbeams shot 
through its luxuriance, was parted from the 
temples, and fell is large waves half way to the 
shoulder. The eyebrows, darker in hue, arched 
and finely traced; the straight features, not less 
manly than the Norman, but less strongly 
marked : the cheek, hardy with exercise and ex¬ 
posure, yet still retaining somewhat of youthful 
bloom under the pale bronze of its sunburnt sur¬ 
face ; the form tall, not gigantic, and vigorous 
rather from perfect proportion and athletic habits 
than from breadth and bulk—were all singularly 
characteristic of the Saxon beauty in its highest 
and purest type. But what chiefly disting&ished 
this personage, was that peculiar dignity, so 
simple, so sedate, which no pomp seems to 
ydazzle, no danger to disturb ; and’which perhaps 
arises from a strong sense of self-dependence, | 
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and fs connected with self-respect—a dignity 
common to the Indian and the Arab, and rare 
except in that state oF society in which each man 
is a power,, in himself. The Latin tragic poet 
touches close upon that sentiment in the fine 
lines— 

“ Rex est qui metuit nihil; 

Hoc regnum sibi quisque dat.” *• 

. So stood the brothers," Sweyn tlje outlaw, and 
Hajold the Earl, before the reputed prophetess. 
She looked on both with a steady eye, which 
gradually softened almost into tenderness, as it 
iinally rested upon the pilgrim. 

“ And is it thus,” she said at last, “ that I 
see the first-born of Godwin the fortunate, for 
whom so often I have ticked the thunder, and 
watched the setting sun ? for whom my runes 
have been graven on the baric of the elm, and 
the Scin-beca t been called in pale splendour 
from the graves of the dead ? ” 

“ Hilda,” said Sweyn, “ not now will I accuse 
thee of the seeds thou hast sown : the harvest is 
gathered and the sickle is broken. Abjure thy 
dark Galdra.J and turn as I to the sole light in 
the future, which shines from the tomb of the 
Son Divine.’ 

The Prophetess bowed her head and re¬ 
plied :— 

“ Belief cometh as the wind. Can the tree 
say to the wind, * Rest thou on my boughs ’ ? or 
Man to Belief, ‘ Fold thy wings on my heart! ’ 
Go where thy soul can find comfort, for thy life 
hath passed from its uses on earth. And when 
I would read thy fate, the runes are as blanks, 
and the wave sleeps unstirred on the fountain. 
Go where Jthe Fylgia,§ whom Alfadcr gives to 
each at his birth, leads thee. Thou didst desire 
love that seemed shut from thee, and I predicted 
that thy Jove should awalce from the charnel in 
which the creed that succeeds to the faith of our 
sires inters life in its bloom. And thou didst 
covet the fame of the Jarl and the Viking, and 
I blessed thine axe to thy hand, and wove the 
sail for thy masts. So long as man knows de¬ 
sire, can Hilda have power over his doom. But 
when the heart lies in ashes, I raise but a corpse, 
that at the hush of the charm falls again into its 
grave. Yet, come to me nearer, O Sweyn, 
whose cradle I rocked to,the channt of my 
rhyme.” 

The outlaw turned aside his face, and obeyed.# 

She sighed as she took his passive hand in 
her own, and examined the lines on the palm. 
Then, as if by an involuntary impulse of fond- 
nefs and pity, she put aside his cowl and kissed 
his brow. 

“ Thy skein is spun, and happier than the 
many who scorn, and the few who lament thee, 
thou shalt win where they lose. The steel shall 
not smite thee, the storm shall forbear thee, the 
goal that thou yearnest for thy steps shall attain. 


* Seneca, Thyest., Act ii.—“He is a king who fears 
nothing; that kingdom every man gives to himself.” 

+ Scin-l*ca, literally a shining corpse ; a species of 
apparition invoked by tne witch or wizard.— See Sha ron 
Turner on the Superstitions of the Anglo-Saxons, 
b. ii. c. 14. 

t Gala s, magic. „ 

\ Fylgia, tutelary divinity. Sep Npte (H) at the Odd 
of the volume. 
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Night hallows the ruin,—and peace to the shat¬ 
tered wrecks of the brave ! ” 

The outlaw heard as if unmoved. But when 
he turned to Harold, who covered his face with 
his hand, but could not restrain the tears that 
flowed through the clasped fingers, a moisture 
came into his own wild, bright eyes, and he 
said, “ Now, my brother, farewell, for no farther 
step shalt thou wend with me.” 

Harold started, opened his arms, and the out¬ 
law fell upon his breast. 

No sound was heard save a single sob, and so 
close was breast to breast, that you could not 
say from whose heart it came. Then the out¬ 
law wrenched himself from- the embrace, and 
murmured, “ And Haco—my son—motherless, 
fatherless—hostage in the land of the stranger ! 
Thou wilt remember—thou wilt shield him; 
thou be to him mother, father in the days to 
come ! So may the saints bless thee ! ” With 
these words he sprang down the hillock. 

Harold bounded after him ; but Sweyn, halt¬ 
ing, said mournfully, “ Is this thy promise ? Am 
I so lost that faith should be broken even with 
thy father’s son j 1 ” 

At that touching rebuke, Harold paused, and 
the outlaw passed his way alone. As the last 
glimpse of his figure vanished at the turn of the 
road, whence, on the second of May, the Nor¬ 
man Dulte and the Saxon King had emerged 
side by side, the short twilight closed abruptly, 
and up from the far forest-land rose the moon. 

Harold stood rooted to the spot, and still 
gazing on the space, when the Vala laid her 
hand on his arm. 

“ Behold, as the moon rises on the troubled 
gloaming, so rises the fate of Harold, as yon 
brief, human shadow, halting between light and 
darkness, passes away to night. Thou art now 
the first-born of a House that unites the hopes 
of the Saxon with the fortunes of the Dane.” 

“ Thinkest thou,” said Harold, with a stem 
composure, “ that I can have joy and triumph 
in a brother’s exile and woe ? ” 

“Not now, and not yet. will the voice of thy 
true nature be heard but the warmth of the 
sun brings the thunder, and the glory of fortune 
wakes the storm of the soul.” 

“ Kinswoman,” said Harold, with a slight 
curl of his lip, “ by me at least have thy pro¬ 
phecies ever passed as the-sough of the air; 
neither in horror nor with faith do I think of 
thy incantations and charms; and I smile alike 
at the exorcism of the shaveling and the spells 
of the Saga. I have asljpd thee .not to bless 
mine axe, nor weave my sail. No runic rhyme 
is on the sword-blade of Harold. I leave my 
fortunes to the chance of mine own cool brain 
and strong arm. Vala, between thee and me 
there is no bond.” 

The Prophetess smiled loftily. 

“ And what thinkest thou, O self-dependent! 
what thinkest thou is "the fate which thy brain, 
and thine arm shall win ? ” 

“The fate they have won already. I see no 
Beyond. The fate of a man sworn to guard lus 
country, love justice, and do right.” • 

The moon shone full on the heroic face of the 
young Earl as ho spoke; aud on its surface there 
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seemed nought to belie the noble words. Yet, 
the Prophetess, gazing earnestly on that fan- 
countenance, said, in a whisper, that, despite a 
reason singularly sceptical for the age in which 
it had been cultured, thrilled to the Saxon’s 
heart, “ Under that calm eye sleeps the soul of 
thy sire, and beneath that brow, so haught and 
so pure, works the genius that crowned the kings 
of the north in the lineage of thy mother the 
Dane.” 

“ Peace ! ” said Harold, almost fiercely ; then, 
as if ashamed of the weakness of his momentary 
irritation, he added, with a faint smile, “ Let us 
not talk of these matters while my heart is still 
sad and away from the thoughts of the world, 
with my brother the lonely outlaw. Night is on 
us, and the ways are yet unsafe; for the king’s 
troops, disbanded in haste, were made up of 
many who turn to robbers in peace. Alone, and 
unarmed, save my ateghar, I would crave a 
night’s rest under thy roof; and ”—he hesitated, 
and a slight blush came over his cheek—“ and I 
would fain see if your grandchild is as fair as 
when I last looked on her blue eyes, that then 
wept for Harold ere he went into exile.” 

“ Her tears are not at her command, nor her 
smiles,” said the Vala, solemnly ; “ her tears 
flow from the fount of thy sorrows, and her 
smiles are the beams from thy joys. For know, 
O Harold ! that Edith is thine earthly Fylgia ; 
thy fate and her fate are as one. And vainly as 
man would escape from his shadow, would soul 
wrench itself from the soul that Skulda hath 
linked to his doom.” 

Harold made no reply ; but his step, habitu¬ 
ally slow, grew more quick and light, and this 
time his reason found no fault with the oracles 
of the Vala. 


Chapter V 

As Hilda entered the hall, the various idlers ac¬ 
customed to feed at her cost were about retiring, 
some to their homes in the vicinity, some, apper¬ 
taining to the household, to the dormitories in 
the old Roman villa. 

It was not the habit of the Saxon noble, as it 
was of the Norman, to put hospitality to profit, 
by regarding his guests in the light of armed 
retainers. Liberal as the Briton, the cheer of 
the board and the shelter of the roof were 
afforded with a hand equally unselfiA and indis¬ 
criminate ; and the doors of the more wealthy 
and munificent might be almost literally Said to 
stand open from morn to eve. . 

As Harold followed the Vala across the vast 
atrium, his face was recognised, and a shout of 
enthusiastic welcome greeted the popular Earl. 
The only voices that did not swell that cry, were 
those of three monks from a neighbouring con¬ 
vent, who chose to wink at the supposed prac¬ 
tices of the Morthwyrtha,* from the affection 
they bore to her ale and mead, and the gratitude 
they felt for her ample gifts to their convent. 

“ One of the wicked House, brother,” whis- 
jwred the monk. 

“ Yea; mockers and scomers are Godwin and 
his lewd sons,” answered the monk. 

• Morthwyrtha, worshipper of the dead. 


And all three sighed and scowled, as the door 
closed on the hostess and her stately guest. 

Two tall and not ungraceful lamps lighted the 
same chamber in which Hilda was lir£t presented 
to the reader. The handmaids were still at their 
spindles, and the white web nimbly shot as the 
mistress entered. She paused, and her brow 
knit, as sne eyed the work. 

“ But three, parts done ? ” she said, “ weave 
fast, and weave strong.” * 

Harold, not heeding the maids or their task, 
gazed inquiringly round, and from a nook near 
tiie window, Edith sprang forward with a joyous 
cry, and a face all glowing with delight— 
sprang forward, as if to the arms of a brother; 
but, within a step or 4 so of that noble guest, 
she stopped short, and her eyes fell to the 
ground. 

Harold held his breath in admiring silence. 
The child he had loved from her cradle stood 
before him as a woman. Ever since we last saw 
her, in the interval between the spring and the 
autumn, the year had ripened the youth of the 
maiden, as it bad mellowed the fruits of the 
earth ; and her cheek was rosy with the celestial 
blush, and her form rounded to the nameless 
grace, which say that infancy is no more. 

He advanced and took her hand, but for the 
first time in his life in their greetings, he neither 
gave nor received the kiss. 

“ You are no child now, Edith,” said he, in¬ 
voluntarily ; “ but still set apart, I pray you, some 
remains of the old childish love for Harold.” 

Edith’s charming lips smiled softly; she raised 
her eyes to his, and their innocent fondness spoke 
through happy tears. v 

But few words passed in the short interval be¬ 
tween Harold’s entrance and his retirement to 
the chamber prepared for him in hast£. Hilda 
herself led him to a rude ladder which admitted 
to a room above, evidently added, by some Saxon 
lord, to the old Roman pile. The ladder showed 
the precaution of one accustomed to sleep in the 
midst of peril; for by a kind of windlass in the 
room, it could be drawn up at the inmate’s will, 
and, so drawn, left below a dark and deep chasm, 
delving down to the foundations of the house ; 
nevertheless the room itself had all the luxury of 
the time; the bedstead was quaintly carved, and 
of some rare wood; a trophy of arms—though 
•very ancient, sedulously polished—hung on the 
wall. There were the small round shield and 
spear of the earlier Saxon, with his vizorless helm, 
and the short curved knife or saex,* from which 
some antiquarians deem that the Saxish often 
take their renowned name. 

Edith, following Hilda, proffered to the guest, 
on a salver of gold, spiced wines and confections; 
while Hilda, silently and unperceived, waved her 
seid staff over the bed, and rested her pale hand 
on the pillar. h 

“ Nay, sweet cousin,” said Harold, smiling, 
“ this is not one of the fashions of old, but rather, 

* It is a disputed question whether the saex of the 
earliest Saxon invaders was a long or short curved 
weapon,—nay, whether it was curved or straight, but 
the author sides with those who contend that it was a 
short, crooked weapon, easily concealed by a cloak, and 
similar to those depicted on the banner of the east 
Saxons. 
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methinks, borrowed from the Frankish maimers 
in the court of King Edward.” 

Not so, Harold,” answered Hilda, quickly 
turning; ‘4 such was ever the ceremony due to 
Saxon king, when he slept in a subject’s house, 
ere our kinsmen the Danes introduced that 
unroyal wassail, which left subject •and king 
unable to hold or to quaff cup, when the board 
was left for the bed.” , 

“ Thou rfibukest, O Hilda, too tauntingly, the 
pride of Godwin’s house, when thou givest to his 
homely son the ceremonial of a king. But, so 
served, I envy not Icings, fair Edith.” 

He took the cup, raised it to his lips, and when 
he placed it on the small table by his side, the 
women had left the chamber, and ih,e was alone. 
He stood for some minutes absorbed in reverie, 
and his soliloquy ran somewhat thus:— 

“ Why said the Vala* that Edith’s fate was 
inwoven with rrune ? And why did I believe 
and bless the Vala, when she so said ? Can 
Edith ever be my wife ? The monk-king designs 
her for the cloister—Woe and well-a-day!— 
Sweyn, Sweyn, let thy doom forewarn me! And 
if I stand up in my place and say, ‘ Give age and 
grief to the cloister—youth and delight to man’s 
hearth,’ what will answer the monks ? ‘Edith 
cannot?be thy wife, son of Godwin, for faim and 
scarce traced though your affinity of blood, ye 
are within the banned degrees of the Church. 
Edith may be wife to* another, if thou wilt,—bar¬ 
ren spouse of the Church, or mother of children 
who lisp not Harold’s name as their father.’ Out 
on these priests with their mummeries, and out 
on their war upon human hearts.” 

His faig brow grew stern and fierce as the Nor¬ 
man Duke’s in his ire ; and had you seen him at 
that moment you would have seen the true 
brother 8f Sweyn. He broke from his thoughts 
with the strong effort of a man habituated to 
self-control, and advanced to the narrow window, 
opened the lattice, and looked out. 


__ ... v _- ...-- 

The moon was in all her splendour. The long 
deep shadows of the breathless forest chequered 
the silvery whiteness of open sward and inter¬ 
vening glade. Ghostly arose on the knoll before 
him the grey columns of the mystic Druid,—dark 
and indistinct the bloody altar of the Warrior 
god. But there his eye was arrested ; for what¬ 
ever is least distinct and defined in a landscape 
has the charm that is the strongest; and, while 
he gazed, he thought that a pale phosphoric light 
broke from the mound with the bautastein, that 
rose by the Teuton altar. He thought, for he 
was not sure that it was not some cheat of the 
fancy. Gazing still, in the centre of that light, 
there appeared to gleam forth for one moment, 
a form of superhuman height. It was the foftn 
of a man, that seemed clad in arms like those on 
the wall, leaning on a spear, whose point was 
lost behind the shafts of the crommell. And the 
face grew in that moment distinct from the light 
which shimmered around it, a face large as some 
early god’s, but stamped with unutterable and 
solemn woe. He drew back a step, passed his 
hand over his eyes, and looked again. Light 
and figure alike had vanished ; nought was seen 
save the grey columns and the dim fane. The 
Earl’s lip curved in derision of his weakness. He 
closed the lattice, undressed, knelt for a moment 
or so by the bedside, and his prayer was brief and 
simple, nor accompanied with the crossings and 
signs customary in his age. He rose, extinguished 
the lamp, and threw himself on the bed. 

The moon, thus relieved of the lamp-light, 
came clear and bright through the room, shone 
on the trophied arms, and fell upon Harold’s 
face, casting its brightness on the pillowon which 
the Vala had breathed her charm. And Harold 
slept—slept long,—his face calm, his breathing 
regular : but ere the moon sunk and the dawn 
rose, the features were dark and troubled, the 
breath came by gasps, the brow was knit, and 
the teeth clenched. 


BOOK IV. 

THE HEATHEN ALTAR AND THE SAXON CHURCH. 


Chapter* I. 

WHILE Harold sleeps, let usphere pause to survey 
for the first time the greatness of that House to 
which Sweyn’s exile had left him the heir. .The 
fortunes of Godwin had beett those which no man 
not eminently versed in the science of his kind can 
achieve. Though the fable which some modem 
historians of great name have repeated and de¬ 
tailed, as to his early condition as the son of a 
cow-herd, is utterly groundless,* and he belonged 
to a house all-powerful at the time of his youth, 
he was unquestionably the builder of his own 
greatness. That he should ‘rise so high iu the 
early part of his career was less remarkable than 
that he should have so long continued tire pos¬ 
sessor of a power and state in reality more than 
legal. 

But, as has been before implied, Godwin’s 
civil capacities were more prominent than his 
* See note (K)ht the end of the volume. 


warlike. And this it is which invests him with 
that peculiar interest which attracts us to those 
who knit our modem intelligence with the past. 
In that dim*world before the Norman deluge, we 
are startled to recognise the gifts that ordinarily 
distinguish a man of peace in a civilised age. 

His father, Wolnoth, had been “Childe” * of 
the South Saxons, orthegn of Sussex, a nephew 
of Edric Streone, Earl of Mercia, the unprin¬ 
cipled but able minister of Ethelred, who be¬ 
trayed his master to Canute, by whom, according 
to most authorities, he was righteously, though 
not very legally, slain as a reward for the treason. 

* Saxon Chronicle, Florence Wigom. Sir F. Pal- 
grave says that the title of. Childe is equivalent to that 
of Athelmg. With that remarkable appreciation of evi¬ 
dence which generally makes him so invaluable as a 
judicial authority where accounts are contradictory, Sir 
F, Palgrave discards with silent contempt the aD64yd_ 
romance of Godwin’s station of herdsman, to which, upon’ 
such very fallacious and flimsy authorities, Thierry and 
Sharon Turner have been betrayed into leading their 
distinguished names. 
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**I promised,” said the Dane king, “to set 
thy head higher than, other men’s and I keep my 
word.” The trunkless head was set on the gates 
of London. 

Wolnoth had quarrelled with his uncle Bright* 
ric, Edric’s btpther, and before the arrival of 
Canute, had betaken himself to the piracy of a 
sea-chief, seduced twenty of the king’s ships, plun¬ 
dered the southern coast, burnt the royal navy, 
and then his history disappears from the chron¬ 
icles } but immediately afterwards the great Dan¬ 
ish army, called Thurkell’s Host, invaded the coast 
and kept their chief station on the Thames. Their 
victorious arms soon placed the country almost 
at their command. The traitor Edric joined 
mem with a power of more than 10,000 men; 
and it is probable enough that the ships of Wol¬ 
noth had before this time melted amicably into 
the armament of the Danes. If this, which seems 
the most likely conjecture, be received, Godwin, 
then a mere youth, would naturally have com¬ 
menced his career in the cause of Canute; and 
as the son of a formidable chief of thegn’s rank, 
and even as kinsman to Edric, who, whatever his 
trimes, must have retained a party it was wise to 
conciliate, Godwin’s favour with Canute, whose 
policy would lead him to show marked distinc¬ 
tion to any able Saxon follower, ceases to be sur¬ 
prising. 

The son of Wolnoth accompanied Canute in 
his military expedition to the Scandinavian con¬ 
tinent, and here a signal victory, planned by 
Godwin, and executed solely by himself and the 
Saxon band under his command, without help 
from Canute's Danes, made the most memorable 
military exploit of his life, and confirmed his 
rising fortunes. 

Edric, though he is said to have been low born, 
had married the sister of King Ethelred; and 
as Godwin advanced in fame, Canute did not 
disdain to bestow his own sister in marriage on 
the eloquent favourite, who probably kept no 
small portion of the Saxon population to their 
allegiance. On the death of this, his first wife, 
who bore him but one son * (who died by acci¬ 
dent), he found a second spouse in the same royal 
house; and the mother of his six living sons and 
two daughters was the niece of his king, and 
sister of Sweyn, who subsequently filled the 
throne of Denmark. After the death of Canute, 
the Saxon’s predilections in favour of the Saxon 
line became apparent; but it was either his policy 
or his principles always to defer to the popular 
will as expressed in the national council; and 
on the preference given by the Witan to Harold 
the son of Canute over the heirs of Ethel- 
red, he yielded his own inclinations. The 
great power of the Danes, and the amicable fu¬ 
sion of their race with the Saxon which had now 
taken place, are apparent in this decision; for 
not only did Earl Leofric, of Mercia, though 
himself a Saxon (as well as the Earl of North¬ 
umbria, with the thegns north of the Thames), 
declare for Harold the Dane, but the citizens of 
London were of the same party; and Godwin 

This first wife, Thyra, was of very unpopular repute 
with the Saxons. She was accused of sending young 
English persons as slaves into Denmark, and is said to 
have been killed by lightning. 


represented little more than the feeling of his 
pwn.principality of Wessex. 

From that time, Godwin, however, became 
identified with the English cause**, and even 
many who believed him guilty of some share iu 
the murder, or at least the betrayal of Alfred, 
Edwaid’tf brother, sought excuses in the disgust 
with which Godwin £ad regarded the foreign 
retinue that Alfred had brought with him, as if 
to owe his throne * to Norman s'words, rather 
than to English hearts. 

Hardicanute who succeeded Harold, whose 
memory he abhorred, whose-corpse he disinterr ed 
and flung into a fen,t had been chosen by the 
unanimous council both of English and Danish 
thegns; and despite Hardicanute’s first vehement 
accusations of Godwin, the Earl still remained 
throughout that reign as powerful as in the two 
preceding it. When Hardicanute dropped down 
dead at a marriage banquet, k was Godwin who 
placed Edward upon the throne; and that great 
Earl must either have been conscious of his inno¬ 
cence of the murder of Edward’s brother, or 
assured of his own irresponsible power, when he 
said to the prince who knelt at his feet, and, 
fearful of the difficulties in his way, implored the 
Earl to aid his abdication of the throne and rc- 
tunrto Normandy— 

“You are the son of Ethelred, grandson of 
Edgar. Reign, it is your /fifty» belter to live in 
glory than die in exile. You are of mature years, 
and having known sorrow and need, can better 
feel for your people. Rely on me, and there 
will be none of the difficulties you dread ; whom 
I favour, England favours.” 

And shortly afterwards in the nation*! assembly, 
Godwin won Edward his throne.' “ Powerlul in 
speech, powerful in bringing over people to what 
he desired, some yielded to his words, some to 
bribes.”J Verily, Godwin was a man to have 
risen as high, had he lived later! 

So Edward reigned, and agreeably, it is said, 
with previous stipulations, married the daughter 
of his king-maker. Beautiful as Edith the Queen 
was in mind and in person, Edward apparently 
loved her not. She dwelt in his palace, his wife 
only in name. 

^ostig (as we have seen) had married the 
daughter of Baldwin, Count of Flanders, sister 
to Matilda, wife to the Norman Duke: and thus 
k the house of Godwin was triply allied to princely 
lineage—the Danish, the Saxon, the Flemish. 
And Tostig might have said, as in bis heart 
William the Normarf said, “ My children shall 
descend from Charlemagne and Alfred.” 

Godwin’s life, though thus outwardly brilliant, 
was too incessantly passed in public affairs and 

I rolitic schemes to allow the worldly man much 
eisure to watch over the nurture and rearing of 
the bold spirits of his sons. Githa his wife, the 
Dane, a woman v^th a haughty but noble spirit, 

* It is just, however, to Godwin to say, that there is 
no proof of his share in this barbarous transaction ; the 
presumptions, on the contrary, are in his favour; but 
the authorities, are too contradictory, and the whole 
event too obscure, to enable us unhesitatingly to confirm 
the acquittal he received in his own age, and from his 
own national tribunal, 
t Anglo-Saxon Chronicle, 
t William of Malmesbury. 
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incperfect education, and some of the wild and 
lawless blood derived from her race of heathen 
sea-kings, was more fitted to stir their ambition 
aid inflan* their fancies, than curb their tem¬ 
pers and mould their hearts. 

We have seen the career of Sweyn; but Sweyn 
was an angel of light compared to Iris brother 
Tostig. He who can be penitent has ever some¬ 
thing lofty in his original nature; Jaut Tostig was 
rc»iorseless*as the tiger, as treacherous and as 
fierce. With less intellectual capacities than 
any of his brothers, he had more personal am¬ 
bition than all put together. A kind of effemin¬ 
ate vanity, not uncommon with daring natures 
(for the bravest races aird the bravest soldiers are 
usually the vainest; the desire to shine is as 
visible in the fop as in the hero), made him rest¬ 
less both for command and notoriety. “ May I 
ever be in the mouths of men,” was his favourite 
prayer. Like his maternal ancestry, the Danes, 
lie curled his long hair, and went as a bridegroom 
.to the feast of the ravens. 

Two only of that house had studied the Hu¬ 
mane Letters, which were Wo longer disregarded 
by the princes of the Continent; they were the 
sweet sifter, the eldest of the family, fading fast 
in her loveless home, and Harold. 

But Harold’s mind,—in which what we call 
common sense was carried to genius,—a mind 
singularly practical and sagacious, like his father’s, 
cared little (or theological learning and priestly 
legend—for all that poesy of religion in which 
the Woman was wafted from the sorrows of ear tli. 

Godwin himself was no favourite of the Church, 
and had seen too much of the abuses of the 
Saxon priesthood, (perhaps, with few exceptions, 
the most corrupt and illiterate in all Europe, 
which saying much,) to instil into his children 
that reverence for the spiritual authority which 
existed abroad; and the enlightenment, which in 
him was experience in life, was in Harold, be¬ 
times, the result of study and reflection. The 
few books of the classical world then within 
reach of the student opened to the young Saxon 
views of human duties and human responsibilities 
utterly distinct from the unmeaning ceremonials 
and fleshly mortifications in which even the 
higher theology of that day placed the elements 
of virtue. He smiled in seem when som^Dane, 
whose life had been passed in the alternate drunk¬ 
enness of wine and of blood, thought he had 
opened the gates of heaven by bequeathing lands 
gained by a robber’s sword, to pamper the lazy 
Sloth of some fifty meta&s. If those monks 
had presumed to question his own actions, his 
disdain would have been mixed with simple won¬ 
der that men so besotted in ignorance, and who 
could not construe the J-atin of the very prayers 
they pattered, should presume- to be the judges 
of educated men. It is possible—for his nature 
was earnest—that a pure aiyi enlightened clergy, 
that even a clergy, though defective in life, zeal¬ 
ous in duty and cultivated in mind,—such a clergy 
as Alfred sought to found, and as Lanfranc en¬ 
deavoured (not without some success) to teach 
—would have bowed bis strong sense to that 
grand and subtle truth which dwells in spiritual 
authority. But as it was, he stood aloof from 
the rude superstition of his age, and early in 


life made himself the arbiter of his own con¬ 
science. Reducing his religion to the simplest 
elements of our creed, he found. rather in the 
books of Heathen authors than in' the lives of the 
saints, his notions of the larger morality which 
relates to the citizen and the man. The love of 
country; the sense of justice ; fortitude in ad¬ 
verse, and temperance in prosperous fortune, be- 
camepoitions of his very mind. Unlike his father, 
he played no actor’s part in those qualities which 
had won him the popular heart. He was gentle 
and affable ; above all he was fair-dealing and 
just, not because it vtes politic to seem, but his 
nature to be so. 

Nevertheless, Harold’s character, beautiful 
and sublime in many respects as it was, had its 
strong leaven of human imperfection in that very 
self-dependence which was born of his reason and 
his pride. In resting so solely on man’s per¬ 
ceptions of the right, he lost one attribulc of the 
true hero —faith. We do not mean that word 
in the religious sense alone, but in the more com¬ 
prehensive. He did not rely on the Celestial 
Something pervading all nature, never seen, only 
felt when duly courted, stronger-and lovelier thfri 
what eye could behold and mere reason could 
embrace. Believing, it is true, in God, he lost 
those fine links that unite God tp man’s secret 
heart, and which are woven alike from the sim¬ 
plicity of the child and the wisdom of the poet. 
To use a modern illustration, his large mind was 
a “cupola lighted from below.” 

His bravery, though inflexible as the fiercest 
sea-king’s, when need arose for its exercise, was 
not his prominent characteristic. He despised 
the brute valour of Tostig,—his bravery was a 
necessary part of a firm and balanced manhood 
—the bravery of Hector, not Achilles. Consti¬ 
tutionally averse to bloodshed, he could seem 
timid where daring only gratified a wanton vanity, 
or aimed at a selfish object. On the other hand, 
if duty demanded daring, no danger could deter, 
no policy warp him;—he eould seem rash; he 
could even seem merciless. In the what ought 
to be, he understood a must be. 

And it was natural to this peculiar, yet tho¬ 
roughly English temperament, to be, in action, 
rather steadfast and patient than quick and ready. 
Placed in perils familiar to him, nothing could 
exceed his vigour and address; but if taken un¬ 
awares and before his judgment; could come to his 
aid, he was liable to be surpi isecnnto error. Large 
minds are rarely quick, unless they have been cor¬ 
rupted into unnatural vigilance by the necessity of 
suspicion. But a nature«more thoroughly unsus¬ 
pecting, more frank, trustful, and genuinely lpyal 
than that young Earl’s it was impossible to con¬ 
ceive. All these attributes considered, we have 
the key to much of Hatold’s character and con¬ 
duct in the later events of his fated and tragic life. 

But with this temperament, so manly and 
simple, we are not to suppose that Harold, while 
rejecting the superstitions of one class, was so far 
beyond his time as to reject those of another. 
No son of fortune, no man placing himself and 
the world in antagonism, can ever escape %>m 
some belief in the invisible. Caesar could ridicuie 
and profane the mystic rights of Roman myth¬ 
ology, but he must still believe in his fortune, 
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as in a god. And Harold, in his very studies, 
seeing the freest and boldest minds of antiquity 
subjected to influences akin to those of his Saxon 
forefathers, felt less shame in yielding to them, 
vain as they might be, than in monkish impos¬ 
tures so easily detected. Though hitherto he 
had rejected ail direct appeal to the magic de¬ 
vices of Hilda, the sound of her dark sayings, 
heard in childhood, still vibrated on his soul as 
man. Belief in omens, in days lucky or unlucky, 
in the stars, was universal in every class of the 
Saxon. Harold had his own fortunate day, the 
day of his nativity, the 14 A of October. All en¬ 
terprises undertaken on that day had hitherto been 
successful. He believed in the virtue of that 
day, as Cromwell believed in his 3rd of Septem¬ 
ber. For the rest, we have described him as he 
was in that part of his career in which he is now 
presented. Whether altered by fate and circum¬ 
stances, time will show. As yet no selfish am¬ 
bition leagued with the natural desire of youth 
and intellect, for their fair share of fame and 
power. His patriotism, fed by the example of 
Greek and Roman worthies, was genuine,, pure, 
dhd ardent; he could have stood in the pass with 
Leonidas, or leaped into the gulf with Curtius. 


Chapter II. 

At dawn, Harold woke from uneasy and broken 
slumbers, and his eyes fell upon the face of 
Hilda, large, and fair, and unutterably calm, as 
the face of Egyptian sphinx. 

“ Have thy dreams been prophetic, son of 
Godwin ? ’’ said the Vala. 

“ Our Lord forfend,” replied the Earl, with 
unusual devoutness. 

“ Tell them, and let me read the rede; sense 
dwells in the voices of the night.” 

Harold mused, and after a short pause, he said: 

“ Methinks, Hilda, I can myself explain how 
those dreams came to haunt me.” 

Then raising himself on his elbow, he con¬ 
tinued, while he fixed his clear penetrating eyes 
upon his hostess:— 

*“ Tell me frankly, Hilda, didst thon not cause 
some light to shine on yonder knoll, by the mound 
and stone, within the temple of the Druids ? ” 

But if Harold had suspected himself to be the 
dupe of some imposture, the " thought vanished 
when he saw the look of keen interest, even of 
awe, which Hilda’s face instantly assumed. 

/“ Didst thou see a light, son of Godwin, by the 
altar of Thor, and over the bautastein of the 
Blighty dead ? a flame, lambent and livid, like 
moonbeams collected over stow ? ” 

“ So seemed to me the light.” • 

“No human hand ever kindled that flame, 
which announces the presence of tie Dead,” said 
Hilda, with a tremulous voice; “ though seldom, 
uncompelled by the seid and the rune, does the 
spectre itself warn the eyes of the living.” 

“ What shape, or what shadow of shape, does 
that spectre assume ? ” 

^ A* It rises in the midst <of the flame, pale as ike 
mist oh the mountain, and vast as the giants of 
old; with the sasx, and the spear, and the shield, 
of the Sons ot Woden.—Thou hast seen the Scin- 


* 

lseca,” continued Hilda, looking full on the lace 
of the Earl. 

“If thou deceivest me not,” began Hardd, 
doubting still. •* 

“ Deceive thee! not to save the crown of the 
Saxon dare I mock the might of the dead. 
KnowesMhou not—or hath thy vain lore stood 
in place of the lore of thy fathers—that where a 
hero of old is buried, his treasures lie in his grave;- 
that over that grave is at times seeh at nigh tithe 
flame that thou sawest, and the dead in his image 
of air ? Oft seen in the days that are gone, when 
the dead and the living had one faith—were one 
race; now never marked, but for portent, and 
prophecy, and doom :—glory or woe to the eyes 
that see ! On yon knoll, A£sc (the first-born of 
Cerdic, that Father-King of the Saxons) has his 
grave where the mound rises green, and the stone 
gleams wan, by the altar of Thor. He smote the 
Britons in their temple, and he fell smiting. They 
buried him in his arms, and with the treasures his 
right hand had won. tate hangs on the house 
of Cerdic, or the realm of the Saxon, when Wo¬ 
den calls the beca cm his son from the grave.” 

Hilda, much troubled, bent her face over her 
clasped hands, and, rocking to and fro, .muttered 
some runes unintelligible to the ear of her lis¬ 
tener. Theft she turned to him, commandingly, 
and said:— 

“ Thy dreams now, indeed, are oracles, more 
true than living Vala could charm with the wand, 
and the rune: Unfold them.” 

Thus adjured, Harold resumed: 

“ Methought, then, that I was on a broad, 
level plain, in the noon of day; all was clear to 
my eye, and glad to my heart. I was /ilone,,and 
went on my way rejoicing. Suddenly the earth 
opened under my feet; and I fell deep,- fathom- 
deep ;—deep, as if to that central pit, which our 
heathen sires called Niffelheim—the Home oi 
Vapour—the hell of the dead who die without 
glory. Stunned by the fall, I lay long, locked as 
in a dream in the midst of a dream. When I 
opened my eyes, behold I was girt round with 
dead men’s bones; and the bones moved round 
me, undulating, as the dry leaves that wirble 
round in the winds of Ihe winter. And from the 
midst of them peered a trunkless skull, and on 
the s|bll was a mitre, and from the yawning jaws 
a voice came hissing, as a serpent’s hiss, ‘Harold, 
the scomer, thou art ours ! ’ * Then, as from the 
buzz of an army, came voices multitudinous, 

‘ Thou art ours! ’ ^ sought to rise, and behold 
my limbs were bound i and the gyves were fine 
and frail, as the web of the gossamer, and they, 
weighed on me like chains of iron. And I felt' 
an anguish of soul that no words can speak—an 
anguish both of horror qpd shame; and my man¬ 
hood seemed to ooze from me, and I was weak 
as a child new bom. Then suddenly there rushed 
forth a freezing wind, as from an air of ice, and 
the bones from their whirl stood still, and the 
buzz ceased, and the mitred skull grinned on me 
still and voiceless; and serpents darted their 
arrowy tongues fron#the eyeless sockets . And, 
to, before me stood (O Hilda, I see it now i) the 
form of the spectre that had risen from yonder 
knoll. With his spear, and saex, and his shield, 
he stood before me; and his face, though pale as 
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that of one long dead, was stern as the face of a 
warrior in the van of armed men; he stretched 
hjs hand, and he smote his saexon his shield, and 
tlie clang pounded hollow; the gyves broke at 
the clash—I sprang to m y feet, and I stood side 
by side with the phantom dauntless. Then, sud¬ 
denly, the mitre on the skull changed to a helm; 
and where the skull had grinned, trunkless and 
harmless, stood a shape like War, giadeincarnate;,, 
—-a Thing above giants, with its crest to the stars 
ana its form an eclipse between the sun and the 
day. The earth changed to ocean, and the ocean 
was blood, and the ocean seemed deep as the seas 
where thewhales spoit in the North, but the surge 
rose not to the keee of tlmt measureless image. 
And the ravens earths round it from all parts of the 
heaven, and the vultures with dead eyes and dull 
scream. And all the bones, before scattered and 
shapeless, sprang to life and to form, some monks, 
and some warriors ; and there was a hoot, and a 
hiss, and a roar, and the storm-of arms. And a 
broad pennon rose out o’f the sea of blood, and 
from the clouds came a pale hand, and it wrote 
on the pennon, ‘ Harold, the Accursed ! ’ Then 
said the stern shape by my side, ‘Harold, fearest 
thou the dead men’s bones ? ’ and its voice was 
as a trumpet that gives strength to the craven, 
and I answered, ‘Niddering, indeed, were Harold, 
to fear the bones of the dead ! ’ 

“As I spoke, as if hell had burst loose, came a 
gibber of scorn, and all vanished at once, save the 
ocean of b) ood. Slowly came from the north, over 
the sea, a bird like a raven, save that it was blood- 
red, like the ocean; and there came from the south, 
swimming towards me, a lion. And I looked to 
the spectgj; and the pride of war Mad gone from 
its face, which was so sad that methought I for¬ 
got raven and lion, and wept to see it. Then the 
spectre ftok me in its vast arms, and its breath 
froze my veins, and it kissed my brow and my 
lips, and said, gently and fondly, as my mother 
in some childish sickness, ‘Harold, my best be¬ 
loved, mourn net. Thou hast all which the sons of 
Woden dreamed in their dreams of Valhalla ! ’ 
Thus saying, the form receded slowly, slowly, still 
gazing on me with its sad eyes. I stretched forth 
my hand to detain it, and in my grasp, was a 
shadowy spectre. And lo! round me, as if from 
the earth, sprang up thegns q/id chiefs, in tUr ar¬ 
mour ; and a board was spread, and a wassau was 
blithe around me. So my heart felt cheered and 
light, and in my hand was still the sceptre. And 
we feasted long and merrily; but over the feast 
flapped the wings of thebtofid-redraven, and over 
the blood-red sea beyond, swam the lion near and 
near. And in the heavens there were two stars, 
one pale and steadfast, the other rushing and lu¬ 
minous ; and a shadowy hand pointed from the 
cloud to the pale star, and a voice said, ‘Lo, Ha¬ 
rold 1 the star that shone on thy birth.’ And 
another hand pointed to the luminous star, and 
another voice said, ‘Lo, the star that shone on the 
birth of the victor.’ Then lo ! the bright star 
grew fiercer and larger; and, rolling on with a 
hissing sound, as when ironjs dipped into water, 
it rushed over the disk of the mournful planet, and 
the whole heavens seeroedon fire. So methought 
the dream faded away, and in fading I heard a 
full swell of music, as the sweU of «n anthem in ] 


an aisle ; a music like that which but once in my 
life I heard; when I stood in the train of Edward, 
in the halls of Winchester, the day they crowned 
him king.’’ 

Harold ceased, and the'Vala slowly lifted her 
head from her bosom, and surveyed him in pro¬ 
found silence, and with a gaze that seemed vacant 
and meaningless. 

“ Why dost thou look on me thus ; and why 
art thou so silent ? ” asked the Earl. 

“The cloud is on my sight, and the burthen is 
on my soul, and I cannot read thy rede,” mur¬ 
mured the Vala. “ But mom, the ghost-chaser, 
that waketh life, the action, charms into slumber 
lif^tbe thought. As the stars pale at the rising 
of the sun, so fade the lights of the soul when the 
buds revive in the dews, and the larks sing to the 
day. In thy dream lies thy future, as the wing 
of the moth in the web of the changing worm; 
but, whether for weal or for woe, thou shalt burst 
through thy mesh, and spread thy plumes in the 
air. Of myself I know nought. Await the hour 
when Skulda shall pass into the soul of her ser¬ 
vant, and thy fate shall rush from my lips as the 
rush of the waters lrom the heart of the cave.”. 

“ I am content to abide,” said Harold with his 
wonted smile, so calm and so lofty ; “ but 1 can¬ 
not promise thee that I shall heed thy rede, or 
obey thy warning, when my reason hath awoke, 
as while I speak it awakens, from the fumes of 
the fancy and the mists of the night.” 

The Vala sighed heavily, but made no answer. 


Chapter III. 

Githa, Earl Godwin’s wife, sate in her cham¬ 
ber, and her heart was sad. In the room was one 
of her sons, the one deater to her than all, Wol- 
noth, her darling. For the rest of her sons were 
stalwart and strong of frame, and in their infancy 
she had known not a mother’s fears. But Wol- 
noth had come into the world before his time, and 
sharp had been the travail of the mother, and long 
between life and death the struggle of the n^jr. r - 
bom babe. And his cradle had been rocked with 
a trembling knee, and his pillow been bathed wilh 
hot tears. Frail had been his childhood—a thing 
that hung on her care; and now, as the boy grew, 
blooming and strong, into youth, the mother felt 
that she had given life twice to her child. There¬ 
fore was he more dear to her than the rest; and, 
therefore, as she gazed upon him now, fair and 
smiling, and hopeful, she mourned for him more 
than for Sweyn, the outcast and criminal, on his 
pilgrimage of woe, to the waters of Jordan, and 
the tomb of our Lllrd. For Wolnoth, selected 
as«the hostage for the faith of his house, was to 
be sent from her arms to the Court of William the 
Norman. the youth smiled and was gay, 

choosing vestment and mantle, and ateghais of 
gold, that he might be flaunting and brave in the 
halls of knighthood and beauty,—•the school of the 
proudest chivalry of the Christian world. Too 
young, and too thoughtless, to share the wise hate 
of his elders for the manners and forms Of t|ie 
foreigners, their gaiety and splendour, as his hoy-* 
hood had seen them, relieving the gloom of the 
cloister court, and contrasting the spleen and the 
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rudeness of the Saxon temperament, had dazzled 
his fancy and half Norm anised his mind. A proud 
and happy boy was he, to go as hostage tor the 
faith, ana representative of the rank, of his mighty 
kinsmen; and step into manhood in the eyes of 
the dames of Rouen. 

By Wolnoth's side stood his young sister, 
Thyra, a mere infant; and her innocent sym¬ 
pathy with her brother’s pleasure in gaud and 
toy saddened Githa yet more. 

“O my son! ” said the troubled mother, “ why 
of all my children have they chosen thee ? Harold 
is wise against danger, and Tostig is fierce against 
foes, and Gurth is too loving to wake hate in the 
sternest, and from the mirth of sunny Leofvffic 
sorrow glints aside, as the shaft from the sheen of 
a shield. But thou, thou, O beloved!—cursed 
be the king that chose thee, and cruel was the 
father that forgot the light of the mother’s eyes! ” 

“Tut, mother the dearest,” said Wolnoth, 
pausing from the contemplation of a silk robe, 
all covered with broidered peacocks, which had 
been sent him as a gift from his sister the Queen, 
and wrought with her own fair hands; for a no¬ 
table needle-woman, despite her sage lere, was 
the wife of the Saint King, as sorrowful women 
mostly are,—“Tut! the bird must leave the nest 
when the wings are fledged. Harold the eagle, 
Tostig the kite, Gurth the ring-dove, and Leof- 
wine the stare. See, my wings are the richest 
of all, mother, and bright is the sun in which thy 
peacock shall spread his pranked plumes.” 

Then, observing that his liveliness provoked no 
smile from his mother, he approached, and said 
more seriously,— 

“ Bethink thee, mother mine. No other choice 
was left to king or to father. Harold, and Tos¬ 
tig, and Leofwine, have their lordships and offices. 
Their posts are fixed, and they stand as the 
columns of our house. And Gurth is so young, 
and so Saxish, and so the shadow of Harold, that 
his hate to the Noman is a bye-word already 
among our youths; for hate is the more marked 
in a temper of love, as the blue of this border 
segibs black against the white of the woof. But 
if— the good king knows that I shall be welcome, 
flit the Norman knights love Wolnoth, and I 
have spent hours by the knees of Montgommeri 
and Grantmesnil, listening to the feats of Rolf- 
ganger, and playing with their gold chains of 
knighthood. And the stout Count himself shall 
knight me, and I shall come back with the spurs 
of gold which thy ancestors, the brave Kings of 
Norway and Daneland, wore ere knighthood was 
known. Come, kiss xpe, my mother, and come 
see the brave falcpns Harold has sent me:—true 
Welch! ” * 

Githa. rested her face on her son’s slioulder,and 
her tears Blinded her, The door opened genfiy, 
and Harold ientered; and with tfe Earl, a pale 
dark haired boy, Haco, the-son oiSweyn. 

But Githa, absorbed in her darling Wolnoth, 
scarce saw the grandchild reared afar from her 
knees, and hurried at once .to Harold. In his 
presence she felt comfort and safety ; for Wol- 
noih leant on her heart, and her heart leant on 
'Harold. 

“ O son, son! ” she cried, “ firmest of hand, 
surest of faith, and wisest of brain, in the house 


of Godwin, tell me that he yonder, he thy young 
brother, risks no danger in the halls of the Nor¬ 
mans ! ” 

“ Not more than in these, mother,” answered 
Harold, soothing her, with caressing lip and 
gentle tone. “ Fierce and ruthless, men say, is 
William the Duke against foes with their swords 
in their h&nds, but debonnair and mild to the 
ijgillc,* frank host and kind lord. And these 
Normans have code of their own„more grave 
than all morals, more binding than ev%n thftir 
fanatic religion. Thou knowest it well, mother, 
for it comes from thy race of the North, and this 
code of honour, they call it, makes Wolnoth’s 
head as sacred as the relics of a saint set in 
zimmes. Ask only,* my brother, when thou 
comest in sight of the Normhn Duke, ask only 
‘ the kiss of peace,’ and, that kiss on the brow, 
thou wilt sleep more safely than if all the banners 
of England waved over thy couch.’’ti 

“But how long shall the exile be?’’asked 
Githa, comforted., 

Harold’s brow fell. 

“Mother, not even to cheer thee will I deceive. 
The time of the hostagesliip rests with the King 
and the Duke. As long as the one affects fear 
from the race of Godwin, as long as the other 
feigns care for such priests or such knights as 
were not banished from the realm, being not 
courtiers, but scattered wide and far in convent 
and homestead, so long will Wolnoth and Iiaco 
be guests in the Norman Halls.” 

Githa wrung her hands. 

“ But comfort, my mother; Wolnoth is young, 
his eye is keen, and his spirit prompt and quick. 
He will mark these Norman captains, he will 
learn their strength and their weakness, their 
manner of war, and he will come back, not as 
Edward the King came, a lover of things qn- 
Saxon, out able to warn and to guide us against 
the plots of the camp-court, which threatens 
more, year by year, the peace of the world. 
And he will see there arts we may worthily 
borrow: not the cut of a tunic, and the fold of 
a gonna, but the arts of men who found states 
and build nations. William the Duke is splen¬ 
did aqd wise; merchants tell us how crafts 
thrive under his iron hand, and warmen say that 
his fogs are constructed with skill and his battle- 
schenres planned the mason plans key-stone 
ftnd arch, with weight portioned out to the prop, 
and the force of the hand made tenfold by tne 
science of the brain. So that the boy will re¬ 
turn to us a man roun/i and complete, a teacher 
of greybeards, and the sage of nis kin ; fit for 
earldom and rule, fit for glory and England. 
Grieve not, daughter of the Dane kings, that_thy 
son, the best loved, bath nobler school and wider 
field than his brothers.” 

* So Robert of Gloucester says pithily of William, 
“ Kyng Wylliam was to mild men debonnere ynou.”— 
Hbarne, v. ii. p. 309.* 

t This kiss ot peace was held singularly sacred by the 
Normans, and all 'the more knightly races of the con¬ 
tinent. "liven the craftiest dissimulator, designing fraud, 
and stratagem, and murder to a foe, would not, to gain 
his ends, betray the pledge of the kiss of peace. W hen 
Henry II. consented to meet Beckct after bis return 
from Rome, and promised to remedy all of which his 
prelate complained, he struck prophetic dismay into 
Becket’s heart by evading the ids* of peace. 
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This appeal touched the proud heart of the 
niece of Canute the Great, and she almost forgot 
the grief of her love in the hope of her ambition. 

She dried her tears and smiJed upon Wolnoth, 
and alreaajPTtH the dreams of a mother’s vanity, 
saw him great as Godwin in council, and pros¬ 
perous as Harold in the field. Nor, half Norman 
as he was, did the young man seenf insensible 
of the manly and elevated patriotism of his 
brother’s hinted lessons, though he felt the$ 
iiflplied reproof. He came to the Earl, whose 
arm was round his mother, and said with a frank 
heartiness not usual to a nature somewhat frivo¬ 
lous and irresolute— 

“ Harold, thy longue could kindle stones into 
men, and warm those men into Saxons. Thy 
Wolnoth shall not hang his head with shame 
when he comes back to our merrie land with 
shaven locks and spurs of gold. For if thou 
doubtest his race from his look, thpu shalt put 
thy rigjit hand on his heart, and feel England 
beat there in every pulse.” 

“Brave words, and well spoken,” cried the 
Earl, and he placed his hand on the boy’s head 
as in benizon. 

Till then, Haco had stood apart, conversing 
with the infant Tliyra, whom his dark, mournful 
face awed and yet touched, for she nestled close 
to him, and put her little hand in his; but now, 
inspired no less than his cousin by Harold’s 
noble speech, he came proudly forward by Wol- 
noth’s side, and said— 

“ I, too, am English, and I have the name of 
Englishman to redeem.” 

Ere Harold could reply, Githa exclaimed— 

“ Leave there thy right hand on ray child’s 
head, ariS say, simply,—‘ By my troth and my 
plight, if the Duke detain Wolnoth, son of Githa, 
against*just plea, and King’s assent to his return, 
I, Harold, will, failing letter and nuncius, cross 
the seas, to restore the child to the mother.’ ” 

Harold hesitated. 

A sharp cry of repr oach that went to his heart 
broke from Githa’s lips. 

“ Ah! cold and self-heeding, wilt thou send 
him to ..bear a peril from which thou shrinkcst 
thyself?” * 

“By my troth and my plight, then,” said the 
Earl, “if, fair time elapsed, peace in England, 
without plea of justice, atid against my king’s 
fiat, Duke William of Normandy detain the hom¬ 
ages,—thy son and this dear boy, more sacred, 
and more dear to me for his father’s woes,—I 
will cross the seas, to restore the child to the 
•mother, the fatherless to his fatherland. So 
help me, all-seeing One, Amen and Amen ! ” 


Chapter IV. 

•We have seen, in an earlier part of this record, 
that Harold possessed, anlongst his numerous 
and more stately possession^ a house, not far 
from the old Roman dwellingrplace pf Hilda. 
And in this residence he now (save when with 
the king) made his chief abode. He gave as the 
reasons for his selection, the cbft-m it took, in 
his eyes, from that signal mark of affection which 
his ceorls had rendered him, in purchasing the 


house and tilling the ground in his absence; and 
more especially the convenience of its vicinity to 
the new palace at Westminster; for, by Edward’s 
special desire, while the other brothers repaired 
to their different domains, Harold remained near 
his royal person. To use the words of the great 
Norwegian chronicler, “ Harold was always with 
the Court itself, and nearest to the king in all 
service.” “ The king loved him very much, and 
kept him as his own son, for he had no children.”* 
This attendance on Edward was naturally most 
close at the restoration to power of the Earl’s 
family. For Harold, mild and conciliating, was, 
like Aired, a great peacemaker, and Edward had 
never cause to complain of him, as he believed 
he had of the rest of that haughty house. But 
the true spell which made dear to Harold the 
rude building of timber, with its doors open all 
day to his lithsmen, when with a light heart he 
escaped from the halls of Westminster, was the 
fair face of Edith his neighbour. The impres¬ 
sion which this young girl had made upon Harold 
seemed to partake of the strength ol a fatality. 
For Harold had loved her before the marvellous 
beauty of her womanhood began; and, occupied 
from his earliest youth in grave and earnest affairs, 
bis heart bad never been frittered away on the 
mean and frivolous affections o£ the idle. Now, 
in that comparative leisure of his stormy life, he 
was naturally most open to the influence of a 
charm more potent than all the glamoury of 
Hilda. 

The autumn sun shone through the golden 
glades of the forest-land, when Edith sate alone 
on the knoll that faced forest-land and road, and 
watched afar. 

And the birds sung cheerily; but that was 
not thersound for which Edith listened : and the 
squirrel darted from tree to tree on the sward 
beyond ; but not to see the games of the squirrel 
sate Edith by the grave of the Teuton. By-and- 
by, came the cry of the dogs, and the tall gre- 
houndt of Wales emerged from the bosky dells. 
Then Edith’s heart heaved, and her eyes bright¬ 
ened. And now, with his hawk on his wrist, 
and his spear J in his hand, came, through the 
yellowing boughs, Harold the Earl. .* 

And well may ye ween, that his heart beat as 
loud and his eye shone as bright as Edith’s, when 
he saw who had watched for his footsteps on the 
sepulchral knoll; Love, forgetful of the presence 
of Deathso has it ever been, so ever shall it 
be 1 He hastened his stride, and bounded up 
the gentle hillock, and his dogs, with a joyous 
bark, came round the knees of Edith. Then 
Harold shook the bird from his wrist, and it fell, 
with its light wing, on the altar-stone of Thor. 

“ Thou art late, but thou art welcome, Harold 
my kinsman,” said Edith, simply, as she bent 
her face ove^the hounds, whose gaunt heads she 
caressed. 

“ Call me not kinsman,” said Harold, shrink- 

• Sxorho Sturleson’s Heimskringla, — Laing’s 
Translation, p. 75—77. „ , , , , 

1 Tho gre-hound was so called from hunting the gre 
or badger. 

t The spear .and the hawk were as the badgtes.||f 
Saxon nobility; and a thegn was seldom seen abroad 
without the one pn his left wrist, the Qther ip his right 
band. 
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ing, and with a dark cloud on his broad 
brow. 

•* And why, Harold ? ” 

6 h, Edith, why ? ” murmured Harold; and 
his thought added, “ she knows not, poor child, 
that in that mockery of kinship the Church sets 
its ban on our bridals.” 

He turned, and chid his dogs fiercely as they 
gambolled in rough glee round their fair friend. 

■fhe hounds crouched at the feet of Edith ; 
and Edith looked in mild wonder at the troubled 
face of the Earl. 

“ Thine eyes rebuke me, Edith, more than my 
words the hounds! ” said Harold, gently. “ But 
there is quick blood in my veins ; and the mind 
must be calm when it would control the humour. 
Calm was my mind, sweet Edith, in the old time, 
when thou wert an infant bn my knee, and 
wreathing, with these rude hands, flower-chains 
for thy neck like the swan’s down, I said—‘ The 
flowers fade, but the chain lasts when love weaves 
it.”’ 

« Edith again bent her face Over the crouching 
hounds. Harold gazed on her with mournful 
fondness; and the bird still sung, and the squirrel 
swung himself again from bough to bough. 
Edith spoke first— 

“ My godmother, thy sister, hath sent for me, 
Harold, and I am to go to the court to-morrow. 
Shalt thou be there ? ” 

“Surely,” said Harold, in an anxious voice, 
“ surely, 1 will be there I So my sister hath sent 
for thee : wittest thou wherefore ? ” 

Edith grew very pale, and her tone trembled 
as she answered— 

“ Well-a-day, yes.” 

“ It is as I feared, then! ” exclaimed Harold, 
in great agitationand my sister, whom these 
monks have demented, leagues herself with the 
King against the law of the wide welkin and the 
grand religion of the human heart. Oh!” con¬ 
tinued the Earl, kjndling into an enthusiasm, 
rare to his even moods, but wrung as much from 
his broad sense as from his strong affection, 
“ when I compare the Saxon of our land and 
day, all enervated and decrepit by priestly super¬ 
stition, with his forefathers m the first Christian 
era, yielding to the religion they adopted in its 
simple truths, but not to that rot of social happi¬ 
ness and free manhood which this cold and life¬ 
less monachism—making virtue the absence of 
human ties—spreads around—which the great 
Bede,* though himself a monk, vainly but bit¬ 
terly denounced; “yea, verily, when I see the 
Saxon already the tneowe of the priest, I shudder 
to ask how longghe will be folk-free of the 
tyrant.” 

He paused, breathed hard, and seizing almozt 
sternly, the girl’s trembling arm, he resumed be¬ 
tween his set teeth,—“ So they wotld have thee 
be a nun ?—Thou wilt not,—thou durst not,— 
thy heart would perjure thy vows! ” 

“Ah, Harold! ” answered Edith, moved out 
of all bashfulness by his emotion and her own 
terror of the convent, and answering, if with the 
lovf of a women, still with all the unconscious¬ 
ness of a child: “ Better, oh better the grave of 
the body than that of the heart!—la the grave 
•Bed , Epist. ad Egbert, 


I could still live for those I love; behind the 
Grate, love itself must be dead. Yes, thou 
pitiest me, Harold ; thy sister, the Queen, is 
gentle and kind; I will fling myself at her feet, 
and say—‘ Youth is fond, and the world is fair: 
let me live my youth, and bless God in the world 
that he sa^ was good! ” 

“My own, own dear Edith!” exclaimed 
Harold, overjoyed. “ Say this. Be firm; they 
cannot, and they dare not force thee* The lq,w 
cannot wrench thee against thy will from the 
ward of thy guardian Hilda; and, where the law 

is, there Harold at least is strong,—and there at 
least our kinship, if my bane, is thy blessing.” 

“ Why, Harold, sayest thou that our kinship 
is thy bane ? It is so sweet to me to whisper to 
myself, ‘ Harold is of thy kith, though distant; 
and it is natural to thee to have pride in his fame, 
and joy in his presence ! ’ Why is that sweet¬ 
ness to me, to thee so bitter ? ” 

“ Because,” answered Harold, dropping the 
hand he had clasped, and folding his arms in 
deep dejection, “because but for that I should 
say—‘ Edith, I love thee more than a brother : 
Edith, be Harold’s wife! ’ And were I to say 

it, and were we to wed, all the priests of the 
Saxons would lift up their hands in horror, and 
curse our nuptials, and I should be the bann’d 
of that spectre the Church; and my house would 
shake to its foundations; and my father, and my 
brothers, and the thegns and the proceres, and 
the abbots and prelates, whose aid makes our 
force, would gather round me with threats and 
with prayers, that I might put thee aside. And 
mighty as I am now, so mighty once was Sweyn 
my brother; and outlaw as Sweyn is nqjv, might 
Harold be, and outlaw if Harold were, what 
breast so broad as his could fill up the^gap left 
in the defence of England ? And the passions 
that I curb, as a rider his steed, might break 
their rein; and, strong in justice, and child of 
Nature, I might come, with banner and mail, 
against Church, and House, and Fatherland; 
and the blood of my countrymen might be 
poured like water : and, therefore, slave to the 
lying thraldom he despises, Harold dares not 
say to the maid of his love — 1 Give me thy right 
hand, and be my bride ! ’ ” 

EdL^h had listened ip bewilderment and despair, 
her eyes fixed on his, and her face locked and 
rigid, as if turned to stone. But when he had 
ceased, and, moving some steps away, turned 
aside his manly countenance, that Edith might 
not perceive its anguiSfa{ the noble and sublime 
spirit of that sex wnich ever, when lowliest, most' 
comprehends the lofty, rose superior both to love 
and to grief; and rising, she advanced, and 
placing her slight hand on his stalwart shoulder, 
she said, half in pity half in reverence— 

“ Never before, O Harold, did I feel so proud 
of thee: for Edith could not love thee as she 
doth, and will till the grave clasp , her, if thou 
didst not love En^and more than Edith. Harold, 
till this iour I was a child, and I knew not my 
own heart: I look now into that heart, and I see 
that I am wqpian. Harold, of the cloister I 
have now no fear : and all life does not shrink 
—no, it enlarges, and it soars intp one desire— 
to worthy to pray for thee! ” 



HAROLD. 


55 


“ Maid, maid ! ” exclaimed Harold, abruptly, 
and pale as the dead, “ do not say thou hast no 
fear of the cloister. I adjure, I command thee, 
build not*up between us that dismal everlasting 
wall. While thou art free Hope yet survives— 
a phantom, haply, but Hope still. ” 

“ As thou wilt, I will,” said Editb, humbly : 
“ order my fate so as pleases thee the best.” 

Then, npt daring to trust horself longer, for 
site felt the tears rushing to her eyes, she turned 
away hastily, and left him alone beside the altar- 
stone and the tomb. 


Chapter V. 

The next day, as Harold waS entering the palace 
of Westminster, with intent to seek the King’s 
lady, his father met him in one of the corridors, 
and, taking him gravely by the hand, said— 

“ My son, I have much on my mind regarding 
thee and our House ; come with me.” 

“ Nay,” said the Earl, “ by your leave let it 
be later. For I have it on hand to see my sister, 
ere confessor, or monk, or schoolman, claim her 
hours! ” 

“Not so, Harold,” said the Earl, briefly. 
“ My daughter is now in her oratory, and we 
shall have time enow to treat of things mundane 
ere she is free to receive thee, and to preach to 
thee of things ghostly, the last miracle at St. 
Alban’s, or the last dream of the King, who 
would be a great man and a stirring, if as restless 
when awake as he is in his sleep. Come.” 

Harold, in that filial obedience which belonged, 
as of course, to his antique cast of character, 
made nc? farther effort to escape, but with a sigh 
followed Godwin into one of the contiguous 
chambers. i 

“ Harold,” then said Earl Godwin, after clos¬ 
ing the door carefully, “ thou must not let the 
King keep thee longer in dalliance and idleness; 
thine earldom needs thee without delay. Thou 
knowest that these East Angles, as we Saxons 
still call them, are in truth mostly Danes and 
Norsemen; a people jealous and fierce, and free, 
and more akin to the Normans than to theSaxons. 
My whole power in England hath been founded, 
not less on my common birth with the freefolk 
of Wessex—Saxons like tnyself, and therefore 
easy for me, a Saxon, to conciliate and control— 
than on the hold I have ever sought to establish, 
whether by arms or by arts, over the Danes in 
the realm. And I tell I warn thee, Harold, 
as the natural heir of my greatness, that he who 
cannot command the stout hearts of the Anglo-. 
Danes, will never maintain the race of Godwin 
in the post they have won in the vanguard of 
Saxon England.’’ 

“ This I wot well, my father,” answered 
Harold; “ and I see with joy, that while those 
descendants of heroes and*freemen are blended 
indissolubly with the meeker,Saxon, their freer 
laws and hardier manners are gradually jupplant- 
ing, or rather regenerating, our own.” 

Godwin smiled approvingly on his son, and 
then his brow becoming serious, and the dark 
pupil of his blue eye dilating, he resumed: 

' “This is well, my son; and hast thou thought 
also, that while thou art loitering in these gal¬ 


leries, amidst the ghosts of men in monk cowls, 
Siward is shadowing our House with his glory, 
and all north the Humber rings with his name ? 
Hast thou thought that all Mercia is in the hands 
of Leofric our rival, and that Algar his son, who 
ruled Wessex iu my absence, left there a name 
so beloved, that had I stayed a year longer, the 
cry had been * Algar ’ not ‘ Godwin ’ ?—for so is 
the multitude ever! Now aid me, Harold, for 
my soul is troubled, and I cannot work alone ; 
and though I say naught to others, my heart 
received a death-blow when tears fell from its 
blood-springs on the brow of Sweyn, my first¬ 
born.” The old man paused, and his lip quivered. 

“ Thou, thou alone, Harold, noble boy, thou 
alone didst stand by his side in the hall; alone, 
alone, and I blessed thee in that hour over all the 
rest of my sons. Well, well! now to earth again. 
Aid me, Harold. I open to thee my web : com¬ 
plete the woof when this hand is cold. The new 
tree that stands alone in the plain is soon nipped 
by the winter ; fenced round with the foresj, its 
youth takes shelter from its fellows.* So is it 
with a house newly founded; it must win strength 
from the allies that it sets round its slender stem. 
What had been Godwin, son of Wolnoth, had 
he not married into the kingly house of great 
Canute ? It is this that gives my sons now the 
right to the loyal love of the Danes. The throne 
passed from Canute and his race, and tlje Saxons 
again had their hour; and I gave, as Jephtha 
gave his daughter, my blooming Edith, to the 
cold bed of the Saxon King. Had sons sprung 
from that union, the grandson of Godwin, royal 
alike from Saxon and Dane, would reign on the 
throne of the isle. Fate ordered otherwise, and 
the spider must weave web anew. Thy brother, 
Tostig, has added more splendour than solid 
strength to our line, in his marriage with the 
daughter of Baldwin the Count. The foreigner 
helps us little in England. Thou, O Harold, 
must bring new props to the House. I would 
rather see thee wed to the child of one of our 
great rivals than to the daughter of kaisar, or 
outland king. Siward .bath no daughter undis¬ 
posed of. Algar, son of Leofric hath a daughter 
fair as the fairest; make her thy bride, that Algar 
may cease to be a foe. This alliance will render 
Mercia, in truth, subject to our principalities, 
since the stronger must quell the weaker. It doth 
more. Algar himself has married into the royalty 
of Wales, t Thou wilt win all those fierce tribes 
to thy side. Their forceswwill gain thee the 
marches, now held so feebly under Rolf the 
Norman, and in case of brief reverse, or sharp 
danger, their mountains will give refuge from all 
foes. This day, greeting AJgar, he told me he 
Meditated bestowing bis daughter on Gryflyth, 
the rebel under-King of North Wales. There¬ 
fore,” continued the old Earl, with a smile, “thou 
must speak in tim<| and win and woo in the same 
breath. No hard task, methinks, for Harold of 
the golden tongue.” 

* Tegnbr’s Fritkiof. 

+ Some of the chroniclers say that he married the 
daughter of Gryflyth, the King of North Walefj but 
Gryflyth certainly married Algar’s daughter, and that 
double alii ance could not have been' permitted. It was 
probably, therefore, some more distant kinswoman of 
Gryfiyth’s that was united to Algar. 
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“ Sir, and father,” replied the young Earl, 
■whom the long speech addressed to him had pre¬ 
pared for its dose,' and whose habitual self-con¬ 
trol saved him from disclosing his emotion, “ I 
thank you duteouslv for your care for my future, 
and hope to profit by your wisdom. 1 will ask 
the King’s leave to go to my East Anglians, and 
hold there a folkmutli, administer justice, redress 
grievances, and make thegn and ceorl content 
with Harold, their EarJ. But vain is peace in 
the realm, if there is strife in the house. And 
Aldylh, the daughter of Algar, cannot be house¬ 
wife to me.” 

“Why?” asked the old Earl calmly, and 
surveying his son’s face, with those eyes so clear 
yet so unfathomable. 

“ Because, though I grant her fair, she pleases 
not my fancy, nor would give warmth to my 
heart. Because, as thou knowest well, Algar 
and 1 have ever been opposed, both in camp and 
in council; and I am not the man who can sell 
my love, though 1 may stifle,, my anger. Earl 
HarSld needs no bride to bring spearmen to his 
back at his need ; and his lordships he will guard 
with the shield of a man, not the spindle of a 
woman.” 

“ Said in spite and in error,” replied the old 
Earl, coolly, “Small pain had it given thee to 
forgive Algar old quarrels, and clasp his hand as 
a father-in-law-—if thou hast had for his daughter 
what the great are forbidden to regard save as a 
folly.” 

“ Is love a folly, my father ? ” 

“Surely, yes,” said the Earl, with some sad¬ 
ness—“ surely yes, for those who know that life 
is made up of business and care, spun out in long 
years, not counted by the joys of an hour. Surely, 
yes ; thinkest thou that 1 loved my first wife, the 
proud sister of Canute, or that Edith, thy sister, 
loved Edward, when he placed the crown on her 
head?” 

“ My father, in Edith, my sister, our House 
has sacrificed enow to selfish power.” 

“ I grant it, to selfish power,” answered the 
eloquent old man, “ but not enow for England’s 
safety. Look to it, Harold ; thy years, and thy 
fame, and thy state, place thee freefrom my con¬ 
trol as a father, but not till thou deepest in thy 
cerements art thou free from that father—thy 
land t Ponder it in thine own wise miud—-wiser 
already than that which speaketh to it under the 
hood of grey hairs. Ponder it, and ask thyself if 
thy power, when I am dead, is not necessary to 
the weal of England? and if aught that thy 
schemes can suggest wfiuld so strengthen that 
power, as to find in the heart of the kingdom a 
host of friends like the Mercians; —or if there 
could be a trouble and a bar to thy greataess, & 
wall in thy path, ox a thorn in thy side, like the 
hate or the jealousy of Algar, the son of Leo- 
fric?” 0 

Thus addressed, Harold’s face, before serene 
and calm, grew overcast; and he felt the force of 
his father’s words when appealing to his reason— 
not to his affections. The old man saw the ad¬ 
vantage he had gained, and prudently forebore to 
press it. Rising, he drew round him his sweep¬ 
ing gonna lined with furs, and only when he 
reached the door, he added:— 


“ The, old see afar; they stand on the height of 
experience, as a warder on the crown of a tower; 
and I tell thee, Harold, that if thou lft slip this 
golden occasion, years hence—long and many— 
thou wilt rue the loss of the hour. And that, 
unless Mercia, as the centre of the kingdom, be 
reconciled\o thy power, thou wilt stand high in¬ 
deed—but on the shelf of a precipice. And if, as 
I suspect, thou Ibvest some other, who now' clouds 
thy perception, and will then check thy ambitiSn, 
thou wilt break her heart with thy desertion, or 
gnaw thine own with regret. For love dies m 
possession—ambition has no fruition, and so 
lives for ever.” 

“That ambition is not mine, my father,” ex¬ 
claimed Harold, eafnestly ; “ I have not thy love 
of power, glorious in thee, even in its extremes. 
I have not thy-” . 

“ Seventy years ! ” interrupted the old man, 
concluding the sentence. “ At seventy nil men 
who have been great will speak as I do ; yet all 
will have known love. Thou nqt ambitious, 
Harold ? Thou knowest not thyself, nor knowest 
thou yet w-hat ambition is. That which I see far 
before me as thy natural prize, I dare not, or 1 
will not say. When time sets that prize within 
reach of thy spear’s point, say then, ‘ I am not 
ambitious ! ’ Ponder and decide.” 

And Harold pondered long, and decided not 
as Godwin amid have wished. For he had not 
the seventy years of his father, and the prize lay 
yet in the womb of the mountains; though the 
dwarf and the gnome were already fashioning the 
ore to the shape of a crown. 


Chapter VI. f 

While Harold mused over his father’s words. 
Edith, seated on a low stool beside the Lady of 
England, listened with earnest but mournful 
reverence to her royal namesake. 

The Queen’s* closet opened like the King’s 
on one hand to an oratory, on the other to a spa¬ 
cious anteroom; the lower part of the walls was 
covercdrwith arras, leaving space for a niche that 
contained an image of the Virgin. Near the 
doorway to the oratory, was the stoupe or asper- 
soriura for holy-water; and in vari6us cysts and 
crypts, in either room, were caskets containing 
tire relics of saints. The purple light lrom the 
stained glass of a high narrow window, shaped 
in the Saxon arch,, streamed rich and lull over 
the Queen’s bended head like a glory, and tinged 
her pale cheek, as with a maiden blush ; and she 
might have furnished a sweet model for early 
artist, in his dreams of St. Mary the Mother, not 
when, young and blest, she held the divine Infant 
in her arms, but when sorrow had reached even 
the immaculate bosom, and the stone had been 
rolled over the Holy Sepulchre. For beautiful 
the face still was, and mild beyond all words; 
but, beyond all words also, sad in its tender 
resignation. 

And thus said the Queen to her godchild. 

•Tho title of queen is employed in these pages, as 
one which our historians have unhesitatingly given to 
the consorts of our Saxon kings; hut tho usual and cor¬ 
rect designation of Edward’s royal wife, in her own time, 
would be, fidith the Lady. 
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“Why dost thou hesitate and turn away? 
Thinfeest thou, poor child, in thine ignorance of 
life, that the world ever can give thee a bliss 
greater thin the calm of the cloister ? Pause, 
and ask thyself, young as thou art, if all the true 
happiness thou hast known, is not bounded to 
hope. As long as thou hopest, thou dtt happy.” 

Edith sighed deeply, and moved her young 
head in involuntary acquiescence* 

0 ‘ And wJiat is life to the nun, but hope. In 
that hope she knows not the present,she lives in 
the future ; site hears ever singing the chorus of 
the angels, as St. Dunstan heard them sing at 
the birth of Edgar.* That hope unfolds to her 
the lieiligthum of the future. On earth her body, 
in heaven her soul! ” 

“ And her heart, O Lady of Englgnd ? ” cried 
Edith, with a sharp pang. 

The Queen paused a moment, and laid her 
pale hand kindly on Edith’s bosom. 

“Not beating, child, as thine does now, with 
vain thoughts, and worldly desires ; but calm, 
calm as mine. It is in our power," resumed 
the Queen, after a second pause, “ it is in our 
power to make the life within us all soul; so that 
the heart is not, or is felt not; so that grief and 
joy have no power over us: so that we look 
tranquil on the stormy earth, as yon image of the 
Virgin, whom we make our example, looks from 
the silent niche. Listen, my godchild and darling. 

“ I have known human state^and human de¬ 
basement. In these halls I woke Lady of Kng- 
laud, and, ere sunset, my lord banished me, with¬ 
out one mailt of honour, without one word of 
comfort, to the convent of Wherwell;—my 
father, my mother, my kin, all in exile ; and my 
tears falling fast for them, but not on a husband’s 
bosom.”* 

“ Ah then, noble Edith,” said the girl, colour¬ 
ing with anger at the remembered wrong for her 
Queen, “ah, then, surely at least, thy heart made 
itself heard.’’ 

“ Ileaid, yea verily,” said the Queen, looking 
up, and pressing her hands ; “ heaid, but the soul 
rebuked it. And the soul said, ‘Blessed are they 
that mourn ’; and I rejoiced at the new trial 
which brought me nearer to Him who chastens 
those He loves.” 

“ But thy banished kin—file valiant, the wise; 
they who placed thy lord on the throne ? ” 

“Was it no comfort,” answered the Queefl 
simply, “ to think that in the House of God my 
prayers for them would be more accepted in the 
hall of kings ? Yes, my cTind, I have known the 
world’s honour, and the world’s disgrace, and I 
have schooled my heart to be calm in both.” 

“Ah, thou art above human strength, Queen 
and Saint,” exclaimed Edith; “and I have 
heard it said of thee, that as thou art now, thou 
wert from thine earliest years ;f ever the sweet, 
the calm, the holy—ever leas on earth than in 
heaven.” 

Something there was in the Queen’s eyes, as 
she raised them towards Edith at this burst of 
enthusiasm, that gave ior a moment, to a face 
otherwise so dissimilar, the likeness to her father; 
something, in that large pupil, of the inipenetra- 

* Ethel. Dr. Gen. Reg. A ng. 
l + Ailred, De Vit. Edward Confess. 


ble unrevealing depth of a nature close and secret 
in self control. And a more acute observer than 
Edith might long have bdfei perplexed aud 
haunted with that look, wondering* if indeed, 
under the divine and spiritual composure lurked 
the mystery of human passion. 

“ My child,” said the Queen, with the faintest 
smile upon her lips, and drawing Edith towards, 
her, “ there are moments, when all that breathe 
the breath of life feel, or have felt alike. In my 
vain youth, I read, I mused, I pondered, but 
over worldly lore. And what men called the 
sanctity of virtue, was perhaps but the silence of 
thought. Now I have put aside those early and 
childish dreams and shadows, remembering them 
not, save (here the smile grew more pronounced), 
to puzzle some poor schoolboy with the knots 
and riddles of the sharp grammarian, t But not 
to speak of myself have I sent for tftee. Edith, 
again adfi again, solemnly and sincerely, I pray 
thee to obey the wish of my lord the King. And 
now, while yet in ajl the bloom of thought, as of 
youth, while thou hast no memory save the 
qhild’s, enter on the Realm of Peace.” 

“ I cannot, 1 dare not, I cannot—ah, ask me 
not,” said poor Edith, covering her face with 
her hands. 

Those hands the Queen gently withdrew ; and 
looking steadfastly in the changeful and hall- 
averted face, she said mournfully, “ It is so, my 
godchild ? and is thy heart set on the hopes of 
earth—thy dreams on the love of man ? ” 

“Nay,” answered Edith, equivocating; “but 
I have promised not to take the veil.” 

“ Promised to Hilda ? ” 

“Hilda,” exclaimed Edith readily, “would 
never consent to it. Thou knowest her strong 

nature, her distaste to—to-” 

“ The laws of our holy Church—I do; and 
for that reason it is, mainly, that I join with the 
King in seeking to abstract thee from her in¬ 
fluence. But it is not Hilda that thou hast pro¬ 
mised ? ” 

Edith hung licr head. * 

“Is it to woman or to man ? ” 

Before Edith could answer the door from the 
ante-room opened gently, but without the usual 
ceremony, and Harold entered. His quick quiet 
eye embraced both forms, and curbed Edith’s 
young impulse, which made her start from fier seat, 
"and advance joyously towards him as a protector. 

“ Fair day to thee, my sister,” said the Earl, 
advancing; “ and pardon, if L break thus rudely 
on thy leisure; for few are the moments when 
beggar and Benedictine leave thee free to receive 
thy brother.” 

“ Dost thou reproach me; Harold ? ” 

No, Heaven f'orfend ! ” replied the Earl, 
cordially, and with a look at once of pity and 
admiration ; “ for thou art one of the few, in this 
court of sinmlato^ sinceie and true; and it 
pleases thee to serve the Divine Power in thy 
way, as it pleases me to serve Him in mine.’’ 

“ Thine, Harold ? ” said the Queen, shaking 
her head, but with a look of some human pride 
and fondness in her fair lace. * • 

“ Mine; as I learned it from thee when I was 
thy pupil, Edith; when to those studies in which 
| * Ingulfus. 
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thou didst precede me, thou first didst lure me 
from sport and pajgime; and from thee I learned 
to glow over the awds of Greek and Roman, and 
say, 'They Jived and died as men; like them 
may I live and die! ’ ” 

“Ob, true—too true !” said the Queen, with 
a sigh; “ and I am to blame grievously that I 
did so pervert to earth a mind that might other¬ 
wise have learned holier examples; nay, smile 
not with that haughty lip, my brotHer ; for be¬ 
lieve me—yea, believe me—there is more true 
valour in the life of one patient martyr than in the 
victories of Caesar, or even the defeat of Brutus.” 

“It maybe so,” replied the Earl, “but out of 
the sanie oak we carve the spear and the cross; 
and those not worthy to hold the one, may yet not 
guiltily wield the other. Each to his path of life— 
and mine is chosen.” Thenchanginghis voice, with 
some abruptness, he said, “ But what hast thou 
been saying to thy fair godchild, that her cheek 
is pale, and her eyelids seem so heavy ? Edith, 
Edith, my sister, beware how thou shapest the 
lot of the martyr without the peace of the saint. 
Had Algive the nun been wedded to Sweyn our 
brother, Sweyn were not wending, bare footed 
and forlorn, to lay the wrecks of desolated life at 
the Holy Tomb.” 

“ Harold, Harold! ” faltered the Queen, much 
struck with his words. 

“ But,” the Earl continued—and something of 
the pathos which belongs to deep emotion vi¬ 
brated in the eloquent voice, accustomed lo com¬ 
mand and persuade—“ we strip not the green 
leaves for our yule-hearths—we gather them up 
when dry and sere. Leave youth on the bough— 
lefthebird sing to it—let it play free in the airs of 
heaven. Smoke comes from the branch which, 
• t cut in the sap, is cast upon the fire, and regret 
{ from the heart which is severed from the world 
■ while the world is in its May.” 

The Queen paced slowly, but in evident agita¬ 
tion, to and fro the room, and her hands clasped 
convulsively the rosary round her neck; then, 
after a pause of tftought, she motioned to Edith, 
and, pointing to the oratory, said with forced, 
composure, “ Enter there, ana there kneel; com¬ 
mune with thyself, and be still. Ask for a sign 
from above—pray for the grace within. Go; I 
would speak alone with Harold.” 

Edith crossed her arms on her bosom meekly, 
and passed into the oratory. The Queen watched 
her for a few moments, tenderly, as the slight, 
child-like form bent before the sacred symbol. 
Then she closed the door gently, and coming 
with a quick step to Harold, said, in a low but 
clear voice, “ Dost thou love the maiden ? ” 

“ Sister,” answered the Earl sadly, “ I love 
her as a man should love woman—more than 
my life, but less than the ends life lives for.” 

“ Oh, world, world, world!” cried the Queen 
passionately, “not even to tShe own objects art 
thou true. O world ! O world ! thou desirest 
happiness below, and at every turn, with every 
vanity, thou tramplest happiness under foot! 
Ye^, yes; they said to me, * For the sake of our 
‘greatness, thou shalt wed King Edward.’ And 

I live in the eyes that loath me—and—and-” 

The Queen, as if conscience-stricken, paused 
aghast, kissed devoutly the relic suspended to 


her rosary, and continued, with such calmness 
that it seemed as if two women were blent in one, 
so startling was the contrast. “And I have 
had my reward, but not from the world ! Eyen 
so, Harold the Earl, and Earl’s son, thou lovest 
yon fair child, and she thee ; and ye might be 
happy, if happiness were earth’s end; but, though 
high-born, and of .fair temporal possessions, sne 
brings thee not landsbroad enough for her dowry, 
nor troops of kindred to swell thy lithsmen, aiid 
she is not a markstone in thy march to ambition; 
and so thou lovest her as man loves woman— 
‘ less than the ends life lives for! ’ ” 

“Sister,” said Harold, “thou speakest as I love 
to hear thee speak—as my bright-eyed rose-lip¬ 
ped sister spoke in the days of old ; thou speak¬ 
est as a woman with warm heart, and not as the 
mummy in the stiff cerements of priestly form ; 
and if thou art with me, and thou wilt give me 
countenance, I will many thy godchild, and save 
her alike from the dire superstitions of Hilda, and 
the grave of the abhorrent convent.” 

“ But my father—my father! ” cried the Queen, 
“ who ever bended that soul of steel ? ” 

“ It is not my father I fear; it is thee and thy 
monks. Forgetiest thou that Edith and I are 
within the six banned degrees of the Church ? ” 

“ True,' most true,” said the Queen with a look 
of great terror; “I had forgotten. Avaunt, the 
very thought! Pray—fast—banish it—my poor, 
poor brother ! ” and she kissed his brow. 

“ So, there fades the woman, and the mummy 
speaks again ! ” said Harold bitterly. “ Be it so: 
1 bow to my doom. Well, there may be a time 
when Nature on the throne of England shall pre¬ 
vail over Priestcraft; and, in guerd on lo r all ray 
services, I will then ask a king who hath blood 
in his veins to win me the Pope’s pardoi. and be- 
nizon. Leave me that hope,my sister, and leave 
thy godchild on the shores of the living world.” 

The Queen made no answer, and Harold, augur¬ 
ing ill from her silence, moved on and opened the 
door of the oratory. But the image that there 
met him, the figure still kneeling, those eyes, so 
earnest in the tears that streamed from them fast 
and un’heeded, fixed on the holy rood—awed his 
step and checked his voice. Not till the girl had 
risen, did he break silence; then he said, gently, 

“ My sister will press thee no more, Edith-” 

“ I say not that! ” exclaimed the Queen. 

“ Or if she doth, remember thy plighted pro¬ 
mise under the wide cope of blue heaven, the old 
nor least holy temple ,of our common Father.” 
Wjth these words he left the room. 


Chapter VII. 

Harold passed into the Queen’s ante-cham¬ 
ber. Here the attendance was small and select 
compared with thc^ crowds which we shall see 
presently in the ante-room to the King’s closet: 
lor here came chiefly the more learned ecclesias¬ 
tics, attracted instinctively by the Queen’s own 
mental culture, and few indeed were they in that 
day (perhaps the most illiterate known in Eng¬ 
land since the death of Alfred ;*) and here came 

* The clergy (says Malmesbury), .contented with a 
very slight snare of learning, could scarcely stammer 
out the words of the sacraments ; and a person who 
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not the tribe of impostors, and the relic-venders, 
whom the infantine simplicity and lavish waste 
of the Confessor attracted. Some four or five 
priftts and monks, some lonely widow, some or¬ 
phan child, humble worth, or unprotected sorrow, 
made the noiseless levee of the sweet, *id Queen. 

The groups turned, with patient eyes, towards 
the Earl as he emerged from that chamber, which 
it was rare indeed to quit unconsoled, and mar¬ 
velled at the flush in his cheek, and the disquiet 
on his brow; but Harold was dear to the clients 
of his sister; for, despite his supposed indifference 
to the mere priestly virtues (if virtues we call 
them) of the decrepit time, his intellect was re¬ 
spected by yon learned ecclesiastics; and his 
character, as the foe of all injustice, and the fos¬ 
terer of all that were desolate, was known to yon 
pale-eyed widow and yon trembling orphan. 

In the atmosphere of that quiet assembly, the 
Earl seemed to recover his kindly temperament, 
and he paused to address a friendly or a soothing 
word to each; so that when he vanished, the 
hearts there felt more light; and the silence, 
hushed before his entrance, was broken by many 
whispers in praise of the good Earl. 

Descending a staircase without the walls—as 
even in royal halls the principal staircases were 
then—Harold gai ned , a wide court, in which 
loitered several house carles* and attendants, 
whether of the King or the visitors ; and, reach¬ 
ing the entrance of the palace, took his way to- | 
wards the King’s rooms, which lay near, and ' 
round, what is now called •‘ThePainted Cham¬ 
ber,” then used as a bedroom by Edward on state 
occasions,. 

And now he entered the ante-chamber of his 
royal bnjthcr-in-law. Crowded it was, but ra¬ 
ther seemed it the hall of a convent than the ante¬ 
room of a king. Monks, pilgrims, priests, met 
his eye in every nook; and not there did the Earl 
pause to practise the arts of popular favour. Pass¬ 
ing erect through the midst, he beckoned forth 
the officer, in attendance at the extreme end, 
who, after an interchange of whispers, ushered 
him into the royal presence. The monks and the 
priests, gazing towards the door which had 
closed on his stately form, said to each other :— 

“The King’s Norman favourites at least 
honoured the Church.” 

“That is true,” said an abbot; “ and an its 
were not for two things, I should love the Nor¬ 
man better than the Saxon.” 

“ What are they, my fcftffer ? ” asked an as- 
spiring young monk. 

“ / nprinis ,” quoth the abbot, proud of the one 
Latin word he thought he knew, but that, as we 
see, was an error; “ they cannot speak so as to 
be understdbd, and I fear me much they incline 
to mere carnal learning.” 

Here there was a sanctified,groan :— 

understood grammar was an object of wonder and 
astonishment. Other authorities likely to be impartial, 
speak quite as strongly as to the prevalent ignorance of 
tne time. 

* House carles in the royal court were the body¬ 
guard, mostly, if not all, of Danish origin. They appear 
to have been first formed, or at least employed, in that 
capacity by Canute. With the great earls, die house 
carles probably exercised the same functions; but in the 
ordinary acceptation of the word in families of lower 
rank, bouse carle was a domestic servant. 


“ Count Will jam himself spoke to me in 
Latin! ” continued the abbot, tJ feinghis eyebrow# 

“ Did he ?—Wonderful 1 ” exclaimed several 
voices. “ And what did you answer, holy 
father?” 

“Marry,” said the abbot solemnly, “I replied, 
Inprinis." 

“ Good ! ” said the young monk, with a look 
of profound admiration. 

, “ Whereat the good Countlooked puzzled—as I 
meant him to be:—a heinous fault, and one in¬ 
tolerant to the clergy, that love of profane 
tongues ! Andthe next thingagainstyour Norman 
is (added the abbot, with a sly wink), that he is 
a close man, who loves not his stoup; now, Isay, 
that a priest never has more hold ever a sinner 
than when he makes the sinner open his heart to 
him.” * 

“ That’s dear ! ” said a fat priest, with a lubri¬ 
cate and shining nose. * 

“ And how,” pursued the abbot triumphantly, 

“ can a sinner open his heavy heart until you have 
given him something to lightenit ? Oh, many and 
many a wretched man have I comforted spiritually 
overaflagonof stout ale! audmauya good legacy 
to the Church hath come out of a friendly wassail 
between watchful shepherd and strayed sheep ! 
But what hast thou there ? ” resumed the abbot, 
turning to a man, clad in the lay garb of a bur¬ 
gess of London, who bad just entered the room, 
followed by a youth bearing what seemed a coffer, 
covered with a fine linen cloth. 

“ Holy father ! ” said the burgess, wiping his 
forehead, “ it is a treasure so great, that I trow 
Hugolinc, the King’s treasurer, will scowl at me 
for a year to come, for he likes to keep liis own 
grip on the King’s gold.” 

At this indiscreet observation, the abbot, the 
monks, and all the priestly bystanders looked grim 
and gloomy, for each had his own special design 
upon the peace-of poor Hugoline, the treasurer, 
and liked not to see him the prey of a layman. 

“ Inprinis ! ” quoth the abbot, puffin g ou t the 
word with great scorn; “thinkest TEou, son of 
Mammon, that our good King sets his pious 
heart on gew-gaws, and gems, and such vanities ? 
Thou shofildsmke the goods to Count Baldwin 
of Flanders; or Tostig, the proud Earl’s proud 
son.” 

“ Marry! ” said the cheapman, with a smile; 

“ my treasure will find small price with Baldwin 
the scoffer, and Tostig the vain! Nor need ye 
look at me so sternly, my fathers ; but rather vie 
with each other who shsftl win this wonder of 
wonders for Ms own convent; know, in a word, 
that it is the right thumb of St. Jude, which a 
worthy man bought at Rome for me, t for 3,000 
lb. weight of silver; and I ask but 500 lb. over 
the purchase for my pains and my fee.” * 

“ Humph! ” saic^jthe abbot. 

“Humph!” said the aspiring young monk; 
the rest gathered wistfully round the linen cloth. 

A fiery exclamation of wrath and disdain was 
here heard; and all turning, saw a tall, fierce- 
looking thegn, who had found his way into 1 
group, like a hawk in a rookery. 

* This was cheap. For Agelnoth, Archbishop of 
Canterbury, gave the Pope 6000 lb. weight of silver for 
the arm of St. Augustine.—M almesbury. 
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“ Dost thou tell me, knave,” quoth the thegn, 
m a dialect that ^fepoke him a Dane by origin, 
with the broad burr still retained in the north ; 
“Dost thou tell me that the King will waste his 
gold on such fooleries, while the fort built by 
Canute at the flood of the Humber is all fallen 
into ruin, without a man in steel jacket to keep 
watch on the war fleets of Swede and Nor¬ 
wegian ? ” 

“Worshipful minister,” replied the cheapman, 
with some slight irony in his tone, “ these reve¬ 
rend fathers will tell thee that the thumb of St. 
Jude is far better aid against Swede or Norwe¬ 
gian than forts of stone and jackets of steel; nath- 
less, if thou wantest jackets of steel, I have some 
to sell at a fair price, of the last fashion, and 
helms with long nose-pieces, as are worn by the 
Normans.” 

“ The thumb of a withered old saint,” cried 
the Dane, not heeding the last words, “ more 
defence at the mouth of the Humber than cre¬ 
nellated castles and mailed men! ” 

“ Surely, naught son,” said the abbot, looking 
shocked, and taking part with the cheapman. 
“ Dost thou not remember that, in the pious and 
famous council of I0it4, it was decreed to put 
aside all weapons of flesh against thy heathen 
countrymen, and depend alone on St. Michael to 
fight for us? Thinkest thou that the saint would 
ever suffer his holy thumb to fall into the hands 
of the Gentiles ?—never! Go to, thou art not fit 
to have conduct of the King’s wars. Go to, and 
repent, my son, or the King shall hear of it,” 

“ Ah, wolf in sheep’s clothing! ” mutteftd the 
Dane, turning on his heel; “if thy monastery 
were but built on the other side the Humber! ” 

Tiie cheapman heard him, and smiled. While 
such the scene in the anteroom, we follow Harold 
into the King's presence. 

On entering, he found there a man in the 
prime of life, and though richly ’clad in embroi¬ 
dered gonna, and with gilt ateghar at his side, 
still with the loose robe, the long moustache, 
and the skin of the throat and right hand punc¬ 
tured with characters and devices, which proved 
his adherence to the fashions of the Saxon.* And 
Harold’s eye sparkled, for in this guest he recog¬ 
nised the father of Aldyth, Earl Algar, son of 
Leofric. The two nobles exchanged grave salu¬ 
tations, and each eyed the other wistfully. 

The contrast between the two was striking. 
The Danish race were men generally of larger 
frame and grander mould than the Saxon; t and 
though in all else, as to exterior, Harold was 
eminently Saxon, yet, in common with his 
brothers, he took from the mother's side the lofty 
air and ircyi frame of the old kings of the st-a. 
But Algar, below the middle height, though well 

* William of Malmesbury savs, that the English, at 
the time of the Conquest, loads* their arms with gold 
bracelets, and adorned their skins with punctured de¬ 
signs, i.e., a sort of tattooing. He says, that they then 
wore short garments, reaching to the mid-knee; but 
that was a Norman fashion, and the loose robes assigned 
in the text to Algar were the old Saxon fashion, which 
«.n&dfle hut little distinction between the dress of women 
and that of men. 

► t And in England, to this day, the descendants of 
the Anglo-Danes, in Cumberland and Yorkshire, a|re 
still a taller and bonier race than those of the Anglo- 
Saxons, as in Surrey and Sussex. 


set, was slight yi comparison with Harold. His 
strength was that which men often take rather 
from the nerve than the muscle; a sfrengthjhat 
belongs to quick tempers and restless enemies. 
His light blue eye, singularly vivid and glitter¬ 
ing ; his Quivering lip, the veins swelling at each 
emotion on the fair white temples; the long 
yellow hair, bright as gold, and resisting, in its ‘ 
easy curls, all attempts to curb it into the smooth 
flow most in fashion ; the nervous movements of 
the gesture ; the somewhat sharp and hasty tones 
of the voice ; all opposed, as much as if the two 
m6n were of different races, the steady, deep eye 
of Harold, his composed mien, sweet and majes¬ 
tic, his decorous locks parted on the king-like 
front, with their large single curl where they 
touched the shoulder. Intelligence and will were 
apparent in both the men; but the intelligence 
of one was acute and rapid, that of the other pro¬ 
found and steadfast; the will of one broke in 
flashes of lightning, that of the other was calm 
as the summer sun at noon. 

, “ Thou art welcome, Harold,” said the King, » 
with less than his usual listlessness, and with a 
look of relief as the Earl approached him. 

“ Our good Algar comes to us with a suit well 
worthy consideration, though pressed somewhat 
hotly, and evincing too great a desire for goods 
worldly; contrasting in this his most laudable 
father our well-beloved Leofric, who spends his 
substance in endowing monasteries and dispens¬ 
ing alms; wherefor he shall receive a hundred¬ 
fold in the treasure-house above.” 

“ A good interest, doubtless, my lord the 
King,” said Algar, quickly, “ but owe that is 
not paid to his heirs; and the more need, if my 
father (whom I blame not for doing a~ he lists 
with his own) gives all he hath to the monks— 
the more need, I say, to take care that his son 
shall be enabled to follow Iris example. As it is, 
most noble King, I fear me that Algar, son of 
Leofric, will have nothing to give. In brief, Earl 
Harold,” continued Algar, turning to his fellow 
thegn—“in brief, thus stands the matter. When 
our lotd the King was first graciously pleased to 
consent to rule in England, the two chiefs who 
most assured his throne were thy father and mine: 
often foes, they laid* aside feud and jealousy for 
the sake of the Saxon line. Now, since then, 
thy father hath strung earldom to earldom, like 
links in a coat-mail. And, save Northumbria 
and Mercia, well-nigh all England falls to him 
and his sons: whereas my father remains what 
he was, and my father’s son stands landless and 
penteless. In thine absence the King was gra¬ 
ciously pleased to bestow on me thy father’s 
earldom; rpen say that I ruled it well. Thy 
father returns, and though ” (here Algar’s eyes 
shot fire, and his hand involuntarily rested on his 
ateghar) “I could have held it, methinks, by the 
strong hand, I gave it up at thy father’s prayer 
and the King’s hest with a free heart. Now, 
therefore, I come to my lord, and I ask, ‘What 
lands and what lordships canst thou spare in 
broad England to Algar, once Earl of Wessex, 
and son to the Leofric whose hand smoothed 
the way to tliy throne ?’ My lord the King is 
pleased to preach to me contempt of the world ; 
thou dost not despise the world, Earl of the 
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East Angles,—what sayest thou to the heir of 
Leofric?” 

"That tHy suit is just,” answered Harold, 
calmly, “ but urged with small reverence.” 

Earl Algar bounded like a stag that the arrow 
tiath startled. • 

“ It becomes thee, who hast backed thy suits 
with war shipg and mail, to talk of feverence, and 
reb#ke one whose fathers reigned over earl¬ 
doms,* when thine were, no doubt, ceorls at the 
plough. But for Edric Streone, the traitor and 
ow-born, what had been Wolnoth, thy grand- 
sire?” 

So rude and home an assault in the presence 
of the King, who, though personally he loved 
Harold in his lukewarm way, yet, like all weak 
men, was not displeased'to see the strong split 
their strength against each other, brought the 
blood into Harold’s cheek, but he* answered 
calmlv :— 

" We live in a land, son of Leofric, in which 
birth, though not disesteemed; gives of itself no 
fower in council or camp. We belong to a land 
where men are valued for what they are, not for 
what their dead ancestors might have been. So 
lias it been for ages in Saxon England, where 
my fathers, through Godwin, as thou sayest, 
might have been ceorls; and so, I have heard, 
it is in the land of the martial Danes, wliere my 
fathers, through Githa, reigned on the thrones 
of the North.” 

" Thou dost well,” said Algar, gnawing his 
lip, " to shelter thyself on the spindle side, but 
we Saxons of pure descent think little of your 
kings of the North, pirates .and idolators, and 
eaters of horseflesh ; but enjoy what thou hast, 
and let Aigar have his due.” 

" It is for the King, not his servant, to answer 
the prayer of Algar,” said Harold, withdrawing 
to the farther end of the room. 

Algar’s eyes followed him, and observing that 
the King was fast sinking into one of the fits of 
religious reverie in which he sought to be inspired 
with a decision, whenever his mind was perplexed, 
he moved with a light step to Harold, pdt his 
hand on his shoulder, and whispered,— 

"We do ill to quarrel with each other—I 
repent me of hot words—enodgh. • Thy father is 
a wise man, and sees far—thy father would have 
us friends. Be it so. Hearken: my daughter 
Aldyth is esteemed not the least fair of the 
maidens in England; I will give her to thee as 
thy wife, and as thy morgen gift, thou shall win 
for me from the King the earldom forfeited by 
thy brother Sweyn, now parcelled out amongst 
sub-earls and thegns—easy enow to control. By 
the shrine of St. Alban, dost thou hesitate, man ? ” 

# Very few of the greater Saxon nobles could pretend 
to a lengthened succession in tb#ir demesnes. The 
wars with the Danes, the many revolutions which threw 
new families uppermost, the confiscations and banish¬ 
ments, and the invariable rule of rejecting the Jieir, if 
not of mature years at his father’s death, caused rapid 
changes of dynasty in the several earldoms. But the 
family of Leofric had just claims to a very rare antiquity 
in their Mercian lordship. Leofric was the sixth'Earl 
of Chester and Coventry, in lineal descent from his 
namesake, Leofric the First; he extended the supremacy 
of his hereditary lordshiptfiver all Mercia. See Due- 
oacb, Monas/, vol. lii., p, 102; and Palgravs’s Com- 
monweal/k, Proofs and Illustrations, p, 291. 
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" No, not an instant,” said Harold, stuhg tog 
the quick. "Not, couldst tlftu offer me alt- 
Mercia as her dower, would 1 wed the daughter 
of Algar; and bend my knee, as a son to a wife’s 
father, to the man who despises my lineage, while 
he truckles to my power.” 

Algar’s face grew convulsed with rage; but 
without saying a word to the Earl he strode 
back to Edward, who now with vacant eyes 
looked up from the rosary over which he had 
been bending, and said abruptly— 

“ My lord the King, I have spoken as I think 
it becomes a man who knows his own claims, and 
believes in the gratitude of princes. For three 
days will I tarry in London for your gracious 
answer; on the fourth I depart. May the saints 
guard your throne, and bring around it its best 
defence, the thegn-bom satraps whose fathers 
fought with Allred and Athelstan. All went 
well with merrie England till the hoof of the 
Dane King broke the soil, and mushrooms sprung 
up where the oak-trees fell.” 

When the son of Leofric had left the chamber, 
the King rose wearily, and said in Norman 
French, to which language he always yearningly 
returned when with those who could speak it,— 

“ Beau frire and lien aime, in what trifles 
must a king pass his life ! And, all this while, 
matters grave and urgent demand me. Know 
that Eadincr, the cheapman, waits without, and 
hath brought me, dear and good man, the thumb 
of St. Jude ! What thought of delight! And 
this unmannerly son of strife, with his jay’s voice 
and wolfs eyes, screaming at me for earldoms ! 
—oh the folly of man ! Naught, naught, very 
naught! ” 

" Sir and King,” said Harold; "it ill becomes 
me to arraign your pious desires, but these relics 
are of vast cost; our coasts are ill-defended, and 
t he Dane yet lays claim to your kingdom. Three 
thousand pounds of silver and more does it Heed 
to repair even the old wall of London and 
Southweorc.” • 

** Three thousand pounds ! ” cried the King; 

" thou art mad, Harold ! I have scarce twice 
that sum in the treasury; and besides the thumb 
ol St. Jude, I daily expect the tooth of St. 
Remigius—the tooth of St. Remigius ! ” 

Harold sighed. " Vex not yourself, my lord, 

I will see to the defences of London. For, thanks 
to your grace, my revenues are large, while my 
wants are simple. I seek you now to pray your 
leave to visit my earldom. My lithsmen murmur 
at my absence, and grievances, many and sore, 
have arisen in my exile.” 

The King stared in terror; and his look was 
thaf of a child when about to be left in the dark. 

“ Nay, nay; I cannot spare thee, "beau frire. 
Thou curbest all these stiff thegns—thou leavest 
me time for the devout; moreover, thy father, 
thy father, I will not be left to thy father! I 
love him not! ” 

“ My father,” said Harold, mournfully, “re¬ 
turns to his own earldom; and of all our House 
you will have but the mild face of your queen fijfc 
your side! ” 

The King’s lip writhed at that hinted rebuke, 
or implied consolation. 

" Edith tire Queen,” he said, after a slight 
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ause, “ is pious and good; and she hath never 
ainsaid my wilif and she hath set before her as 
a model the chaste Susannah, as I, unworthy 
man, from youth upward, have walked in the 
pure steps of Joseph.* But,” added the King, 
vrith a touch of human feeling in his voice, 
“canst thou not conceive, Harold, thou who art 
a warrior, what it would be to see ever before 
thee the face of thy deadliest foe—the one against 
whom all thy struggles of life and death had 
turned into memories of hyssop and gall ? ” 

“ My sister! ” exclaimed Harold, in indignant 
amaze, “My sister thy deadliest foe! She who 
never once murmured at neglect, disgrace—she 
whose youth hath been consumed in prayers for 
thee and thy realm—my sister! OKing, I dream ?” 

“Thou dreamest not, carnal man,” said the 
King, peevishly. “ Dreams are the gifts of the 
saints, and are not granted to such as thou! 
Dost thou think that, in the prime of my man¬ 
hood, I could have youth and beauty forced on 
my sight, and hear man’s law and man’s voice 
say, * They are thine, and thine only,’ and not 
feel that war was brought to my hearth, and a 
snare set on my bed, and that the fiend had set 
watch on my soul ? Verily, I tell thee, man of 
battle, that thou hast known no strife as awful 
as mine, and achieved no victory as hard and as 
holy. And now, when my beard is silver, and 
the Adam of old is expelled at the precincts of 
death; now, thinkest thou, that I can be re¬ 
minded of the strife and temptation of yore, 
without bitterness and shame; when days were 
spent in fasting, and nights in fierce prayer; and 
in the face of woman I sawthe devices of Satan ? ” 


Edward coloured as he spoke, and his voice 
trembled with the accents of what seemed hate. 
Harold gazed on him mutely, and delt that at 
last he had won the secret that had ever per- 
lexed him, and that in seeking to be above the 
umanit]i.of love, the would-be saint had indeed 
turned love into the hues of hate—a thought of 
anguish, and 9 memory of pain. 

The King recovered himself in a fiw moments, 
and said, with some dignity, “ But God and his 
saints alone should know the secrets of the house¬ 
hold. What I have said was wrung from me. 
Bury it in thy heart. Leave me, then, Harold, 
sith so.it must be. Put thine earldom in order, 
attend to the monasteries and the poor, and return 
soon. As for Algar, what sayest thou ? ” 

“ I fear me,” answered the large-souledHarold, 
with a victorious effort of justice over resentment, 
“that if you reject his suit you will drive him into 
some perilous extremes. "Despite his rash and 
proud spirit, he is brave against foes, and beloved 
by the ceorls, who oft like best the frank and 
hasty spirit. Wherefore some power and lord- 
ship it were yvise to give, without dispossessing 
others, and not more wise than due, for his father 
served you well.” 

“ And hath endowed more houses of God than 
any earl in the kingdom. But Algar is no 
Leofric. We will consider your words and heed 
them. Bless you, beau frire ! and send in the 
cheapman. The thumb of St. Jude ! What a 
gift to my new church of St. Peter ! The thumb 
of St. Jude !—Non nobis gloria l Sancta Marial 
The thumb of St. Jude.! ” 



BOOK V. 

DEATH AND LOVE. 


CHAPTER I. 

Harold, without waiting once more to see 
Edith, nor even taking leave of his father, re¬ 
paired to Dunwich,f the capital of his earldom. 
In his absence, the King wholly forgot Algar 
and his suit; and in the meanwhile the only 
lordships at his disposal, Stigand, the grasping 
Bishop, got from him without an effort. In 
much wrath, Earl Algar, on the fourth day, 
assembling all the loose men-at-arms he could 
find around the metropolis, and at the head of a 
numerous disorderly band, took his way into 
Wales, With his young daughter Aldyth, to 
whom the crown of a Welch king was perhaps 
some comfort for the loss of the fair Earl; though 
the rumour ran that she had long since lost her 
heart to her father’s foe. 

Edith, after a long homily from the,King, re¬ 
turned to Hilda; nor did her godmother renew 
the subject of the convent. All she said on 
parting was, “Even in youth the silver cord may 
baloosened, and the golden bowl may be broken; 
and rather perhaps m youth than in age, when 

• Ailked, De Vit. Edw. 

+ Dunwicb, now swallowed up by the sea.—Hostile 
element to the house of Godwin I 


the heart has grown hard, wilt thou recall with a 
sigh my counsels.” 

Godwin had departed to Wales; all his sons 
were at their several lordships; Edward was left 
alone to his monks and relic-venders. And so 
months passed. % 

Now it was' the custom with the old kings of 
England to hold state and wear their crowns 
thrice a year, at Christmas, at Easter, and at 
Whitsuntide; and in those times their nobles 
came round them, there was much feasting 
and great pomp. 

So, in the Easter of the year of our Lord, 
1053,King Edwardkepthis court at Windshore*,* 
and Earl Godwin and his sons, and many others 
of high degree, left their homes to do honour to 
the King. And Earl Godwin came first to his 
house in London—near the Tower Palatine, in 
what is now called the Fleet—and Harold the 
Earl, and Tostig, and Leofwine, and Gurth, 
were to meet him there, and go thence, with the 
full state of their sub-thegns, and cnehts, and 
house-carles, their falcons, and their hounds, as 
become men of such rank, to the court of King 
Edward. 

Earl Godwin sate with bis wife, Githa, in a 
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room out of the Hall, which looked on the 
Thames,—awaiting Harold, who was expected 
to arrive erf nightfall. Garth had ridden forth 
to meet his brother, and Leofwine and Tostig 
had gone over to Southwark, to try their band- 
dogs on the great bear, which had been brought 
from the North a few days before, anjf was said 
to have hugged many good hounds to death, and 
a large train of thegns and house-dries had gone 
witR theih to see the Sport; so that the old Earl 
and his lady the Dane sate alone. And there 
was a cloud upon Earl Godwin’s large forehead, 
and he sate by the fire, spreading his hands be¬ 
fore it, and looking thoughtfully on the dame, 
as it broke through the smoke which burst out 
into the cover, or hole in the roof. And in that 
large house there were no less than three ‘ covers, ’ 
or rooms, wherein fires could be lit in the centre 
of the floor; and the rafters above were black¬ 
ened with the smoke; and in those good old 
days, ere chimneys, if existing, were much m use, 
“poses, and rheumatisms, and catarrhs,” were 
unknown,—so wholesome and healthful was the 
%noke. Earl Godwin’s favourite hound, old, 
like himself, lay at his feet, dreaming, for it 
whined and was restless. And the Earl’s old 
hawk, with its feathers all stiff and sparse, 
perched on the dossel of the Earl’s chair; and 
the floor was pranked with rushes and sweet 
herbs—the first of the spring; and Githa’s feet 
were on her stool, and she leaned her proud face 
on the small hand which proved her descent from 
the Dane, and rocked herself to and fro, and 
thought of her son Wolnoth in the court of the 
Norman. 

“Githa,* at last said the Earl, “thou hast 
been to me a good wife and a true, and thou 
hast bornfc me tall and bold sons, some of whom 
have caused us sorrow, and some joy ; and in 
sorrow and in joy we have but drawn closer to 
each other. Yet when we wed thou wert in thy 
first youth, and the best part of my years was 
fled; and thou \yert a Dane and I a Saxon; and 
thou a king’s niece, and now a king’s sister, and 
I but tracing two descents to thegn’s rank.” 

Moved and marvelling at this touch of senti¬ 
ment in the calm Earl, in whom indeed such 
sentiment was rare, Githa roused herself from 
her musings, and said, siitoply and anxiously— 

“ I fear my lord is not well, that he speaks 
thus to Githa! ” 

The Earl smiled faintly. 

“ Thou art right with th$»woman’s wit, wife. 
And for the last few weeks, though I said it not 
to alarm thee, I have had strange noises in my 
ears, and a surge, as of blood, to the temples.” 

“ O Godwin ! dear spouse,” said Githa; ten¬ 
derly, “ and I was blind to the cause, but won- 
dered why there was some change in thy manner! 
But I will go to Hilda to-morrow; she hath 
charms against all disease.” * 

“ Leave Hilda in peace, to give her charms to 
the young; age defies Wigh and Wicca. • Now 
hearken to me. I feel that my thread is nigh 
spent, and as Hilda would say, my Fylgia 
forewarns me that we are about to part. Silence, 
I say, and hear me. I have done proud things 
in my day ; I-have made kings and built thrones, 
and I stand higher in England than ever thegn or 


earl stood before. I would not, Githa, that the 
tree of my house, planted ur the storm, and* 
watered with lavish blood, should wither away.” 

The old Earl paused, and Githa said, loftily— 

“Fear not that thy name will pass from the 
earth, or thy race from power. For fame has 
been wrought by thy hands, and sons have been 
born to thy embrace ; and the boughs of the 
tree thou hast planted shall live in the sunlight 
when we its roots, O my husband, are buried in 
the earth.” 

“Githa,” replied the Earl, “thou speakest as 
the daughter of kings and the mother of men; 
but listen to me, for my soul is heavy. Of these 
our sons, our first-bora, a ^ as ■ is a wanderer and 
an outcast — Sweyn, once the beautiful and. 
brave; and Wolnoth, thy darling, is a guest in 
the court of the Norman, our foe. Of the rest, 
Gurth is so mild and so calm, that I,predict 
without fear that he will be a warrior of fame, 
for the mildest in hall are ever the boldest in 
field. But Gurth hath not the deep wit of these 
tangled times; and Leofwine is too light, and 
Tostig too fierce. So wife mine, of these our 
six sons, Harold alone, dauntless as Tostig, mild 
as Gurth, hath his father’s thoughtful brain. 
And if the King remains as aloof as now from 
his royal kinsman, Edward the Atheling, who ”— 
the Earl hesitated and looked round—“ who so 
near to the throne when I am no more, as Harold, 
the joy of the ceorls, and the pride of the thegns ? 
—he whose tongue never falters in the Witan, 
and Hrhose arm never yet hath known defeat in 
the field ? ” 

Githa’s heart swelled, and her cheek grew 
flushed. 

“But what I fear the most,’ v resumed the 
Earl, “ is, not the enemy without, but the jea¬ 
lousy within. By the side of Harold stands 
Tostig, rapacious to grasp, but impotent to hold 
—able to ruin, strengthless to save.” 

“Nay, Godwin, my lord, thou wrongest our 
handsome son.” 

“ Wife, wife,” said the Earl stamping his foot; 
“ hear me and obey me; for my words on earth 
may be few, and while thou gainsayest me the 
blood mounts to my brain, and my eyes see 
through a cloud.” 

“ Forgiveme, sweet lord,” said Githa, humbly. 

“ Mickle and sore it repents me that in their 
youth I spared not the time from my worldly 
ambition to watch over the hearts of my sons ; 
and thou wert too proud of the surface without, 
to look well to the workings within, and what 
was once soft to the touch is now hard to the 
hammer. In the battle of life the arrows we 
negject to pick up, Fate, our foe, will store in 
her quiver ; _ we have armed her ourselves with 
the shafts—the more need to be ware with the 
shield. Wherefore, if thou survivest me, and if, 
as I forebode, dissension break out between 
Harold and Tostig, I charge thee by memoiy of 
our love, and reverence for my grave, to deem 
wise and just all that Harold deems just and 
wise. For when Godwin is in the dust, hjj$ 
House lives alone in Harold. Heed me now, 
and heed ever. And so, while the day yet lasts, 
I will go forth into the marts and the guilds, 
and talk with the burgesses, and smile on their 
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■wives, and be, to the last, Godwin the smooth 
•and the strong.” 

So saying, the old Earl arose, and walked 
forth with a firm step ; and his old hound sprang 
up, pricked its ears, and followed him; the 
blinded falcon turned its head towards the clap¬ 
ping door, but did not stir from the dossel. 

Then Githa again leant her cheek on her hand, 
and again rocked, herself to and fro, gazing into 
the red flame of the fire,—red and fitful through 
the blue smoke—and thought over her lord’s 
words. It might be the third part of an hour 
after Godwin had left the house, when the door 
opened, and Githa, expecting the return of her 
sons, looked up eagerly, but it was Hilda, who 
stopped her head under the vault of the door ; 
and behind Hilda came two of her maidens, 
bearing a small cyst, or chest. The Vala mo¬ 
tioned to her attendants to lay the cyst at the 
feet of Githa, and, that done, with lowly saluta¬ 
tion they left the room. 

The superstitions of the Danes were strong in 
•Githa; and she felt an indescribable awe when 
Hilda stood before her, the red light playing on 
ithe Vala’s stem marble face, and contrasting 
robes of funereal black. But, with all her awe, 
■Githa, who, not educated like her daughter Edith, 
-had few feminine resonrces, loved the visits of her 
mysterious kinswoman. She loved to live her 
youth over again in discourse on the wild customs 
and dark rites of the Dane; and even her awe it¬ 
self had the charm which the ghost tale has to 
the child ;—for the illiterate are ever children. 
So, recovering her surprise, and her first pause, 
she rose to welcome the Vala, and said :— 

“ Hail, Hilda, and thrice hail! The day has 
been warm and the way long; and, ere thou takest 
food and wine, let me prepare for thee the bath 
for thy form, or the bath for thy feet. For as 
sleep to the young, is the bath to the old.” 

Hilda shook her head. 

“ Biinger of sleep am I, and the baths I prepare 
are in the halls of Valhalla. Offer not to the Vala 
the bath for mortal weariness, and the wine and 
the food meet for human guests. Sit thee down, 
daughter of the Dane, and thank thy new gods 
For the past that hath been thine. Not ours is 
the present, and the future escapes from our 
dreams; but the past is ours ever, and all eternity 
cannot revoke a single joy that the moment hath 
known.” 

Then seating herself in Godwin’s large chair, 
she leant over her seid-staff, and was silent, as if 
absorbed in her thoughts. 

“ Githa,” she said at last, “ where is thy lord? 
I came to touch his hands and to look on his 
brow.” 

“ He hath gone forth into the mart, and'my 
sons are from home ; and Harold comes hither, 
ere night, from his earldom.” 

A taint smile, as of triumph, broke over the ! 
lips of the Vala, and then as suddenly yielded to 
an expression of great sadness. 

“Githa,” she said slowly, “doubtless thou 
rememberest in thy young days to have seen or 
heard of the terrible hell-maid Belsta ? ” 

“Ay, ay,” answered Githa, shuddering; “I 
saw her once in gloomy weather, driving before 
her herds of dark grey carile. Ay, ay; and my 


father beheld her ere his death, riding the air on 
a wolf, with a snake for a bridle. : Why askest 
thou?” c 

, “ Is it not strange,” said Hilda, evading the 
question, “ that Belsta, and Heidr, and Hulk of 
old, the^ wolf-riders, the men-devourers, could 
win to tKe uttermost secrets of galdra, though ap¬ 
plied only to purposes the direst and fellest to 
man, and thaf I, though ever in the future,—I, 
though tasking the Nomas not to afflict a ‘Voe, 
but to shape the careers of those I Jove,—I find, 
indeed, my predictions fulfilled; but how often, 
alas ! only in horror and doom! ” 

“ How so, kinswoman, how so ? ” said Githa, 

| awed yet charmed in the awe, and drawihg her 
chair nearer to the mournful sorceress. “ Didst 
! thou not foretell our return in triumph from the 
unjust outlawry, and lo, it hath come to pass ? 
and hast thou not ” (here Githa’s proud face 
flushed) “ foretold also that my stately Harold 
shall wear the diadem of a king ? ” 

“ Truly, the first came to pass,” said Hilda ; 

“ but-” she paused, and her eye fell on the 

cyst; then breaking off she continued, speaking 
to herself rather than to Githa—“And Harold’s 
dream, what did that portend? the runes fail me, 
and the dead give no voice. Aud beyond one dim 
day, in which his betrothed shall clasp him with 
the arms of a bride, all is dark to my vision— 
dark—dark. Speak not to me, Githa; for a bur¬ 
then, heavy as the stone on a grave, rests on a 
weary heart! ” 

A dead silence succeeded, till, pointing with 
her stafi to the fire, the Vala said, “Lo, where 
the smoke and the flame contend !—the smoke 
rises in dark gyres to the air, and escapes, to join 
the wrack or clouds. From the first to the last 
we trace its birth and its fall; from tlfo heart of 
the fire to the descent in the rain, so is it with 
human reason, which is not the light but the 
smoke; it struggles but to darken us; it soars 
but to melt in the vapour and dew. Yet lo, the 
flame burns in our hearth till tlje fuel fails, and 
goes at last, none know whither. But it lives in 
the air though we see it not; it lurks in the stone 
and waits the flash of the steel; it coils round the 
dry leaves and sere stalks, and a touch rc-illu- 
mines it; it plays in the marsh—it collects in the 
heavens—it appals us in the lightning—it gives 
„warmth to the air—life of our life, and element of 
all elements. O Githa, the flame is the light of 
the soul, the element everlasting; and it liveth 
still, when it escapee irom our view; it burneth 
in the shapes to which it passes; it vanishes, but 
is never extinct.” 

So saying, the Vala’s lips again closed ; and 
again botli the women sate silent by the great 
fite, as it flared and flicketed over the deep lines 
and high features of Githa, the Earl’s wife and 
the calm, unwrinkled, solemn face of the melan¬ 
choly Vala. * 

Chapter. If. 

While these conferences took place in the house 
of Godwin, Harold, on bis way to London, dis¬ 
missed his train to precede him to his father’s 
roof, and, stiiking across the country, rode fast 
and alone towards the old Roman abode of Hilda. 
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Months had.elapsed since he had .seen or heard 
of Edith. News at that time, I need not say, 
was rare and scarce, and limited to public events, 
either transmitted by special nuncius, or passing 
pilgrim, or boi ne from lip to lip by the talk of 
the scattered multitude. But even in his busy 
and anxious duties, Harold had in vaiunsought to 
banish from his heart the image of that young 
. girl, whose life he needed no Vajp, to predict to 
liigi was inttrwoven with the fibres of his own. 
The obstacles which, while he yielded to, he held 
unjust and tyrannical, obstacles allowed by his 
reluctant reason and his secret ambition—not 
sanctified by conscience — only inflamed the 
deep strength of the solitary passion his life had 
known ; a passion that, dating from the very 
childhood of Edith, had, often unknown to him¬ 
self, animated his desire of fame, and mingled 
with his visions of power. Nor, though hope 
was far and dim, was it extinct. The legitimate 
heir of Edward the Confessor w as a prince living 
in the Court of the Emperor, of lair repute, and 
himself wedded ; and Edward’s health, always 
precarious, seemed to forbid any very prolonged 
existence to the reigning king. Therefore, he 
thought, that through the successor, whose 
throne would rest in safety upon Harold’s sup¬ 
port, he might easily obtain that dispensation 
from the Pope which he knew, the present king 
would never ask—a dispensation rarely indeed, 
if ever, accorded to any subject, and which, there¬ 
fore, needed all a king’s power to back it. 

So in that hope, and iearful lest it should be 
quenched for ever by Edith’s adoption of the veil 
and the it revocable vow, with a beating, disturbed, 
but joyful Jieart he rode over field and through 
iorest to the old Roman house. 

He erqptged at length to the rear of the villa, 
and the sun, fast hastening to its decline, shone 
lull upon the rude columns of the Druid temple. 
And there, as he had seen her before, when he 
had first spoken of love and its barriers, he be¬ 
held the young maiden. 

He sprang from his horse, and leaving the well- 
trained animal loose to browse on the waste land, 
he ascended the knoll. He stole noiselessly be¬ 
hind Edith, and his foot stumbled against the 
gravestone of the dead Titan-Saxon of old. But 
the apparition, whether real«r fancied, and the 
dream that had follow-ed, had long passed from 
his memory, and no superstition was in the heart 4 
springing to the lips, that cried “Edith” once 
again. # 

The girl started, looked ^ound, and fell upon 
his breast. 

It was some moments before she recovered 
consciousness, and then, withdrawing herself 
gently from his arms, she leant for support against 
the Teuton altar. 

She was much changed sine ? Harold had seen 
her last: her cheek had grow impale and thin, and 
her rounded form seemed wasted; and sharp 
giitf, as lie g, zed, .‘■hot through the soul of 
■Harold* * 

“ Thou hast pined, thou hast suffered,” said 
he, mournfully: “and I, who would shed my 
life’s blood to take one Irom thy sorrows, or add 
to one of thy joys, have been afar, unable to com¬ 
fort, perhaps only a cause pf thy woe/’ 


“ No, Harold,” said Edith, faintly, “ never of 
woe; always of comfort, even in absence. I 
have been ill, and Hilda hath tried rune and 
charm all in vain. But I am better, now that 
Spring hath come tardily forth, and I look on the 
fresh flowers, and hear the song of the birds.” 

But tears were in the sound of her voice, 
while she spoke. 

“And they have not tormented thee again 
with the thoughts of the convent ? ” 

“ They ? no ;—but my sou), yes*. O Harold, 
release me from my promise ; for the time al¬ 
ready hath come that thy sister foretold to me ; 
the silver cord is loosened, and the golden bowl 
is broken, and I would fain take the wiDgs of 
the dove, and be at peace.” 

“ Is it so ?—Is there peace in the home where 
the thought of Harold becomes a sin ? ” 

“ Not sin then and there, Harold, not sm* 
Thy sister hailed the convent when she thought 
of prayer for those she loved.” 

“ Prate not to me of my sister! ” said Harold, 
through his set teeth. “ It is but a mockery to 
talk of prayer for the heart that thou thyself rend- 
est in twain. Where is Hilda ? I would see her.” 

“ She hath gone to thy father’s house with a 
gift; and it was to watch for her return that I 
sate on the green knoll.” 

The Earl then drew near and took her hand, 
and sate by her side, and they conversed long. 
But Harold saw with a fierce pang that Edith's 
heart was set upon the convent, anti that even in 
his presence, and despite his soothing words, she 
was broken-spinted and despondent. It seemed 
as if her youth and life had gone from her, and 
tire day had come in which she said, “ There is 
no pleasure.” 

Never had he seen her thus; and, deeply 
moved as well as keenly stung, he rose at length 
to depart; her hand lay passive in his parting 
clasp, and a slight shiver went over her frame. 

“ Farewell, Edith ; when 1 return from Wind- 
shore, I shall be at my old home yonder, and we 
shall meet again.” 

Edith’s lips murmured inaudibly, and she bent 
her eyes to the ground. 

Slowly Harold regained his steed, and as he 
rode on, he looked behind and waved oft his 
hand. But Edith sate motionless, her eyes still 
on the ground, and he saw not the tears that fell 
from them last and burning; nor heard he the 
low voice that groaned amidst the heailteu ruins, 
“ Maty, sweet mother, shelter me ftoui my own 
heart! ” 

The sun had set before Harold gained the long 
and spacious abode ofhis lather. All around it 
lay the roofs and huts of the gieat Earl’s special 
tradesmen, for even his goldsmith was but his 
freed ceorl. The bouse itself stretched far from 
the Thames inland, with several low courts built 
only of timber, rugged and shapeless, but filled 
with bold men, then the great furniture of a 
noble’s halls. 

Amidst the shouts of hundreds, eager to hold 
bis stiirup, the Earl dismounted, passed the 
swarming hall, and. entered the room, in whifch 
he found Hilda ami Githa,—and Goo win, whp 
hud preceded his entry but a few minutes. 

Jn the beautiful reverence of son to lather, 
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which made one of the loveliest features of the 
Saxon character* (as the frequent want of it 
makes the most hateful of the Norman vices), the 
all-powerful Harold bowed his knee to the old 
Ean, who placed his hand on his head in benedic¬ 
tion, and then kissed him on the cheek and brow. 

“ Thy kiss, too, dear mother,” said the younger 
Earl ; and Githa’s embrace, if more cordial than 
her lord’s, was not, perhaps, more fond. 

“ Greet Hilda, my son,” said Godwin, “ she 
hath brought me a gift, and she hath tarried to 
lace it under thy special care. Thou alone must 
eed the treasure and open the casket. But 
when and where, my kinswoman ? ” 

“On the sixth day after thy coming to the 
King’s hall,” answered Hilda, not returning the 
smile with which Godwin spoke,—“ on the sixth 
day, Harold, open the chest, and take out the 
robe which hath been spun in the house of Hilda 
for Godwin the Earl. And, now, Godwin, 1 have 
clasped thine hand, I have looked on thy brow, 
and my mission is done; and I must wend home¬ 
ward.” 

“That shalt thou not, Hilda,” said the hospit¬ 
able Earl; “ the meanest wayfarer hath a right to 
bed and board in this house for a night and a day, 
and thou wilt not disgrace us by leaving our 
threshold, the bread unbroken, and the coucft un¬ 
pressed. Old friend, we were young together, 
and thy face is welcome to me as the memory ol' 
former days.” 

Hilda shook her head, and one of those rare, 
and for that reason most touching expressions of 
tenderness of which the calm and rigid character 
of her features, when in repose, seemed scarcely 
susceptible, softened her eye, and relaxed the 
firm lines of her lips. 

“ Son of Wolnoth,” said she, gently, “ not 
under thy roof-tree should lodge the raven of 
bode. Bread have I not broken since yestere’en, 
and sleep will be far from my eyes to-night. Fear 
not, for my people without are stout and armed, 
and for the rest there lives not the man whose 
arm can have power over Hilda.” 

She took Harold’s hand as she spoke, and lead¬ 
ing him forth, whispered in his ear, “ I would 
have a woid with thee ere we part.” Then, reach¬ 
ing the threshold, she waved her wand thrice 
over the floor, and muttered in the Danish 
tongue a rude verse, which, translated, ran some¬ 
what thus:— * 

“ All free from the knot 

Glide the thread of the skein. 

And reto the labour. 

And peace to the pain ! ” 

“ It is a death-dirge,” said Githa, with whiten¬ 
ing lips, but she spoke inly, and neither husband 
nor son heard her words. 

Hilda and Harold passed in silence through 
the hall, and the Vala’s attendants, with spears 
and torches, rose from the settles, and went be¬ 
fore to the outer court, where snorted impa¬ 
tiently her black palfrey. 

Halting in the midst of the court, she said to 
♦Harold, in a low voice— . 

“ At sunset we part—at sunset we shall meet 

* The chronicler, however, lament* that the house¬ 
hold ties, formerly so strong 1 with the Anglo Saxon, had , 
been much weakened in the age prior to the Conquest. I 


again. And behold, the star rises on the sunset; 
and the star, broader and brighter, shall rise on 
the sunset then! When thy hand draws the robe 
from the chest, think on Hilda, and? know that 
at that hour she stands by the grave of the Saxon 
warrior, and that from the grave dawns the fu¬ 
ture. FWewell to thee! ” 

Harold longed to speak to her of Edith, but a 
strange awe at his heart chained his lips; so he 
stood silent by the great wooden fjates of «the 
rude house. The torches flamed round him, and 
Hilda’s face seemed lurid in the glare. There he 
stood musing long after torch and ceorl had 
passed away, nor did he wake from his reverie till 
Guith, springing from his panting horse, passed 
his arm round the Earl’s shoulder, and cried— 

“ How did I miss thee, my brother ? and why 
didst thou forsake thy train ? ” 

“ I will tell thee anon. Gurth, has my father 
ailed ? There is that in his face which I like not.” 

“He hath not complained of misease,” said 
Gurth, startled ; “ but now thou speakest of it, 
bis mood hath altered of late, and he hath wan¬ 
dered much alone, or only with the old hound 
and the old falcon.” 

Then Harold turned back, and his heart was 
full; and, when he reached the house, his father 
was sitting in the hall on his chair of stale ; and 
Githa sate on his right hand, and a little below 
her sate Tostig and Leofwine, who had come in 
from the bear-hunt by the river-gate, and were 
talking loud and merrily; and thegns and cnelits 
sate all around, and there was wassail as Harold 
entered. But the Earl looked only to his father, 
and he saw that his eyes were absent from the 
glee, and that he was bending his head oyer the 
old falcon, which sale on his wrist. 


Chapter III. 

No subject of England, since the race of Cerdic 
sate on the throne, ever entered the court-yard 
of Windshore with such train .and such state as 
Earl Godwin.—Proud of that first occasion, since 
his return, to do homage to him with whose 
cause that of England against the stranger was 
bound, all truly English at heart amongst the 
thegns of the lani swelled.his retinue. Whether 
Saxon or Dane, those who alike loved the laws 
and the soil, came from north and from south to 
the peaceful banner of the old Earl. But most of 
these were of the f^st generation, for the rising 
race were still dazzled by the pomp of the Nor¬ 
man; and the fashion of English manners, and 
the pride in English deeds, had gone out of date 
with long locks and bearded chins. Nor there 
were the bishops and the abbots and the lords of 
the Church,—for dear to them already the fame 
of the Norman piety, and they shared the distaste 
of their holy Kirl^tothe strong sense and homely 
religion of Godwin, who founded no convents, 
and yode to war with no relics round his neck. 
But they with Godwin were the stout and the 
frank and the free, in whom rested the pith and 
marrow of English manhood; and they who 
were against him were the blind and willing and 
fated fathers of slaves unborn. 

Not then the stately castle we now behold, 
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which is of the masonry of a prouder race, nor 
on the same site, but two miles distant on the 
winding of the river shore (whence it took its 
name), a jrude building partly of timber and 
partly of Roman brick, adjoining a large mon¬ 
astery and surrounded by a small hamlet, con¬ 
stituted the palace of the saint-king.. # 

So rode the Earl and his four fair sons, all 
abreast, into the court-yard of Windshore.* Now 
when KingJEdward heard the trahap of the steeds 
a£d the hum of the multitudes, as he sate in his 
closet with his abbots and priests, all in still con¬ 
templation of the thumb of St. Jude, the King 
asked,— 

“What army, in the day of peace, and the time 
of Easter, enters the gates of our palace ? ” 

Then an abbot rose and looked out of the nar¬ 
row window, and said with a groan,— 

“ Army thou mayst call it, O King !—and foes 
to us and to thee head the legions-” 

“ Inprinis," quoth our abbot the scholar; 
“ thou spealcest, 1 trow of the wicked Earl and 
his sons.” 

The King’s face changed. “Come they,” said 
he, “ with so large a train ? This smells more of 
vaunt than of loyalty ; naught—very naught.” 

“ Alack ! ” said one of the conclave, “ I fear 
me that the men of Belial will work us harm; 
the heathen are mighty and-” 

“ Fear not,” said Edward, with benign lofti¬ 
ness, observing that his guests grew pale, and 
himself, though often weak to childishness, and 
morally wavering and irresolute,—still so far king 
and gentleman, that he knew no craven fear of 
the body. “Fear not for me, my fathers; humble 
as I am, I am strong in the faith of heaven and 
its angels?” 

The Churchmen looked at each other, sly yet 
abashed^ it was not precisely for the King that 
they feared. 

Then spoke Aired, the good prelate and con¬ 
stant peace-maker—fair column and lone one of 
the fast-crumbling Saxon Church. “ It is ill in 
you, brethren, to arraign the truth and good 
meaning of those who honour your King, and in 
these days that lord should ever be the mo^t wel¬ 
come who brings to the halls of his king the 
largest number of hearts, stout and leal.” 

“ By your leave, brother Aired,” said Stigand, 
who, though from motives of policy he had aided 
those who besought the King not to peril hi§ 
crown by resisting the return of Godwin, bene¬ 
fited too largely by the abuses of the Church to 
be sincerely espoused to th* cause of the strong- 
minded Earl; “By your leave, brother Aired, 
to every leal heart is a ravenous mouth; and the 
treasures of the King are wellnigh drained in 
feeding these hungry and welcomeless visitors. 
Durst I council my lord, I would pray him, as a 
matter of policy, to baffle this astute and proud 
Earl. He would fain have the king feast in pub- 

* Some authorities state Winchester as the scene of 
these .memorable festivities. Old Windsor Castle is 
supposed by Mr. Lysons to have occupied the*site of a 
farm of Mr. Isherwood’s surrounded by a moat, about 
two miles distant from New Windsor. He conjectures 
that it was still occasionally inhabited by the Norman 
Kings till n 10. The ville surrounding it only contained 
ninety-five houses, paying gabel-tax, in the Norman 
survey. 


lie, that he might daunt him and the Church with 
the array of his friends.” 

“I conceive thee, my father,” said Edward, 
with more quickness than habitual, and with the 
cunning, sharp though guileless, that belongs to 
minds undeveloped, ‘.‘I conceive thee; it is good 
and most politic. This our orgulous Earl shall 
not have his triumph, and, so fresh from his 
exile, brave his King with the mundane parade 
of his power. Our health is our excuse for our 
absence from the banquet, and, sooth to say, we 
marvel much why Easter should be held a fitting 
time for feasting and mirth. Wherefore, Hugo- 
line, my chamberlain, advise the Earl that to-day 
we keep fast till the sunset, when temperately, 
with eggs, bread, and fish, we will sustain Adam’s 
nature. Pray him and his sons to attend its— 
they alone be our guest.” And with a sound 
that seemed a laugh, or the ghost of a laugh, 
low and chuckling—for Edward had at moments 
an innocent humour which his monkish biog¬ 
rapher disdained not to note,*—he flung himself 
back in his chair. The priests took the cue, and 
shook their sides heartily, as Hugoline left the 
room, not ill pleased, by the way, to escape an 
invitation to the eggs, bread and fish. 

Aired sighed; and said, “ For the Earl find 
his sons, this is honour; but the other earls, and 
the thegns, will miss at the banquet him whom 
they design but to honour, and-” 

“ I have said,” interrupted Edward, drily, and 
with a look of fatigue. 

“ And,” observed another Churchman, with 
malice, “ at least the young Earls will be hum¬ 
bled, for they will not sit with the King and 
their father, as they would in the Hall, and must 
serve my lord with napkin and wine." 

“ Inprinis," quoth our scholar the abbot, 

“ that will be rare ! I would I were by to see. 
But this Godwin is a man of treachery and wile, 
and my lord should beware of the fate of mur¬ 
dered Alfred, his brother! ’ ’ 

The King started, and pressed his hands to 
his eyes. 

“ How darest thou. Abbot ot Fatchere,” cried 
Aired, indignantly; “ How darest thou revive 
grief without remedy, and slander without 
proof ? ” 

“ Without proof ? ” echoed Edward, in a hol¬ 
low voice. “ He who could murder, could well 
stoop to forswear! Without proof before man; 
but did be try the ordeals of God ?—did his feet 
pass the ploughshare ?—did his hand grasp the 
seething iron ? Verily, verily, though didst 
wrong to name to me Alfred my brother! I 
shall see his sightless and gore-dropping sockets 
in the face of Godwin, this day, at my board.” 

^Fhe King rose in great disorder; and, after 
pacing the room some moments, disregardful of 
the silent and scared looks of his Churchmen, 
waved his hand, in sign to them to depart. All 
took the hint at once save Aired; but he, linger¬ 
ing the last, approached the king with dignity in 
his step and compassion in his eyes. f 

“ Banish from thy breast, O King and son, 
thoughts unmeet, and of doubtful charity! All 
that man could know of Godwin’s innocence or 1 
guilt—the suspicion of the vulgar—the acquittal 
* An. red, <k Yit. Edward. Confess. 
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of his peers—was known to thee before thou 
didst seek his aid for thy throne, and didst take 
his child for thy wife. Too late is it now to 
suspect; leave thy doubts to the solemn day, 
which draws nigh to the old man, thy wife’s 
father! ” 

“ Ha ! ” said the King, seeming not to heed, 
or wilfully to misunderstand the prelate, “ Ha! 
leave him to God I will! ” 

He turned away impatiently: and the prelate 
reluctantly departed. 


Chapter IV. 

Tostig chafed mightily at the King’s message; 
and, on Harold’s attempt to pacify him, grew so 
violent that nothing short of the cold stem com¬ 
mand of his father, who earned with him that 
weight of authority never known but to those in 
whom wrath is still and passion noiseless, im¬ 
posed sullen peace on his son’s rugged nature. 
But the taunts heaped by Tostig upon Harold 
disquieted the old Earl, and his brow was yet 
sad with prophetic care when he entered the 
royal apartments. He had been introduced into 
the King’s presence but a moment before Hugo- 
line led the way to the chamber of repast, and 
the greeting between King and Earl had been 
brief and formal. 

Under the canopy of state were placed but two 
chairs, for the King and the Queen’s father: 
and the four sons, Harold, Tostig, Leofwinc, and 
Gurth, stood behind. Such was the primitive 
custom of ancient Teutonic kings ; and the feudal 
Norman monarchs only enforced, though with 
more pomp and more rigour, the ceremonial of 
the forest patriarchs—youth to wait on age, and 
the ministers of the realm on those whom their 
policy had made chiefs in council and war. 

The Earl’s mind, already embittered by the 
scene with his sons, was chafed yet more bv the 
King’s unloving coldness; fbr it is natural to 
man, however worldly, to feel affection for those 
be has served, and Godwin had won Edward his 
crown; nor, despite his warlike though bloodless 
return, could even monk or Norman, in counting 
up the old Eail’s crimes, say that he had ever 
failed in personal respect to the King he had 
made; nor over-great for'subject, as the Earl’s 
power must be confessed, will historian now be 
found to say that it had not been well for Saxon 
England if Godwin had found more favour with 
his King, and monk and Norman less.* 

So the old Earl’s stout heart was stung, and 
he looked from those 'deep, impenetrable eyes, 
mournfully upon Edward’s chilling brow. 

And Harold, with whom all household ties 
were strong, but to whom his great father was 
especially dear, watched his face and saw that it 
was very flushed. But the practised courtier 
sought to rally his spirits, and to smile and jest. 

* “ Is it astonishing'/’ asked the people, (referring to 
Edward’s preference of the Normans), "that the author 
ami support of Edward’s reign should bo indignant at 
seeing new men from a foreign nation raised above him, 
, and)yet never does he utter one harsh word to the man 
whom he himself created king ? Hazutt’s Thiebky, 
vol.i.p. 126. 

This is the English account (versus the Norman). 
There can be little doubt that it is the true one. 


From smile and jest, the King turned and 
asked for wine. Harold, starting, advanced with 
the goblet; as he did so, he stumbled with one 
foot, but lightly recovered himself with the other; 
ahd Tostig laughed scornfully at Harold’s awk¬ 
wardness. 

The old»Earl observed both stumble and laugh, 
and willing to suggest a lesson to both his Sons, 
said—laughing,pleasantly—“Lo, Harold, how 
the left foot saves the right!—so tine brothgr, 
thou seest, helps the other ! ”* 

King Edward look up suddenly. 

“ And so, Godwin, also, had my brother Al¬ 
fred helped me, hadst thou permitted.” 

.The old Earl, galled to the quick, gazed a 
moment on the King, and his cheek was purple, 
ahd his eyes seemed bloodshot. 

“ O Edward !” he exclaimed, “thou speakest 
to me hardly and unkindly of thy brother Alfred, 
and often hast thou thus more than hinted that 
I caused his death.” 

The King made no answer. 

“ May this crumb of bread choke me,” said 
the Earl, in great emotion, “if I am guilty of 
thy brother’s blood ! ” + 

But scarcely had the bread touched his lips, 
when his eyes fixed, the long warning symptoms 
were fulfilled. And he fell to the ground, under 
the table, sudden and heavy, smitten by the 
stroke of apoplexy. 

Harold and Gurth sprang forward ; they drew 
their father from the ground. His face, still 
deep-red with streaks of purple, rested on 
Harold’s breast; and the son, kneeling, called 
in anguish on his father : the ear was deaf. 

Then said the King, rising,— , 

“ It is the hand of God : remove him ! ” and 
he swept from the room, exulting. . 


Chapter V. 

For five days and five nights did Godwin lie 
speechless.J And Harold watched over him 
night and day. And the leachesj would not bleed 
him, because the season was against it, in the 
increase of the moon and the tides; but they 
bathed his temples with wheat flour boiled in 
. milk, according to a prescription which an angel 
in a dream || had advised to another patient; and 
they placed a plate of lead on his breast, marked 
with five crosses, saying a paternoster over each 
cross; together with other medical specifics in 
great esteem. U But, nevertheless, five days and 
five nights did Godwin lie speechless ; and the 
leaches then feared that human skill was in vain. 

The effect produced on the court, not more by 
the Earl’s death-stroke than the circumstances 
preceding it, was such os defies description. 
With Godwin’s old comrades in arms it was 
simple and honest grief; but with all those under 
the influence of tlje priests, the event was re¬ 
garded as a direct punishment from Heaven. 

* Hery-y of Huntingdon, 8tc. * 

+ Henry of Huntingdon ; Bromt. Chron., 8ce.„ 
i Hoveden. 

r- The origin of the word leach (physician), which 
has puzzled some inquirers, is from Itch or leas, a body. 
I.eich is the old Saxon word for surgeon, 
jl Sharon Turner, vol. Up. 47a. 

4 Fosbrooke. * 
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The previous words of the King,-repeated by 
Edward to his monks, circulated from lip to lip, 
with sundry exaggerations as it travelled : and 
the superstition of the day had the more excuse, 
inasmuch as the speech of Godwin touched near 
upon the defiance of one of the most popular 
ordeals of the accused,—viz. that called the 
“ corsned,” in which a piece of bread*was given 
to the supposed criminal; if he swallowed it 
wjjh ease he was innoe’ent; if It stuck in his 
throat, or choked him, nay, if he shook and 
turned pale, he was guilty. Godwin’s words had 
appeared to invite the ordeal, God had heard and 
stricken down the presumptuous perjurer J 

Unconscious, happily, of these attempts to 
blacken the name of his dying father, Harold, 
towards the grey dawn succeeding the fifth night, 
thought that he heard Godwin stir in his bed. So 
he put aside the curtain, and bent over him. The 
old Earl’s eyes were wide open, and the red 
colour had gone from his cheeks, so that he was 
pale as death. 

“ How fares it, dear father ? ” asked Harold. 

Godwin smiled fondly, and tried to speak, 
but his voice died in a convulsive rattle. Lifting 
himself up, however, with an effort, he pressed 
tenderly the hand that clasped his own, leant his 
head on Harold’s breast, and so gave up the ghost. 

When Harold was at last aware that the 
stiuggle was over, he laid the grey head gently 
on the pillow; he closed the eyes, and kissed 
the lips, and knelt down and prayed. Then, 
seating himself at a little distance, he covered 
his face witli his mantle. 

At this time his brother Gurtli, who had 
chiefly shared watch with Harold,—for Tostig, 
foreseeing his father’s death, was busy soliciting 
thegn and earl to suppoit his own claims to the 
earldon^about to be vacant; and Leofwine had 
gone to London on the previous day to summon 
Githa who was hourly expected—Gurth, I say, 
entered the room on tiptoe, and seeing his bro¬ 
ther's attitude, guessed that all was over. He 

f tassed on tc the table, took up the lamp, and 
ooked long on bis father’s face. That strange 
smile of the dead, common alike to innocent and 
guilty, had already settled on the serenfc lips: 
and that no less strange transformation from age 
to youth, when the wrinkles vanish, and th# 
features come out clear an J sharp from the hol¬ 
lows of care and years, had already begun. And 
the old man seemed sleeping in his prime. 9 
So Gurth kissed the dead, as Harold had done 
befofe him, and came up* and sate himself by 
his brother’s feet, and restad his head on Harold’s 
knee ; nor would he speak till, appalled by the 
long silence of the Earl, he drew away the mantle 
from his brother’s face with a gentle hand, and 
the large tears were rolling down Harold’s cheeks. 

“Be soothed, my brother,” said Gurth; “our 
father has lived for glory, his age was prosperous, 
and his years more than tho& which the Psalmist 
allots to man. Come and look on his face, 
Harold ; its calm will comfort thee.” , 

Haibld obeyed the hand that led him like a 
child; in passing towards the bed, his eye fell 
upon the cyst which Hilda had given to the old 
Ear], and a chill shot through his veins. 
“Gurth,” said he, “is not this the morning of 


the sixth day in which we have been at the 
King’s Court V* 

“ It is the moming of the sixth day.” 

Then Harold took forth the key which Hilda 
had given him, and unlocked the cyst, and there, 
lay the white winding-sheet of the dead, and a 
scroll. Harold took the scroll, and bent over it, 
reading by the mingled light of the lamp and the 
dawn— 

“ All hail, Harold, heir of Godwin the great, 
and Githa the king-bom! Thou hast obeyed 
Hilda, and thou knowest now that Hilda’s eyes 
read the future, and her lips speak the dark 
words of truth. Bow thy heart to the Vala, and 
mistrust the wisdom that sees only the things of 
the day-light. As the valour of the warrior and 
the song of the scald, so is the lore of the pro¬ 
phetess. It is not of the body, it is soul within 
soul; it marshals events and men, like the valour 
—it moulds the air into substance, like the song. 
Bow thy heart to the Vala. Flowers bloom 
over the grave of the dead. And the young 
plant soars high, when the king of the woodland 
ties low! ” 


Chapter VI. 

The sun rose, and the stairs and passages with- 
8ul were filled with the crowds that pressed to 
hear news of the Earl’s health. The doors stood 
open, and Gurth led in the multitude to look 
their last on the hero of the council and camp, 
who had restored with strong hand and wise brain 
the race of Cerdic to the Saxon throne. Harold 
stood by the bed-head silent, and tears were 
shed and sobs were heard. And many a thegn 
who had before half-believed in the guilt of God¬ 
win as the murderer of Alfred, whispered in 
gasps to his neighbour,— 

“ There is no weregeld for manslaying on the 
head of him who smiles so in death on his old 
comrades in life! ” 

Last of all lingered Leofric, the gre'at Earl of 
Mercia; and when the rest bad departed, he 
took the pale hand, that lay heavy on the cover¬ 
lid, in his own, and said— 

“ Old foe, often stood we in Wilan and field 
against each other; but few are the friends for 
whom Leofric would, mourn as he mourns for 
thee. Peace to thy soul! Whatever its sins, 
England should judge thee mildly', for England 
beat in each pulse of thy heart, and with thy 
greatness was her own 1” 

Then Harold stole round the bed, and put his 
arms round Leofric’s necli, and embraced him. 
The good old Earl was touched, and he laid his 
tremulous hands on Harold's brown locks and 
bjessed him. 

“ Harold,” he said, “ thou succeedest to thy 
father’s power: let thy father’s foes be thy 
friends. Wake from thy grief, for thy country 
now demands thee,—the honour of thy House, 
and the memory of the dead. Many even now 
plot against thee and thine. Seek the King, 
demand as thy right thy father's earldom, dnd 
Leofric will back thy claim in the Witan.” 

Harold pressed Leofric’s hand, and raising it* 
to his lips replied—“ Be our houses at peace 
henceforth and for ever.” 
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Tostig* s vanity indeed misled him, when he 
dreamed that any combination of Godwin’s party 
could meditate supporting his claims against the 
popular Harold—nor less did the monks deceive 
themselves, when they supposed, that with God¬ 
win’s death, the power of his family would fall. 

There was more than even the unanimity of 
the chiefs of the Witan, in favour of Harold ; 
there was that universal noiseless impression 
throughout all England, Danish and Saxon, that 
Harold was now the sole man on whom rested 
the state—which, whenever it so favours one in¬ 
dividual, is irresistible. Nor was Edward him¬ 
self hostile to Harold, whom alone of that House, 
as we have before said, he esteemed and loved. 

Harold was at once named Earl of Wessex ; 
and relinquishing the earldom he held before, he 
did not hesitate as to the successor to be recom¬ 
mended in his place. Conquering all jealousy 
and dislike for Algar, he united the strength of 
his party in favour of the son of Leofric, and the 
election fell upon him. With all his hot errors, 
die claims of no other Earl, whether from his own 
capacities or his father’s services, were so strong; 
and his election probably saved the state irom a 
great danger, in the results of that angry mood 
and that irritated ambition with which he had 
thrown himself into the arms of England's mogt 
valiant aggressor, GryfFyth, Kingof North Wales. 

To outward appearance, by this election, the 
House of Leofric—uniting in father and son the 
two mighty districts of Mercia and the East 
Anglians—became more powerful than that of 
Godwin; for, in that last House, Harold was 
now the only possessor of one of the great earl¬ 
doms, and Tostig and the other brothers had no 
other provision beyond the comparatively insig¬ 
nificant lordships they held before. But if Harold 
had ruled no earldom at all, he had still been 
immeasurably the first man in England—so great 
was the confidence reposed in his valour and 
wisdom.. He was of that height in himself, that 
he needed no pedestal to stand on. 

The successor of the first great founder of a 
House succeeds to more than his predecessor’s 
power, if he but know how to wield and maintain 
it. For who makes his way to greatness without 
raising foes at eveiy step ? and who ever rose to 
power supreme, without grave cause for blame ? 4 
But Harold stood free from the enmities his father 
had provoked, and pure from the stains that 
slander or repute cast upon his father’s name. 
The sun of the yesterday had shone through 
cloud; the sun of the day rose in a clear firma¬ 
ment. Even Tostig recognised the superiority 
bf his brother; and after a strong struggle be¬ 
tween baffled rage and covetous ambition, yielded 
to him, as to a father. He felt that all Godwin’s 
house was centred in Harold alone; and tnat 
only from his brother (despite his own daring 
valour, and despite his alliance with the blood of 
Charlemagne and Alfred, through the sister of 
Matilda, the Norman duchess), could his avarice 
of power be gratified. 

“ Depart to thy home, my brother,” said Earl 
Harold to Tostig, “and grieve not that Algar is 

{ preferred to thee. For, even had his claim been 
ess urgent, ill would it hive beseemed us to 
abrogate the lordship;; of a>l England as oar dues. 


Rule thy lordship with wisdom : gain the love 
of thy lithsmen. High claims hast thou in our 
father’s name, and moderation now will but 
strengthen thee in the season to com$, Trust on 
Harold somewhat, on thyself more. Thou hast 
but to add temper and judgment to valour and 
zeal, to bf worthy mate of the first earl in Eng¬ 
land. Over my father’s corpse I embraced my 
father’s foe. Between brother and brother shall 
there not be love, as fee best bequest of the 
dead ? ” ** 

“ It shall not be my fault, if there be not,” 
answered Tostig, humble though chafed. And 
he summoned his men and returned to his do- 
r 


Chapter VII. 

Fair, broad, and calm set the sun over the 
western woodlands. And Hilda stood on the 
mound, and looked with undazzled eyes on the 
sinking orb. Beside her, Edith reclined on the 
sward, and seemed with idle hand tracing cha¬ 
racters in the air. The girl had grown paler still, 
since Harold last parted from her on the same 
spot, and the same listless and despondent apathy 
stamped her smileless lips and her bended head. 

“ See, child of my heart,” said Hilda, ad¬ 
dressing Edith, while she still gazed on the 
western luminary, “ see, the sun goes down to 
the far deeps, where Rana and iEgir* watch over 
the worlds of the sea; but with morning he comes 
from the halls of the Asas—the golden gates of 
the East—and joy comes in his train. And yet 
thou thinkest, sad child, whose years have scarce 
passed into woman, that the sun, once set, never 
comes back to life. But even while we speak, 
thy morning draws near, and the dunness of cloud 
takes the hues of the rose ! ” ‘ 

Edith’s hand paused from its vague employ¬ 
ment, and fell droopingly on her knee;—she 
turned with an unquiet and anxious eye to Hilda, 
and after looking some moments wistfully at the 
Vala, the colour rose to her cheek, and she said 
in a voice that had an accent half of anger— 

“ IJilda, thou art cruel! ” 

“So is Fate!" answered the Vala. “But 
men call not Fate cruel when it smiles on their 
desires. Why callqst thou Hilda cruel, when she 
reads in the setting sun the runes of thy coming 
,ioy! ” 

“ There is no joy for me,” returned Edith, 
plaintively; “and I have that on my heart," she 
added, with a suddon and almost fierce Change 
of tone, “which at test I will dare to speak. I 
reproach thee, Hilda, that thou hast marred all 
my life, that thou hast duped me with dreams, 
and left me alone in despair.” 

“ Speak ori,” said Hilda, calmly, as a nurse to 
a froward child. 

“ Hast thou not told me, from the first dawn 
of my wondering reason, that my life and lot 
were inwoven with—with (the word, mad and 

* j*Egir, the Scandinavian god of the ocean. Not 
one of the Aser, or Asa* (the celestial race), bft sprung, 
from the giants. Ran or Rana, his wife, a more malig¬ 
nant character, who caused shipwrecks, and drew to her- 
self„by a net, all that fell into the sea. The offspring oi 
this marriage were nine daughters, who became the 
Billows, the Carrests, and the Storms. 
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dating; mast oat) with those of Harold the peer* 
less ? But for that, which my infancy took from 
thy lips as a law, I had never been so vain and 
so frantic ? I had never watched each play of 
his face, and treasured each word from his lips; 

I had never made my life but a part of his life— 
all my soul but the shadow of tus sun.* But for 
that, I had hailed the calm of the cloister—but 
for that, I h^d glided in peace to my grave. And 
ndfcr— now, O Hilda—” Edith paused, and that 
break had more eloquence than any words she 
could command. “ And,’ ’ she resum ed quickly, 

“ thou knowest that these hopes were but ^reams 
—that the law ever stood between him and me 
—and that it was guilt to love him.” 

“ I knew the law,” answered Hilda, "but the 
law of fools is to the wise as the cobweb swung 
over the brake to the wing of the bird. Ye are 
sibbc to each other, some five times removed ; 
and therefore an old man at Rome saith that yc 
ought not to wed. When the shavelings obey 
the old man at Rome, and put aside their own 
wives and frillas,* and abstain from the wine 
cup, and the chase, and the brawl, I will stoop 
lomear of their laws,—with disrelish it may be, 
but without scorn.f It is no sin to love Harold; 
and no monk and no law shall prevent your union 
on the day appointed to bring ye together, form 
and heart.” 

"Hilda! Hilda ! madden me not with joy,” 
cried Edith, starting up in rapturous emotion, 
her young face dyed with blushe^, and all her 
renovated beauty so celestial that Hilda herself 
was almost awed, as if by the vision of Freya, 
the northern Venus, charmed by a spell from the 
halls of AJgard. 

"But that day is distant,” renewed the Vala. 

"What matters ! what matters ! ” cried the 
pure child of Nature; "I ask but hope. Enough, 
—oh! enough, if we were but wedded on the 
borders of the grave! ” I 

“ Lo, then,” said Hilda, “behold, the sun of 
thy life dawns again! ” 

As she spoke, the Vala stretched her arm, and, 
through the intersticed columns of the fane, Edith 
saw the large shadow of a man cast over tlfe still 
sward. Presently into the space of the ciicle 
came Harold, her beloved. His face was pale 
with grief yet recent; but, perhaps, more than 
ever dignity was in his step and command on his 
brow, for he felt that now alone with him rested* 
the might of Saxon England. And what royal 
robe so invests with imp^ial majesty the form 
of man al the grave jsense of power responsible, 
in an earnest soul ? 

"Thou ccmest,” said Hilda, "in the hour I 
predicted; at the setting of the sun and the 
rising of the star.” 

"Vala,” said Harold, gloomily, " I will not 
oppose my sense to thy prophecies ; for who shall 

* Frilla , the Danish word for a lady who, often with 
the wile’s consent, was added to the domestic circle by 
the. husband. The word is here used by Hilda in a general 
sense of reproach. Both marriage and conchbniage 
were common amongst the Anglo-Saxon priesthood, de¬ 
spite the unheeded canons; and so, indeed, they were 
with the French clergy. 

+ Hilda, not only as a heathen, but as a Dane, would 
be no favourer M monks, they were unknown in Den¬ 
mark at that time, and the Danes held them In odium. 
~Ord. Vital., lib. vii. 


judge of that power of which he knows not the 
elements? or despise the marvel of which he 
cannot detect the imposture ? But leave me, | 
pray thee, to watt: in the broad light of the edm* 
mon day. These hands are made to grapple 
with things palpable, and these eyes to measure 
the forms that front my way. In my youth, 1 
turned in despair or disgust from the subtletiey 
of the schoolmen, which split upon hairs the 
brains of Lombard and Frank ; in my busy and 
stirring manhood entangle me not in the meshes 
which confuse all my reason, and sicken my wak¬ 
ing thoughts into dreams of awe. Mine be the 
straight path and the plain goal! ” 

The Vala gazed on him with an earnest look, 
that partook of admiration, and yet more of 
gloom ; but she spoke not, and Harold resumed : 

“ Let the de$d rest, Hilda,—proud names with 
glory on earth, and shadows escaped from our 
ken, submissive to mercy in heaven. A vast 
chasm have my steps overleapt since we met, O 
Hilda—sweet Edith: a vast chasm, but a narrow 
grave.” His voice faltered a moment, and again 
he renewed,—“ Thou weepest, Edith ; ah, how" 
thy tears console nrc ! Hilda, hear me ! I love 
thy grandchild—loved her by irresistible instinct 
since her blue eyes first smiled on mine. I loved 
her in her childhood, as in her youth—in the 
blossom as in the flower. And thy grandchild 
loves me. The laws of the Church proscribe our 
marriage, and therefore we parted ; but I feel, 
and thine Edith feels, that the lo>.e remains as 
strong in absence ; no other will be her wedded 
lord, no other my wedded wife. Therefore, with, 
a heart made soft by sorrow, and, in my father’s 
death, sole lord of my fate, I return, and say to 
thee in her presence, ‘ Suffer us to hope still! ’ 
The day may come when under some king less 
enthralled than Edward by formal Church laws, 
we may obtain from the Pope absolution for our 
nuptials—a day, perhaps, far off; but we are both 
young, and love is strong and patient: we can 
wait.” 

“ O Harold,” exclaimed Edith, “we can wait!” 

“ Have I not told thee, son of Godwin,” said 
the Vala, solemnly, “ that Edith’s skein of life 
was enwoven with thine ? Dost thou deem that 
my charms have not explored the destiny of the 
last of my lace ? Know that it is in the decrees 
of the fates that ye are to be united, never more 
to be divided. Know that there shall come a 
day, though I can see not its morrow, and it lies 
dim and afar, which shall be the most glorious 
of thy life, and on which Edith and fame shall be 
thine,—the day of thy nativity, on which hitherto 
all things have prospered with thee. In vain 
against the stars preach the mone and the priest : 
what shall be, shall be. Wherefore, lake hope 
and joy, O Children of Time ! And now, as I 
join your hands, I betroth your souls.” 

Rapture unaided and unprophetic, born of 
love deep and pure, shone in the eyes of Harold, 
as he clasped the hand of his promised bride. 
But an involuntary and mysteiious shudder 
passed over Edith’s frame, and she leant close, 
close, for support upon Harold’s breast. Aiftl, 
as if by a vision, there rose distinct in her me¬ 
mory, a stern brow, a form of power and terror 
—the brow and the form of him who but once 
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again in her waking life the Prophetess had told 
her she should behold. The vision passed away 
in the warm clasp of those protecting arms; and 
looking up into Harold’s face, she there beheld 
the mighty and deep delight that transfused itself 
at once into her own soul. 

Then Hilda, placing one hand over their 
heads, and raising the other towards heaven, all 
radiant with bursting stars, said in her deep and 
thrilling tones,— 

“ Attest the betrothal of these young hearts, 
O ye Powers that draw nature to nature by spells 
which no galdra can trace, and have wrought in 
the secrets of creation no mystery so perfect as 
love,—Attest it, thou temple, thou altar!—attest 


it, O sun and O air! 'While the forms are di¬ 
vided, may the souls cling together—sorrow with 
sorrow, and joy with joy. And when, at length, 
bride and bridegroom are one,—O stSrs, may the 
trouble with which ye are charged have exhausted 
its burthen; may no danger molest, and no 
malice dilturb, but, over the marriage-bed, shine 
in peace, O ye stars ! ” 

Up rose thd moon. May's nightingale called 
its mate from the breathless boughs; ancf so 
Edith and Harold were betrothed by the grave 
of the son of Cerdic. And from the line of Cer- 
dic had come, since Ethelbert, all the Saxon 
kings who with sword and with sceptre had 
reigned over Saxon England. 


BOOK VI. 


AMBITION. 


Chapter I. 


there was great rejoicing in England. King 
"Edward had been induced to send Aired the 
prelate * to the court of the German Emperor, 
for his kinsman and namesake, Edward Atheling, 
the son of the great Ironsides. In his childhood, 
this Prince, with his brother Edmund, had been 
committed by Canute to the charge of his vassal, 
the King ok Sweden; and it has been said 
(though without sufficient authority), that Ca¬ 
nute’s design was, that they should be secretly 
made away with. The King of Sweden, how¬ 
ever, forwarded the children to the court of 
Hungary; they were there honourably reared and 
received. Edmund died young, without issue. 
Edward married a daughter of the German 
Emperor, and during the commotions in Eng¬ 
land, and the successive reigns of Harold 
Harefoot, Hardicanute, and the Confessor, had 
remained forgotten in his exile, until now sud¬ 
denly recalled to England as the heir presump¬ 
tive of his childless namesake. He arrived with 
Agatha his wife, one infant son Edgar, and two 
daughters, Margaret and Christina. 

Great were the rejoicings. The vast crowd 
that had followed the royal visitors in their pro¬ 
cession to the old London palace (not far from 
St. Paul’s) in which they were lodged, yet 
swarmed through the streets, when two tbegns 
who had personally accompanied thq*Atheling 
from Dover, and had just taken leave of him, 
now emerged from the palace, and with some 
difficulty made their ^way through the crowded 
streets. . 

The one in the dress and short hair imitated 
from the Norman, was our old friend Godrith, 
whom the reader may remember as the rehuker 
of Taillefer, and the friend of Mallet de Gi aville ; 
the other, in a plain linen Saxon tunic, and the 
gonna worn on state occasions, to which he 
seemed unfamiliar, but with heavy gold bracelets 
on his arms, long-haired and bearded, wasVebba, 
the Kentish thegn, who had served as nuncius 
frpm Godwin to Edward. 

“ Troth and faith f ” said Vebba, wiping his 
brow, “ this crowd is enow to make plain man 
Star k wode. I would not live in London for all 
* Chron. Knygbtou. 


the gauds in the goldsmiths' shops, or all the 
treasures in King Edward’s vaults. My tongue 
is as parched as a hayfield in the weyd-month.* 
Holy Mother be blessed ! I see a Cumen-hus f 
open ; let us in and refresh ourselves with a horn 
of ale.” 

“Nay, friend,” quoth Godrith, with a slight 
disdain, “ such are not the resorts of men of our 
rank. Tarry yet awhile, till we arrive near the 
bridge by the river side; there, indeed, you will 
find worthy ^>mpany and dainty cheer.” 

“Well, well, I am at your hest, Godrith,” 
said the Kent man, sighing ; “ my wife and my 
sons will be sure to ask me what sights I have 
seen, and I may as well know from ttiee the last 
tricks and ways of this hurly-burly town.” 

Godrith, who was master of all the fiishions in 
the reign of our lord King Edward,, smiled gra¬ 
ciously, and the two proceeded in silence, only 
broken by the sturdy Kent man’s exclamations; 
now of anger when rudely jostled, now of won¬ 
der and delight when, amidst the throng, he 
caught sight of a gleeman, with his bear or 
monkey, who took advantage of some space near 
convfnt garden, or Roman ruin, to exhibit his 
craft; till they gained a long row of booths, most 
pleasantly situated to the left of this side Lon¬ 
don bridge, and uffiich was appropriated to the 
I celebrated cookshops, that even to the time of 
r Fitzstephen retained their fame and their fashion. 

' Between the shops and the river was a space 
of grass worn browa^md bare by the (eet of the 
customers, with a few clipped trees with vines 
trained from one to the other in arcades, under 
cover of which were set tables and settles. The 
place was thickly crowded, and but for Godrith’s 
popularity amongst the attendants, they might 
have found it difficult to obtain accommodation. 
However, a new table was soon brought forth, 
placed close by the cool margin of the water, 
and covered in a trice with tankards of bippo- 
cras. pigment, ale, and some Gascon, as well as 
British wines: varieties of the delicious cake 
bread for which England was then renowned; 
while viands, strange to the honest eye and taste 
of the wealthy Kent man, were syved on spits. 

* Wcyd.nwmih. Meadow month, June, 
t Gvnten-hus. Tavern. 
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“ What bird is this ? ” said he, grumbling. 

“ Oh enviable man, it is a Phrygian attagen* 
that thou art about to taste for the first time ; 
and when thou hast recovered that delight, I 
commend to thee a Moorish compound, made of 
eggs and roes of carp from the old Sguthweorc 
stewponds, which the cooks here dress notably.” 

“ Moorish !—Holy Virgin ! ” .cried Vebba, 
with his mftuth full of the Phrygian attagen, 
“ how came anything Moorish in our Christian 
island?” 

Godrith laughed outright. 

“ Why, our cook here is Moorish ; the best 
singers in London are Moors. Look yonder! 
see those grave comely Saracens ! ” 

“ Comely, quotha, burnt and black as a charred 
pinepole! ” grunted Vebba; “ well, who are 
they ? ” 

“Wealthy traders; thanks to whom, our pretty 
maids have risen high in the market.”t 

“ More the shame,” said the Kent man; “that 
selling of English youth to foreign masters, 
whether male or female, is a blot on the Saxon 
name.” 

“ So saith Harold our Earl, and so preach the 
monks,” returned Godrith. “But thou, my 
good friend, who art fond of all things that our 
ancestors did, and hast sneered more than once 
at my Norman robe and cropped -hair, thou 
shouldst not be the one to find fault with what 
our fathers have done since the days of Cerdic.” 

“ Hem,” said the Kent man, a litfle perplexed, 
“certainly old manners are the best, and I sup¬ 
pose there is some good reason for this practice, 
which I, who never trouble myself about matters 
that concern me not, do not see.” 

“ Wellj Vebba, and how likest thou the Athe- 
ling ? he is of the old line,” said Godrith. 

Again the Kent man looked perplexed, and 
had recourse to the ale, which he preferred to all 
more delicate liquor, before he replied— 

“ Why, he speaks English worse than King 
Edward! and as for his boy Edgar, the child 
can scarce speak English at all. And then their 
German carles and cnehts!—An I had known 
what manner of folk they were, I had not spent 
my maucuses in running from my homestead to 
give them the welcome. But they told me that 
Harold tlie good Earl had made the King send 
for them : and whatever the Earl counselled < 
must, I thought, be wise, and to the weal of 
sweet England.” 

“That is true,” said OSdrith with earnest 
emphasis, for, with all his affectation of Norman 
manners, he was thoroughly English at heart, 
and was now among the staunchest supporters 
of Harold, who had become no less the pattern 
and pride of the young nobles than the darling 
of the humbler population,—“ that is true—and 
Harold showed ps his noble English heart when 
he so urged the King to his own loss.” 

As Godrith thus spoke, nay, from the first 
mention of Harold’s name, two men richly clad, 
but with their bonnets drawn far over their brows, 
and their long gonnas so, worn as to hide thlir 

* Fitistepben.' 

, + William of Malmesbury speaks with just indigna¬ 
tion of the Anglo-Saxon custom of selling female ser¬ 
vants, either to public prostitution, or foreign slavery. 


forms, who were seated at a table behind God¬ 
rith and had thus escaped his attention, had 
paused from their wine-cups, and they now 
listened with much earnestness to the conversa¬ 
tion that followed. 

“ How to the Earl’s loss ? ” asked Vebba. 
“Why, simple theen,” answered Godrith, 
“why, suppose that Edward had refused to 
acknowledge the Atheling as his heir, suppose 
the Atheling had remained in the German court, 
and our good King died suddenly,—who, thinkest 
thou, could succeed to the English throne ? ” 

“ Marry, I have never thought of that at all,” 
said the Kent man, scratching bis head. 

“No, nor have the English generally; yet 
whom could we choose but Harold ? ” 

A sudden start from one of the listeners was 
checked by the warning finger of the other ; and 
the Kent man exclaimed— 

“ Body o’ me! But we have never chosen 
king (save the Danes,) out of the line of Cerdic. 
These be new cranks, with a vengeance; we 
shall be choosing German, or Saracen, or Nor¬ 
man next! ”■ 

“ Out of the line of Cerdic ! but that line is 
gone, root and branch, save the Atheling, and 
he thou seest is more German than English. 
Again I say, failing the Atheling, whom could 
we choose but Harold, brother-m-law to the 
King: descended through Githa rrom the royal- 
ties of the Norse, the head of all armies under 
the Herr-ban, the chief who has never fought 
without victory, yet who has always preferred 
conciliation to conquest—the first counsellor in. 
the Witan—the first man in the realm—who but 
Harold ? answer me, staring Vebba ? ” 

“ I take in thy words slowly,” said the Kent 
man, shaking his head, “ and after all it matters 
little who is king, so he be a good one. Yes, I 
see now that the Earl was a just and generous 
man when he made the King send for the Athe¬ 
ling. Drink-hael! long life to them both ! ” 

“ Was-hsel,” answered Godrith, draining his 
hippocras to Vebba’s more potent ale. “ Long 
life to them both ! may Edward the Atheling 
reign, but Harold the Earl rule! Ah, then, in¬ 
deed, we may sleep without fear of fierce Algar 
and still fiercer Gryffyth the Walloon—who now, 
it is true, are stilled for the moment, thanks to 
Harold—jbut not more still than the smooth 
waters in Gwyned, that lie just above the rush 
of a torrent.” 

“ So little news hear I,” said Vebba, “ and 
in Kent so little are we plagued with the troubles 
elsewhere, (for there Harold governs us, and the 
hawks come not where the eagles hold eyrie!)— 
tha# I will thank thee to tell me something about 
our old Earl for a year,* Algar the restless, and 
this Gryffyth the Welch King, so that I may seem 
a wise man when I go back to my homestead." 

“ Why, thou knowest at least that Algar and 
Harold were ever opposed in the Witan, and hot 
words thou hast heard pass between them! ” 

“ Marry, yes ! But Algar was as little match 
for Earl Harold in speech as in sword play.” % 
Now again one of the listeners started, (but it 

• It will be remembered that Algar governed Wessex, 
which principality included Kent, during the year of 
Godwin’s outlawry. 
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yras not the same as the one before,) and mut¬ 
tered an angry exclamation. 

“ Yet is he a troublesome foe,” said Godrith, 
who did not hear the sound Vebba had provoked, 
“ and a thorn in the side both of the Earl and of 
England ; and sorrowful for both England and 
Earl was it, that Harold refused to marry Aldy th, 
as it is said his father, wise Godwin, counselled 
and wished.” 

“Ah! but I have heard scops and harpers 
sing pretty songs that Harold loves Edith the 
Fair, a wondrous proper maiden, they say! ” 

“It is true; and for the sake of his love, he 
played ill for his ambition.” 

“I like him the better for that,” said the 
honest Kent man: “why does he not marry 
the girl at once ? she hath broad lands, I know', 
for they run from the Sussex shore into Kent.” 

“ But they are cousins five times removed, and 
the Church forbids the marriage; nevertheless 
Harold lives only for Edith; they have exchanged 
the true-lofa,* and it is whispered that Harold 
hopes the Atheling, when he comes to be King, 
will get him the Pope’s dispensation. But to 
return to Algar ; in a day most unlucky he gave 
his daughter to Gryffyth, the most turbulent sub¬ 
king the land ever knew, who, it is said, will not 
be content till he has won all Wales for himself 
without homage or service, and the Marches to 
boot. Some letters between him and Earl Algar, 
to whom Harold had secured the earldom of the 
East Angles, were discovered, and in a Witan 
at Winchester thou wilt doubtless have heard, 
(for thou didst not, I know, leave thy lands to 
attend it) that Algarf was outlawed.” 

“ Oh, yes, these are stale tidings; I heard 
thus much from a palmer—and then Algar got 
ships from the Irish, sailed to North Wales, and 
beat Rolf, the Norman Earl, at Hereford. Oh, 
yes, I heard that, and,” added the Kent man, 
laughing, “I was not sorry to hear that my old 
Earl Algar, since he is a good and true Saxon, 
beat the cowardly Norman,—more shame to 
the King for giving a Norman the ward of the 
Marches! ” 

“ It was a sore defeat to the King and to Eng¬ 
land,” said Godrith, gravely. . “ The great Min¬ 
ster of Hereford built by King Athelstan was 
burned and sacked by the Welch; and the crown 
itself was in danger, when Harold ogpe up at 

* Trulofa, from which comes our popular corruption 
“ true lover’s knot; ” a veteri Danico trulofa, i. c.Jidcm 
dd, to pledge faith.—H icke’s Thesaur. 

/I A kept, among the avicient northern nations, seems 
to nave been the emblem of love, faith, and friendship.” 
—BRANDE’S Pop. Antig. 

+ The Saxon Chronicle contradicts itself as to Algar’s 
Outlawry, stating in one passage that he was outlawed 
without any kind of guilt, and in another that he was 
outlawed as rwihe, or traitor, and that he made a con¬ 
fession of it before all the men there gathered. His 
treason, however, seems naturally occasioned by his 
close connexion with Gryffyth, and proved by his share 
in that king’s rebellion. Some of our historians have 
unfairly assumed that his outlawry was at Harold’s 
instigation. Of this there is not only no proof, but one 
of the best authorities among the chroniclers says just 
tbj contrary,—that Harold did all be could to intercede 
fpr him ; and it is certain that be was fairly tried and 
condemned by the Witan, and afterwards restored by 
the concurrent articles, of agreement between Harold 
J§)1| Leofrfc. Harold’s policy with his own countrymen 
Jra.hos out very markedly prominent in the annals of the 
time; it was invariably that of conciliation. 


the head of the Fyrd. Hard it is to tell the dis- 
tress and the inarching and the tamping, and 
the travail, and destruction of men, end also of 
horses, which the English endured* till Harold 
came; and then luckily came also the good old 
Leofric, and Bishop Aired the peacemaker, and 
so strife was patched up—Gryffyth swore oaths of 
faith to King Edward, and Algar was inlawed; 
and there for the nonce rests the’matter now. 
But well I ween that Gryffyth will never keep 
troth with the English, and that no hand less 
strong than Harold’s can keep in check a spirit 
as fiery as Algar’s: therefore did I wish that 
Harold might be King.” 

“Well,” quoth the honest Kent man, “I 
hope, nevertheless, that Algar will sow his wild 
oats, and leave the Walloons to grow the hemp 
for their own halters ; for, though he is not of 
the height of our Harold, he is a true Saxon, and 
we liked him well enow when he mled us. And 
how is our Earl’s brother Tostig esteemed by the 
Northmen ? It must be hard to please those 
who had Siward of the strong arm for their Earl 
before.” 

“Why, at first, when (at Si ward’s death in the 
wars for young Malcolm) Harold secured to Tos¬ 
tig the Northumbrian earldom, Tostig went by 
his brother’s counsel, and ruled well and won 
favour. Of late I hear that the Northmen mur¬ 
mur. Tostig is a man indeed dour and haughty.” 

After a few more questions and answers on the 
news of the day, Vebba rose and said,— 

“ Thanks for thy good fellowship ; it is time 
for me now to be jogging homeward. I left my 
ceorls and horses on the other side the river, and 
must go after them. And now forgive me my 
bluntness, fellow thegn, but ye young, courtiers 
have plenty of need for your mancuses, and 
when a plain countryman like me comes sight¬ 
seeing, he ought to stand payment; wherefore,” 
here he took from his belt a great leathern purse, 
“wherefore, as these outlandish birds and hea¬ 
thenish puddings must be dear fare—” 

“How! ” said Godrith, reddening, “thinkest 
thou •so meanly of us thegns of Middlesex as to 
deem we cannot entertain thus humbly a friend 
from a distance? Ye Kent men I know are 
rich. But keep your pennies to buy stuffs for 
your wife, my friend.” 

' The Kent man, seeing he bad displeased his 
companion, did not press his liberal offer,—put 
up his purse, and suffered Godrith to pay the 
reckoning. Then, as the two thegns shook hands, 
he said,— 

“ But I should like to have said a kind word 
or so to Earl Harold—for he was too busy and 
too great for me to come across him in the old 

i ialace yonder. I have a mind to go back and 
ook for him at his own house.” 

“ You will not find him there,” said Godrith, 
“for I know that as soon as he hath finished 
his conference with the Atheling, he will leave 
the city; and I shall be at his own favourite 
mgnse over the water at sunset, to take orders 
for repairing the forts and the dykes on. the 
Marches. You can tarry awhile and meet us ; 
You know his old lodge tn the forest land ?” 

“ Nay, I mast be back and at home ere fright, 

• Saxon Cbron., verbatim. 
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for all things go wrong when the master is away. 
Yet, indeed, my good wife will scold me for not 
having shaken hands with the handsome Earl.” 

“Thou shal t not comeunderthatsad infliction, ’ ’ 
said the good-natured Godrith, who was pleased 
with the thegn’s devotion to Harold‘and who, 
knowing the great weight which Vebba (homely 
as he seemed) carried in his important county, 
w& politically anxious that the Earl should hu¬ 
mour so sturdy a friend,—“ Thou shalt not sour 
thy wife’s kiss, man. For look you, as you ride 
back you will pass by a large old house, with 
broken columns at the back.” 

“I have marked it well,” said the thcgn, 
“ when I have gone that way, with a heap of 
queer stones, on a little hillock, which they say 
the witches or the Britons heaped together.” 

“ The same. When Harold leaves London, 
I trow well .towards that house will his road 
wend; for there lives Edith the swan’s-neck, 
with her awful grandam the Wicca. If thou art 
there a little after noon, depend on it thou wilt 
see Harold riding that way.” 

“Thank thee heartily, friend Godrith,” said 
Vebba, taking his leave, “and forgive my 
bluntness if I laughed at thy cropped head, for 
I see thou art as good a Saxon as ere a frankling 
of Kent—and so the saints keep thee.” 

Vebba then strode briskly over the bridge; 
and Godrith, animated by the wine he had drunk, 
turned gaily on his heel to look, amongst the 
crowded tables for some chance friend with whom 
to while away an hour or so at the games of 
hazard then in vogue. 

Scarce had he turned, when the two listeners, 
who, having paid their reckoning, had moved 
under shade of one of the arcades, dropped into 
a boat which they had summoned to the margin 
by a noiseless signal, and were rowed over the 
water. They preserved a silence which seemed 
thoughtful and gloomy until they reached the 
opposite shore; then one of them, pushing back 
his bonnet, showed the sharp and haughty fea¬ 
tures of Algar. 

“ Well, friend of Gryffyth,” said he vrtth a 
bitter accent, “ Thou hearest that Earl Harold 
counts so little on the oaths of thy king, that he 
intends to fortify the MarcheS against him; and 
thou hearest also, that nought save a life, as 
fragile as the reed which thy feet are trampling, 1 
stands between the throne of England and the only 
Englishman who could ever Juive humbled my son- 
in-law to swear oath of service to Edward.” 

“ Shame upon that hour,” said the other, 
whose spfcech, as well as the- gold collar round 
his neck, and the peculiar fashion of his hair, 
betokened him to be Welch. “Little did I 
think that the great son of Llewellyn, whom our 
bards had set above Roderic Mawr, would ever 
have acknowledged the sovereignty of the Saxon 
over the hills of Cymry.” 

“Tut, Meredydd, answered Algar, .“thou 
knowest well that no Cymrian ever deems him¬ 
self dishonoured by breaking faith with the 
Saxon; and we shall yet see the lions of Gryffyth 
scaring the sheepfolds of Hereford.” 

“ So be it,” said Meredydd, fiercely. ■« And 
Harold shall give to his Atheling the Saxon 
land, shorn at least of (he Cymrian kingdom,” 


“ Meredydd,” said Algar, with a seriousness 
that seemed almost solemn, “no Atheling will 
live to rule these realms ! Thou knowest that 
I was one of the first to hail the news of his com¬ 
ing—I hastened to Dover to meet him. Me- 
thought I saw death writ on his countenance, 
and I bribed the German leach who attends him 
to answer my questions; the Atheling knows it 
not, but he bears within him the seeds of a mortal 
complaint. Thou wottest well what cause I 
have to hate Earl Harold; and were I the only 
man to oppose his way to the throne, he should 
not ascend it but over my corpse. But when 
Godrith, hiacreature, spoke, I felt that he spoke 
the truth; and, the Atheling dead, on no nead 
but Harold’s can fall the crown of Edward.” 

“Ha!” said the Cymrian chief, gloomily; 
“ thinkest thou so indeed ? ” 

“I think it not; I know it. And for that 
reason, Meredydd, we must wait not till he 
wields against us all the royalty of England. As 
yet, while Edward lives, there is hope. For the 
King loves to spend wealth on relics and priests, 
and is slow when the mancuses are wanted for 
fighting men. The King too, poor man ! is not 
so ill-pleased at my outbursts as he would fain 
have it thought; he thinks, by pitting earl against 
earl, that he himself is the stronger.* While 
Edward lives, therefore, Harold’s arm is 
half crippled; wherefore, Meredydd, ride thou, 
with good speed, back to King Gryffyth, and 
tell him all I have told thee. Tell him that our 
time to strike the blow and renew the war will 
be amidst the dismay and confusion that the 
Atheling’s death will occasion. Tell him, that 
if we can entangle Harold himself in the Welch 
defiles, it will go hard but what we shall find 
some arrow or dagger to pierce the heart of the 
invader. And were Harold but slain—who then 
would be king in England ? The line of Cerdic 
gone—the House of Godwin lost in Earl Harold, 
(for Tostig is hated in his own domain, Leofwine 
is too light, and Gurth is too saintly for such am¬ 
bition)—who then I say can be king in England 
but Algar, the heir of the great Leofric ? And 
I, as King of England, will set all Cymry free, 
and restore to the realm of Gryffyth the shires 
of Hereford and Worcester. Ride fast, O Mere¬ 
dydd, and heed well all I have said.” 

“DosUthou promise and swear, tbatwert thou 
king of England, Cymry should be free from all 
service ? ” 

“ Free as air, free as under Arthm and Uther: 
I swear it. And remember well how Harold 
addressed the Cymrian chiefs, when he accepted 
Gryffyth’s oaths of service.” 

Remember it—ay,” cried Meredydd, his 
face lighting up with intense ire and revenge ; 
“ the stem Saxon said, ‘ Heed’ well ye chiefs of 
Cymry, and thou Gryffyth, the King, that if 
again ye force, by ravage and rapine, by sacri¬ 
lege and murtber, the majesty of England to 
enter your borders, duty must be done: God 
grant that your Cymrian lion may leave us |h 
peace—if not, it is mercy to human life that 
bids ns cut the talons and draw the fangs.” 

“ Harold, like all calm and mild, men, 
ever says less than he means,” ♦eturoed Algar* 
* Hume, 
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“ and were Har<^ king, small pretext would he 
need for cutting the talons, anddrawing the fan gs.” 

“ It is well,” said Meredydd, with a fierce 
smile. “ I will now go to my men who are 
lodged yonder; and it is better that thou shouldst 
not be seen with me.” 

“Right; so St. David be with you—and 
forget not a word of my message to Gryfiyth 
my son-in-law.” 

“Not a word,” returned Meredydd, as with 
a wave of his hand he moved towards an hos¬ 
telry, to which, as kept by one of their own 
countrymen, the Welch habitually resorted in 
the visits to the capital which ’the various 
intrigues and dissensions in their unhappy land 
made frequent. 

The chief’s train, which consisted of ten 
men, all of high birth, Were not drinking in the 
tavern—for sorry customers to mine host were 
the abstemious Welch. Stretched on the 
grass under the trees of an orchard that backed 
the hostelry, and utterly indifierent to all the 
rejoicings that animated the population of 
Southwark and London, they were listening 
to a wild song of the old hero-days from one 
of their number; and round them grazed the 
rough shagged ponies which they had used for 
their journey. Meredydd, approaching, gazed 
round, and seeing mo stranger was present, 
raised his hand to hush the song, and then 
addressed his countrymen briefly in Welch 
—briefly, but with a passion that was evident 
in his flashing eyes and vehement gestures. 
The passion was contagious ; they all sprang 
to their feet with a low but fierce cry, and in a 
few moments they had caught and saddled 
their diminutive palfreys, while one of the 
band, who seemed singled out by Meredydd, 
sallied forth alone from the orchard, and 
took his way, on foot, to the bridge. He did 
not tarry there long ; at the sight of a single 
horseman, whom a shout of welcome, on that 
swarming thoroughfare, proclaimed to be Earl 
Harold, the Welchman turned, and with a fleet 
foot regained his companions. 

Meanwhile Harold, smilingly, returned the 
greetings he received, cleared the bridge, passed 
the suburbs, and soon gained the wild forest land 
that lay along the great Kentish road. He rode 
somewhat slowly, for he was evidently in' deep 
thought; and he had arrived about half-way 
towards Hilda’s house when he heard behind 
quick pattering sounds, as of small unshod hoofs: 
he turned, and saw the Welchmen at the distance 
of some fifty yards. But at that moment there 
passed, along the road in front, several persons 
bustling into London to share in the festivities 
of the day. This seemed to disconcert the 
Welch in the rear, and, after a few whispered 
words, they left the high road and entered the 
forest land. Various groups from time to time 
continued to pass along the thoroughfare. But 
still, ever through the glades, Harold caught 
glimpses of the riders, now distant, now near. 
Sometimes he heard the snort of their small 
horses, and saw a fierce eye glaring through 
tiie bushes; then, as at the sight or sound 
of approachinf passengers, the riders wheeled, 
and shot off through the brakes. 


The Earl’s suspicions were aroused; for 
(though he knew of no enemy to apprehend, 
and the extreme severity of the llws against 
robbers made the high roads much safer m the 
latter days of the Saxon domination than they 
were for centuries under that of the subsequent 
dynasty, when Saxon tliegns themselves had 
turned kings fif the greenwood,) tlip various in¬ 
surrections in Edward's reign had necessarily 
thrown upon society many turbulent disbanded 
mercenaries. 

Harold was unharmed, save the spear which 
even on occasions of state, the Saxon noble 
rarely laid aside, and the ateghar in his belt; 
and, seeing now that the road had become 
deserted, he set spurs to his horse, and was 
just in sight of the Druid’s Temple, when a 
javelin whizzed close by his breast, and another 
transfixed his horse, which felt head foremost 
to the ground. 

The Earl gained his feet in an instant, and 
that haste was needed to save his life; for 
while he rose ten swords flashed around him. 
The Welchmen had sprung from their palfreys 
as Harold’s horse fell. Fortunately for him, 
only two of the party bore javelins, (a weapon 
which the Welch wielded with deadly skill) and, 
those already wasted, they drew their short 
swords, which were probably imitated from the 
Romans, and rushed upon him in simultaneous 
onset. Versed in all the weapons of the time, 
with his right hand seeking by his spear to 
keep off the rush, with the ateghar in his left, 
parrying the strokes aimed at him, the brave 
Earl transfixed the first assailant^ and sore 
wounded the next; but his tunic W3S dyed red 
with three gashes, and his sole chance of life 
was in the power yet left him to force his way 
through the ring. Dropping his spear, shifting 
his ateghar into the right hand, wrapping round 
his left arm his gonna as a shield, he sprang 
fiercely on the onslaught, and on the flashing 
swords. Pierced to the heart fell one of his 
foes—dashed to the earth another—from the 
hand of a third (dropping his own ateghar) he 
wrenched the sword. Loud rose Harold’s cry 
for aid, and swiftly he strode towards the 
hillock, turning blck, and striking as he turned; 
and again fell a foe, and again new blood oozed 
through his own garb. At that moment his 
cry was echoed by a shriek so sharp and so 
piercing that it staatjpd the assailants, it arrested 
the assault; and, ere the unequal strife could 
be resumed, a woman was in the midst of the 
fray;—a woman stood dauntless between the 
Earl and his foes. 

“Back! Edith. Oh, God! Back, back!” 
cried the Earl, recovering all his strength in the 
sole fear which that strife had yet stricken into 
his bold heart; knd drawing Edith aside with 
his strong arm, he again confronted the assail¬ 
ants. t 

“ Die! ” cried, in the Cymrian tongue, the 
fiercest of the foes, whose sword had already 
twice drawn the Earl’s blood; “Die, that Cymry 
may be free ! ” 

Meredydd sprang, with him sprang the sur¬ 
vivors of his band ; and, by a sudden movement, 
Edith had thrown herself on Harold’s breast, 
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leaving his right arm free, but sheltering his form 
with her own. 

At that sight every sword rested still in air. 
These Cymrians, hesitating not at the murder of 
the man whose death seemed to their false virtue 
a sacrifice due to their hopes of freedom, were 
still the descendants of Heroes, and the children 
of noble Song, and their swords were harmless 
against a woman. The same pause which saved 
the life of Harold, saved that of Meredydd ; for 
the Cymrian’s lifted sword had left his breast 
defenceless, and Harold, despite his wrath, and 
his fears for Edith, touched by that sudden for¬ 
bearance, forebore himself the blow. 

“ Why seek ye my life ? ” said he. “Whom 
in broad England hath Harold wronged ? ” 

That speech broke the charm, revived the sus¬ 
pense of vengeance. With a sudden aim, Mere¬ 
dydd smote at the head which Edith’s embrace 
left unprotected. The sword shivered on the 
steel of that which parried the stroke, and the 
next moment, pierced to the heart, Meredydd fell 
to the earth, bathed in his gore. Even as he fell, 
aid was at hand. The ceorls in the Roman 
house had caught the alarm, and were hurrying 
down the knoll, with arms snatched in haste, 
while a loud whoop broke from the forest land 
hard by; and a troop of hot se, headed by Vebba, 
rushed through the bushes and brakes. Those 
of the Welch still surviving, no longer animated 
by their fiery chief, turned on the instant, and 
fled with that wonderful speed of foot which 
characterised their active race ; calling, as they 
fled, to their Welch pigmy steeds, which, snort¬ 
ing Joud 4 and lashing out, came at once to the 
call. Seizing the nearest at hand, the fugitives 
sprang to selle, while the animals unchosen, 
pause® by the corpses of their former riders, 
neighing piteously, and shaking their long manes. 
And then, after wheeling round and round the 
coming horsemen, with many a plunge, and lash, 
and savage cry, they darted alter their com¬ 
panions, and disappeared amongst the bushwood. 
Some of the Kentish men gave chase to the fugi¬ 
tives, but in vain ; few the nature of thc # ground 
favoured, flight. Vebba, and the rest, now joined 
by Hilda’s lithsmen, gained the spot where 
Harold, bleeding fast, yet strove to keep his foot¬ 
ing, and, forgetiul of his own wounds, was joy¬ 
fully assuring himself of Edith’s safety. Veb^a 
dismounted, and recognising the Earl, ex¬ 
claimed :— 

“ Saints in heaven ! ate we in time ? You 
bleed—you faint!—Speak, Lord Harold. How 
fares it ? ” 

“ Bfood enow yet left here for our merrie Eng¬ 
land ! ” said Harold, with a smile. But as lie 
spoke, his head drooped, and he was borne 
senseless into the house of Hilda. 


Chapter II. 

• 

The Vala met them at the threshold, and testi¬ 
fied so, little surprise at the sight of the bleeding 
and unconscious Earl, that Vebba, who had 
heard strange tales of Hilda’s unlawful arts, half- 
suspected that those wild-looking foes, with their 
uncanny diminutive horses, were imps conjured 


by her to punish a wooer to her grandchild— 
who had been perhaps too successful in the woo¬ 
ing. And fears so reasonable were not a little 
increased when Hilda, after leading the way up 
the steep ladder to the chamber in which Harold 
had dreamed his fearful dream, bade them all 
depart, and leave the wounded man to her care. 

“ Not so,” said Vebba, bluffly. “ A life like 
this is not to be left in the hands of woman, or 
wicca. I shall go back to the great town, and 
summon the Earl’s own leach. And I beg thee 
to heed, meanwhile, that every head in this 
house shall answer for Harold’s.” 

The great Vala, and highborn Hleafdian, little 
accustom^ to be accosted thus, turned round 
abruptly, with so stern an eye and so imperious 
amein, that even the stout Kent men felt abashed. 
She pointed to the door opening on the ladder, 
and said, briefly 

“Depart! Thy lord’s life hath been saved 
already, and by woman. Depart! ” 

“ Depart, and fear not for the Earl, brave and 
true friend in need,” said Edith, looking up from 
Harold’s pale lips, over which she bent; and 
her sweet voice so touched the good thegn, that, 
murmuring a blessing on her fair face, he turned 
and departed. 

Hilda then proceeded, with a light and skilful 
hand, to examine the wounds of her patient. She 
opened the tunic, and washed away the blood 
from four gaping orifices on the breast and 
shoulders. And as she did so, Edith uttered a 
faint cry, and, falling on her knees, bowed her 
head over the drooping hand, and kissed it with 
stifling emotions, of which perhaps grateful joy 
was the strongest; for over the heart of Harold 
was. punctured, after the fashion of the Saxons, 
a device—and that device was the knot of be¬ 
trothal, and in the centre of the knot was graven 
the word “ Edith.” 


Chapter III. 

Whether owing to Hildais runes, or to the 
merely human arts which accompanied them, the 
Earl’s recovery was rapid, though the great loss 
of blood he had sustained left him awhile weak 
and exhausted. But, perhaps, he blessed the ex¬ 
cuse which detained him still in the house of - - 
Hilda, and under the eyes of Edith. 

He dismissed the leach sent to him by Vebba, 
and confided, not without reason, to the Vala’s 
skill. And how happily went his hours beneath 
the old Roman roof! , 

It was not without a superstition, more charac¬ 
terised, however, by tenderness than awe, that 
Jlarold learned that Edith had been undefinably 
impressed with a foreboding of danger to her 
betrothed, and all that morning she had watched 
his coming from the old legendary hill. Was it 
not in that watch that his good Fylgiahad saved 
his life ? 

Indeed, there seemed a strange truth in Hilda’s 
assertions, that in the form of his betrothed, his 
tutelary spirit lived and guarded. For snyjoth 
every step, and bright every day, in his career,* 
since their troth had been plighted. And gradu¬ 
ally the sweet superstition had mingled with 
human passion to hallow and refine it. There 
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was a purity and a depth in the love of these two, 
which, if not uncqpunon in women, is most rare 
in men. 

Harold, in sober truth, had learned to look on 
Edith as on his better angel; and, calming his 
strong manly heart in the hour of temptation, 
would have recoiled, as a sacrilege, from aught 
that could have sullied that image of celestial love. 
With a noble and sublime patience, of which 
perhaps only a character so thoroughly English 
in its habits of self-control and steadfast endur¬ 
ance could have been capable, he saw theamonths 
and the years glide away, and still contented him¬ 
self with hope ;—hope, the sole godlike joy that 
belongs to men! ° 

As the opinion of an age influences even those 
who affect to despise it, so perhaps, this holy and 
unselfish passion was preserved and guarded by . 
that peculiar veneration for purity which formed ! 
the characteristic fanaticism of the last days of 
the Anglo-Saxons—when still, as Aldhelm had 
previously sung in Latin less barbarous tqjan 
perhaps any priest in the reign of Edward could ! 
command,— 

“Virginitas castam servans sine crimine carnem 
CSetera virtutem vincit prajeonia laudi— 

Spiritus altitbroni templum sibi vindicat almus ; ” * 

when, amidst a great dissoluteness of manners, 
alike common to Church and laity, the opposite 
virtues were, as is invariable in such epochs of 
society, carried by the few’ purer natures into 
heroic extremes. “ And as gold, the adorner of 
the world, springs from the sordid bosom of earth, 
so chastity, the image of gold, rose bright and 
unsullied from the clay of human desire.”t 
And Edith, though yet in the tenderest flush 
of beautiful youth, had, under the influence of 
that sanctifying and scarce earthly affection, per¬ 
fected her full nature as woman. She had learned 
so to live in Harold’s life, that—less, it seemed, 
by study than intuition—a knowledge graver 
than that which belonged to her sex and her time, 
seemed to full upon her soul—fall as the sunlight 
falls on the blossoms, expanding their petals, and 
brightening the glory of their hues. 

Hitherto, living under the shade of Hilda’s 
dreary creed, Edith, as we have seen, had been 
, rather Christian by name and instinct than ac¬ 
quainted with the doctrines of the Gospel, or 
penetrated by its faith. But the soul of Harold 
lifted her own out of the Valley of the Shadow 
up tp the Heavenly Hill. For the character of 
their love was so pre-eminently Christian, so, by 
the circumstances that surrounded it—so by hope 
and self-denial, elevated out of the empire, not 
only of the senses, but even of that sentiment 
which springs from them, and which made tfee 
sole refined and poetic element of the heathen’s 
love, that but for Christianity it would have 
withered and died. It required all the aliment of 
prayer; it needed that patient endurance which 

* “The chaste wbo blameless keep unsullied fame, 
Transcend all other worth, all other praise. 

The Spirit, high enthroned, has made their hearts 
I$s sacred temple.’’ 

' Sharon Turner's Translation of Aldhelm. vol. iii. 
p. 366. It is curious to see how, even in Latin, the poet 
preserves the alliterations that characterised the Saxon 

muse. 

f Slightly altered from Aldhelm. 


comes from the soul’s consciousness of immor¬ 
tality ; it could not have resisted earth, but from 
the forts and armies it won from heaven. Thus 
from Harold might Edith be said to have taken 
her very soul. And with the soul, and through 
the soul, woke tlie mind from the mists of child¬ 
hood. 

In the intense desire to be worthy the love of 
the foremost man of her land; to be the con^- 
anion of his mind, as well as the mistress of his 
earl, she had acquired, she knew not how, 
strange stores of thought, and intelligence, and 
pure, gentle wisdom. In opening to her confi¬ 
dence his own high aims and projects, he himself 
was scarcely conscious how often he confided but 
to consult—how often and how insensibly she 
coloured his reflections and shaped his designs. 
Whatever was highest and purest, that, Edith 
e\cr, as by instinct, beheld as the wisest. She 
grew to him like a second conscience, diviner 
than his own. Each, therefore, reflected virtue 
on the other, as planet illumines planet. 

All these years of probation, then, which might 
have soured a love less holy, changed flito weari¬ 
ness a love less intense, had only served to wed 
them more intimately soul to soul; and in that 
spotless union what happiness there was*! what 
rapture in word and glance, and the slight, re¬ 
strained, caress of innocence, beyond all the 
transports love only human can bestow ! 


Chapter IV. 

It was a bright still summer noon, when Harold 
sate with Edith amidst the columns of \he Druid 
temple, and in the shade which those vast and 
mournful relics of a faith departed cast rffong the 
sward. And there, conversing over the past, and 
planning the future, they had sate long, when 
Hilda approached from the house, and entering 
the circle, leant her arm upon the altar of the 
war-god, and gazing on Harold with a calm 
triumph in her aspect, said,— 

“ Did I not smile, son of Godwin, when, with 
thy short-sighted wisdom, thou didst,think to 
guard thy land and secure thy love, by urging 
the monk-king to send over the seas for the 
Atheling ? Did I "not tell thee, ‘ Thou dost 
right, for in obeying thy judgment thou art but 
the instrument of fate; and the coming of the 
Atheling shall speed thee nearer to the ends of 
thy life, but not from tins Atheling shalt thou take 
the crown of thy love, and not by the Atheling 
shall the throne of Athelstan be filled ? ’ ” 

“ Alas,” said Harold, rising in agitatifln, “let 
me not hear of mischance to that noble prince. 
He seemed sick and feeble when I parted from 
him ; but joy is a great restorer, and the air of 
the native land gives quick health to the exile.” 

“ Hark! ” said Hilda, “ you hear the passing 
bell for the soul of the son of Ironsides ! ” 

The mournful knell, as she spoke, came dull 
from the roofs of the city afar, borne to their 
ears by the exceeding stillness of the atmosphere. 
Edith crossed herself, and murmured a prayer 
according to the custom of the age ; then raising 
her eyes to Harold, she murmured, as she clasped 
her hands,— 
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“Be not saddened, Harold; hope still.” 

“ Hope! ” repeated Hilda, rising proudly from 
her recumbent position, “ Hope! in that knell 
from St. Paul’s, dull indeed is thine ear, O 
Harold; if thou hearest not the joy-bells that 
inaugurate a future king ! ” 

The Earl started; his eyes shot fire;ahis breast 
heaved. 

“ Leave us, Edith,” said Hilda„m a low voice; 
ai*d after witching her grand^iild’s slow reluc¬ 
tant steps descend the knoll, she turned to Harold, 
and leading him towards the gravestone of the 
Saxon chief, said,— 

“ Retnemberest thou the spectre that rose from 
this mound ?—rememberest thou the dream that 
followed it ? ” 

“ The spectre, or deceit of mine eye, I remem¬ 
ber well,” answered the Earl; “ the dream, not; 
—or only in confused and jarring fragments.’ ’ 

“ I told thee then, that I could not unriddle 
the dream by the light of the moment; and that 
the dead who slept below never appeared to men, 
save for some portent of doom to the house of 
Cerdic. The portent is fulfilled ; the Heir of 
Cerdic is no more. To whom appeared the great 
Scin-Iseca, but to him who shall lead a new race 
of Kings to the Saxon throne ! ” 

Harold breathed hard, and the colour mounted 
bright and glowing to his cheek and brow. 

“ I cannot gainsay thee, Vala. Unless, despite 
all conjecture, Edward should be spared to earth 
till the Atheling’s infant son acquires the age 
when bearded men will acknowledge a chief,* I 
look round in England for the coming king, and 
all England reflects but mine own image.” 

His head rose erect as he spoke, and already 
the brow seemed august, as if circled by the 
diadem gf the Basileus. 

“ And if it be so,” he added, “ I accept that 
solemn trust, and England shall grow greater in 
my greatness.” 

“ The flame breaks at last from the smoulder¬ 
ing fuel,” cried the Vala, “and the hour I so long 
foretold to thee hath come ! ” 

Harold answered not, for high and kindling 
emotions deafened him to all but the voice of a 
grand ambition, and the awakening joy of a noble 
heart. 

“ And then—and then,”he exclaimed, “I shall 
need no mediator between natuq| and monkcraft; 
—then, O Edith, the life thou hast saved will in* 
deed be thine ! ” He paused, and it was a sign 
of the change that an ambition long repressed, 
but now rushing into the vent legitimately open 
to it, had already begun to work, in the character 

• It is impossible to form any just view of the st Jte of 
parties, and the position of Harold in the later portions 
of this work, unless the reader will bear constantly in 
mind the fact that, from the earliest period, minors were 
set aside as a matter of course, by the Saicon customs. 
Henry observes that, in the whole history of the Hep¬ 
tarchy, there is but one examplebf a minority, and that 
a short and unfortunate one; so, in the later times, the 
great Alfred takes the throne, to the exclusion of the 
infant son of his elder brother. Only under very peculiar 
circumstances, backed, as in the case of Edmund Iron¬ 
sides, by precocious talents and manhood on the part of 
the minor, were there exceptions to the general faws of 
succession. The same rule obtainedjvith the earldoms; 
the fame, power, and popularity of sSiward could not 
transmit his Northumbrian earldom to his infant son 
Waltheof, so gloomily renowned in a subsequent reign. 


hitherto so self-reliant, when he said in a low 
voice, “ But that dream which hath so long lain 
locked, not lost, in my mind; that dream of which 
I recall only vague remembrances of danger yet 
defiance, trouble yet triumph,—canst thou un¬ 
riddle it, O Vala, into auguries of success ? ” 

“ Harold,” answered Hilda, “ thou didst hear 
at the close of thy dream, the music of the hymns 
that are chaunted at the crownirfg of a king,— 
and a crowned king shalt thou be ; yet fearful 
foes shall assail thee—foreshown in the shapes of 
the lion and raven, that came in menace over the 
blood-red sea. The two stars in the heaven be¬ 
token that the day of thy birth was.also the birth¬ 
day of a foe, whose star is fatal to thine; and 
they warn thee against a battle-field, fought on 
the day when those stars shall meet, f arther 
than this the mystery of thy dream escapes from 
my lore ;—would’st thou learn thyself, from the 
phantom that sent the dream;—stand by my side 
at the grave of the Saxon hero, and I will sum¬ 
mon the Scin-laeca to counsel the living. For 
what to the Vala the dead may deny, the soul of 
the brave on the brave may bestow ! ” 

Harold listened with a serious and musing at¬ 
tention, which his pride or his reason had never 
before accorded to the warnings of Hilda. But 
his sense was not yet fascinated by the voice of 
the charmer, and he answered with his wonted 
smile, so sweet yet so haughty,— 

‘ ‘ A hand outstretched to a crown should be 
armed for the foe; and the eye that would guard 
the living should not be dimmed by the vapours 
that encircle the dead.” 


Chapter V. 

But from that date changes, slight, yet notice¬ 
able and important, were at work both in the 
conduct and character of the great Earl. 

Hitherto he had advanced on his career with¬ 
out calculation; and nature, not policy, had 
achieved his power. But henceforth he began 
thoughtfully to cement the foundations of his 
House, to extend the area, to strengthen the 
props. Policy now mingled with the justice that 
had made him esteemed, and the generosity that 
had won him love. Before, though by temper 
conciliatory, yet, through honesty, indifferent to 
the enmities he provoked, in his adherence to 
what his conscience approved, he now laid him¬ 
self out to propitiate all ancient feuds, soothe all 
jealousies, ana convert foes into friends. He 
opened constant and friendly communication 
with his uncle Sweyn, King of Denmark; he 
availed himself sedulously of all the influence over 
the Anglo-Danes which his mother’s birth made 
so facile. He strove also, and wisely, to conciliate 
the animosities which the church had cherished 
against Godwin’s house : he concealed his dis¬ 
dain of the monks and monkridden: he showed 
himself the Church’s patroq^and friend; he en¬ 
dowed largely the convents, and especially one 
at "Waltham, which had fallen into decay, though 
favourably known for the piety of its brotherhood., 
But if in this he played a part not natural to his 
opinions, Harold could not, even in simulation, 
administer to evil. The monasteries he favoured 
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were those distinguished for purity of life, for 
benevolence to the poor, for bold denunciation 
of the excesses of the great. He had not, like 
the Norman, the grand design of creating in the* 
priesthood a college of learning, a school of arts; 
such notions were unfamiliar in homely, unlet¬ 
tered England. And Harold, though for his time 
and his land no mean scholar, would have re¬ 
coiled from favouring a learning always made 
subservient to Rome ; always at once haughty 
and scheming, and aspiring to complete domina¬ 
tion over both the souls of men and the thrones of 
kings. But his aim was, out of the elements lie 
found in the natural kindliness existing between 
Saxon priest and Saxon flock, to reaf a modest, 
virtuous, homely clergy, not above tender sym¬ 
pathy with an ignorant population. He selected 
as examples for his monastery at Waltham, two 
low-bom humble brothers, Osgood and Ailred; 
the one known for the courage with which he 
had gone through the land, preaching to abbot 
and thegn the emancipation of the theowes, and 
as the most meritorious act the safety of the soul 
could impose ; the other, who, originally a clerk, 
had, according to the common custom of the 
Saxon clergy, contracted the bonds of marriage, 
and with some eloquence had vindicated that 
custom against the canons of Rome, and refused 
the offer of large endowments and thegn’s rank 
to put away his wife. But on the death of that 
spouse he had adopted the cowl, and while still 
persisting in the lawfulness of marriage to the 
unmonastic clerks, had become famous for de¬ 
nouncing the open concubinage which desecrated 
the holy office, and violated the solemn vows, of 
many a proud prelate and abbot. 

To these two men (both of whom refused the 
abbacy of Waltham) Harold committed the 
charge of selecting the new brotherhood estab¬ 
lished there. And the monks of Waltham were 
honoured as saints throughout the neighbouring 
district, and cited as examples to all the Church. 

But though in themselves the new politic arts 
of Harold seemed blameless enough, arts they 
were, and as such they corrupted the genuine 
simplicity of his earlier nature. He had con¬ 
ceived for the first time an ambition apart from 
that of service to his country. It was no longer 
only to serve the land, it was to serve it as its 
ruler, that animated his heart and coloured his 
thoughts. Expediencies began to dim to his 
conscience the healthful loveliness ofTruth. And 
now, too, gradually, that empire which Hilda 
had gained over his brother Sweyn, began to 
sway this man, heretof6re so strong in his sturdy 
sense. The future became to him a dazzling 
mystery, into which his conjectures plunged 
themselves more and move. He had not yet stodd 
in the Runic circle and invoked the dead ; but 
the spells were around his heart, and in his own 
soul had grown up the familiar demon. 

Still Edith reigned alone, if not in his thoughts 
at least in his affec^fpns ; and perhaps it was the 
hope of conquering all obstacles to his marriage 
that mainly induced him to propitiate the Church, 
,thrcfugh whose agency the object he sought must 
be attained; and still that hope gave the bright¬ 
est lustre to the distant crown. But he who ad¬ 
mits Ambition to the companionship of Love, 


admits a giant that outstrides the gentler foot¬ 
steps of its comrade. 

Harold’s browlostits benign calm. He became 
thoughtful and abstracted. He consisted Edith 
less, Hilda more. Edith seemed to him now not 
wise enough to counsel. The smile of his Fylgia, 
like the light of the star upon a stream, Jit the 
surface, but could not pierce to the deep. 

Meanwhile, ‘however, the policy, of Harold 
throve and prospqped. He had already arrived 
at that height, that the least effort to make power 
popular redoubled its extent. Gradually all voices 
swelled the chorus in his praise; gradually men 
became familiar to the question, “ If Edward dies 
before Edgar, the grandson of Ironsides, is of age 
to succeed, where can we find a king like 
Harold ? ” 

In the midst of this quiet but deepening sun¬ 
shine of his fate, theie burst a storm, which 
seemed destined either to darken his day or to 
disperse every cloud from the horizon. Algar, 
the only possible rival to his power—the only 
opponent no arts could soften—Algar, whose 
hereditary name endeated him to the Saxon 
laity, whosewfather’s most powerful legacy was 
the love of the Saxon Church, whose martial and 
turbulent spirit had only the more elevated him 
in the esteem of the warlike Danes in East An¬ 
glia (the earldom in which he had succeeded 
Harold) by his father’s death, lord of the great 
principality of Mercia—-availed himself of that 
new power to break out again into rebellion. 
Again he was outlawed, again he leagued with 
the fiery Gryffyth. All Wales was in revolt; 
the Marches were invaded and laid waste. 
Rolfe, the feeble Earl of Hereford, died at this 
critical juncture, and the Normans and hirelings 
under him mutinied against other leaders; a 
fleet of vikings from Norway ravaged the western 
coasts, and sailing up the Menai, joined the ships 
of Gryffyth, and the whole empire seemed me¬ 
naced with dissolution, when Edward issued his 
Herr-bann, and Harold at the head of the royal 
armies marched on the foe. 

Dread and dangerous were those defiles of 
Wales’, amidst them had been foiled or slaugh¬ 
tered all the warriors under Rolf the Norman: 
no Saxon armies had won laurels in the Cym- 
rian’s own mountain'home within the memory of 
man; nor had Ay Saxon ships borne the palm 
flt>m the terrible vikjngs of Norway. Fail, 
Harold, and farewell the crown !—succeed, and 
thou hast on thy siftg the ultimam rationem 
regum (the last argument of kings), the heart 
ol the army over- which thou art chief. 


Chapter VI. 

It was one day in the height of summer that two 
horsemen rode slowly, and conversing with each 
other in friendly wise, notwithstanding an evi¬ 
dent difference of rank and of nation, through 
the lovely country which formed the Marches of 
Wales. The younger of these men was unmis- 
takeably a Norman; his cap only partially covered 
the head, whichf was shaven from the crown to 
the nape ,of the neck,* while in front the hair, 
* Bayeux Tapestry. 
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closely cropped, curled short and thick round a 
haughty but intelligent brow. His dress fitted 
close to his shape, and was worn without mantle ; 
his leggiugs» were curiously crossed in the fashion 
of a tartan, and on his,heels were spurs of gold. 
He was wholly unarmed; but behind him and his 
companion, at a little distance, his war horse, 
completely caparisoned, was led by a single 
squire, mounted on a good Norma® steed; while 
six4saxon thdbwes, themselves qp foot, conducted 
three sumpter-mules, somewhat heavily laden, 
not only with the armour of the Norman knight, 
%>ut panniers containing rich robes, wines and 
provender. At a few paces farther behind, 
marched a troop, light-armed, in tough hides, 
curiously tanned, with axes swung over % their 
shoulders, and bows in their hands. 

The companion of the knight was as evidently 
a Saxon, as the knight was unequivocally a Nor¬ 
man. His square, short features, contrasting the 
oval visage and aquiline profile of his close shaven 
comrade, were half concealed beneath a bushy 
beard and immense moustache. His tunic, also, 
was of hide, and, tightened at the waist, fell 
loose to his knee ; while a kind of cloak, fastened 
to the right shoulder by a large round button 
or brooch, flowed behind and in front, but left 
both arms free. His cap differed in shape from 
the Norman’s, being round and full at the sides, 
somewhat in shape like a turban. His bare, 
brawny throat was curiously punctured with 
sundry devices, and a verse from the Psalms. 

His countenance, though without the high and 
haughty brow, and the acute, observant eye of 
his comrade, had ajaride and intelligence of its 
own—a pride somewhat sullen, and an intelli¬ 
gence somewhat slow. 

“ My ppod friend, Sexwolf,” quoth the Nor¬ 
man in very tolerable Saxon, “I pray you not so 
to misesteem us. After all, we Normans are of 
your own race: our fathers spoke the same lan¬ 
guage as yours.” 

“ That may be,” said the Saxon, bluntly, 
“and so did the Danes, with little difference, 
when they burned our houses and cut our 
throats.” , 

‘‘Old tales, those,” replied the knight, “and 
I thank thee for the comparison; for the Danes, 
ihou seest, are now settled amongst ye,, peace¬ 
ful subjects and quiet men, and in a few genera¬ 
tions it will be hard to guess who comes from 
Saxon, who from Dane.” 

“ We waste time, talking such matters,” re¬ 
turned the Saxon, feeling himself instinctively no 
match in argument for his lettered companion; 
and seeing, with his native strong sense, that 
some ulterior object, though he guessed not what, 
lay hid in the conciliatory language of his com¬ 
panion ; “ nor do I believe, Master Mallet or 
Gravel—forgive me if I miss of the right forms 
to address you—that Norman will ever love 
Saxon, or Saxon Norman; so let us cut our 
words short. There stands the convent, at which 
you would like to rest and refresh yourself.” 

The Saxon pointed to a low, clumsy building 
of timber, forlorn and decayed, close by a rank 
marsh, over which swarmed gnats, and all foul 
animalcules. 

• Mallet de Graville, for it was he, shrugged his 


shoulders, and said, with an air of pity and 
contempt,— 

“ I would, friend Sexwolf, that thou couldst 
but see the houses we build to God and His 
saints in our Normandy; fabrics of stately stone, 
on the fairest sites. Our Countess Matilda hath 
a notable taste for the masonry; and our work¬ 
men are the brethren of Lombardy, who know 
all the mysteries thereof.” 

“I pray thee, Dan-Norman,” cried the Saxon, 
“ not to put such ideas into the soft head of King 
Edward. We pay enow for the Church, i hough 
built but of timber ; saints help us indeed, if it 
were builded of stone! ” 

The Nongan crossed himself, as if he had 
heard some signal impiety, and then said, 

“ Thou lovest not Mother Church, worthy 
Sexwolf?” 

“ I was brought up,” replied the sturdy Saxon, 
“ to work and sweat hard, and I love not the lazy 
who devour my substance, and say, 4 the saints 
gave it them.’ Knowest thou not, Master Mal¬ 
let, that one-thiid of all the lands of England is 
in the hands of the priests ? ” 

“Hem!” said the acute Norman, who, with 
all his devotion, could stoop to wring worldly 
advantage from each admission of his comrade; 
“ then in this merrie England of thine, thou hast 
still thy grievances and cause of complaint ? ” 
“Yea, indeed, and I trow it,” quoth the Saxon, 
even in that day a grumbler; “but I take it, the 
main difference between thee and me is, that I 
can say what mislikes me out like a man; and 
it would fare ill with thy limbs or thy life if thou 
wert as frank in the grim land of thy heretogk .” 

“Now, Noire Dame, stop thy prating,” said 
the Norman, in high disdain, while hi's brow 
fiowned and his eye sparkled. “ Strong judge 
and great captain as is William the Norman, .his 
barons and knights hold their heads high in his 
presence, and not a grievance weighs on the 
heart that we give not out with the lip.” 

“ So have I heard,” said the Saxon, chuckling; 
“ I have heard, indeed, that ye thegns, or great 
men, are free enow, and plain-spoken. But what 
of the commons—the sixhsendmen, and theceorls, 
master Norman ? Dare they speak as we speak 
of king and of law, of thegn and of captain ? ” 
The Norman wisely curbed the scornful “ No, 
indeed,” that rushed to his lips, and said, all 
1 sweet and debonnair,— 

“ Each land hath its customs, dear Sexwolf < 
and if the Norman were king of England, he 
would take the laws as he finds them, and the 
ceorls would be as safe wjth William as Edward.’ ’ 
“ The Norman, king of England 1 ! ” cried the 
Saxon, reddening to the tips of his great ears, 
“ What dost thou babble of, stranger ? The 
Norman !—How could that ever be ? ” 

“ Nay, I did but suggest—but suppose such a 
case,” replied the knight, still smothering his 
wrath. “And why thinkest thou the conceit so 
outrageous ? Thy king is childless ; William is 
his next of kin, and dear to him as a brother; 
and if Edward did leave him the throne—” 

“ The throne is for no man to leave,” almdit 
roared the Saxon. “ Thinkest thou the people 
of England are like cattle and sheep, and chattels 
and theowes, to be left by will, as man fancies ? 
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The king’s wish has its weight, no doubt, but the 
Witan hath its yea or its nay, and the Witan and 
Commons are seldom at issue thereon. Thy 
duke king of England J Marry! Ha! ha!” 

“Brute!” muttered the knight to himself; 
then adding aloud, with his old tone of irony 
(now much habitually subdued by years and dis¬ 
cretion), “ Why takest thou so the part of the 
ceorls ? thou a captain, and well nigh a thegn !” 

“ I was born a ceorl, and my father before 
me,” returned Sexwolf, “ and I feel with my 
class; though my grandson may rank with the 
thegns, and, for aught I know, with the earls.” 

The Sire de Graville involuntarily drew off 
from the Saxon’s side, as if made suddenly aware 
that he had grossly demeaned himself in such 
unwitting familiarity with a ceorl, and a ceorl’s 
son; and he said, with a much more careless 
accent and lofty port than before,— 

“ Good man, thouwert a ceorl, and now thou 
leadest Earl Hai old’s men to the war ! How is 
this ? I do not quite comprehend it.” 

“ How shouldst thou, poor Norman ?” replied 
the Saxon, compassionately. “ The tale is soon 
told. Know that when Harold our Earl was 
banished, and his lands taken, we his ceorls 
helped with his sixhamdman, Clapa, to purchase 
his land, nigh by London, and the house wherein 
though didst find me, of a stranger, thy country¬ 
man, to whom they were lawlessly given. And 
we tilled the land, we tended the herds, and we 
kept the house till the Eatl came back.” 

“ Ye had moneys then, moneys of your own, 
ye ceorls! ” said the Norman, avariciously. 

“ How else could we buy our freedom ? Every 
ceorl hath some hours to himself to employ to 
his profit, and can lay by for his own ends. 
These savings we gave up for our Earl, and 
when the Earl came back, he gave the sixhsend- 
man hydes of land enow to make him a thegn; 
and he gave the ceorls who had holpen Clapa, 
their freedom and broad shares of his boc-land, 
and most of them now hold their own ploughs 
and feed their own herds. But X loved the Earl 
(having no wife) better than swine and glebe, 
and I prayed him to let me serve him in arms. 
And so I have risen, as with us ceorls can rise.” 

“I am answered,” said Mallet de Graville, 
thoughtfully, and still somewhat perplexed. 
“But these theowes, (they are slaves,) never 
rise. It cannot matter to them whether shaven 
Norman or bearded Saxon sit on the throne ? ” 

“ Thou art right there,” answered the Saxon; 
“ it matters as little to them as it doth to thy 
thieves and felons, for many of them are felons 
and thieves, or the children of such ; and most 
of those who are not, it is said, are not Saxons, 
but the barbarous folks whom the Saxons Sub¬ 
dued. No, wretched things, and scarce men, 
they care nought for tie land. Howbeit, even 
they are not without hope, for the Church takes 
their part; and that, at least, I for one, think 
Chhrch-worthy,” added the Saxon with a soft¬ 
ened eye. “ And every abbot is bound to set 
free three theowes on his lands, and few who own 
tneowes die without freeing some by their will; 
So that the sons of theowes may be thegns, and 
thegns some of them are at this day.” 

•• Marvels! ” cried the Norman. “ But surely 


they bear a stain and stigma, and their fellow- 
thegns flout them ? ” 

“ Not a whit—why so ? land is land, money 
money. Little, I trow, care we what a man’s 
father may have been, if the man himself hath 
his ten hides or more of good boc-land.” 

“ Ye •flalue land and the moneys,” said the 
Norman, “ so do we, but we value more name 
and birth.” » 

“Ye are still,in your leading-strings, Nbr- 
man,” replied the Saxon, waxing good-hu¬ 
moured in his contempt. “ We have an old 
saying and a wise one, 1 All come from A dan# 
except Tib the ploughman: but when Tib grows 
rich all call him * dear brother.’ ” 

“ JVith such pestilent notions,” quoth the Sire 
de Graville, no longer keeping temper, “ I do 
not wonder that our fathers of Norway and Dane- 
land beat ye so easily. The love for things an¬ 
cient—creed, lineage, and name, is better steel 
against the stranger, than your smiths ever 
welded.” 

Therewith, and not waiting for Sexwolf s reply, 
he clapped spuis to his palfrey, and soon entered 
the courtyard of ihe convent. 

A monk of the order of St. Benedict, then 
most in favour,* ushered the noble visitor into 
the cell of the Abbot; who, after gazing at him 
a moment in wonder and delight, clasped him to 
his breast and kissed him heartily on brow and 
cheek. 

“Ah, Guillaume,” he exclaimed in the Nor¬ 
man tongue, “this is indeed a grace for which to 
sing Jubilate. Thou canst not guess how wel¬ 
come is the face of a countryman in this horrible 
land of ill-cooking and exile.” *■ 

“ Talking of grace, my dear father, and food,” 
said De Graville, loosening the cincture of the 
tight vest which gave him the shape of a wasp— 
for even at that early period, small waists were 
in vogue with the warlike fops of the French 
Continent—“ talking of grace, the sooner thou 
say’st it over some friendly refection, the more 
will the Latin sound unctuous and musical. 1 
have journeyed since day-break, and am now 
hmjgered and faint.” 

“ Alack, alack!” cried the Abbot, plaintively, 
“ thou knowest little, my son, what hatdships we 
endure in these parts, how larded our larders, 
and how nefarious our fare. The flesh of swine 
r salted—” 

“The flesh of Beelzebub,” cried Mallet de Gra¬ 
ville, aghast. “ Bqjb comfort thee, I have stores 
on mysumpter-mules— poulardes and fishes, and 
other not despicable comestibles, and a few flasks 
of wine, not . pressed, laud the saints.! from the 
vines of this country : wherefore, wilt thou see 
to it, and instruct thy cooks how to season the 
cheer ? ” 

“ No cooks have I to trust to,” replied the 
Abbot; “ of cooking know they here as much 
as of Latin ; nathless, I will go and do my best 
with the stew-pans. Meanwhile, thou wilt at 
least Have rest and (he bath. For the Saxons, 
even in their convents, are a clean race, and learned 
the bath from the Dane.” 

“That I have noted,” said the knight, “for 

* Indeed, apparently the only monastic order in Eng^ 
land. w 
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even at the smallest house at which I have lodged 
in my way from London, the host hath courte¬ 
ously offered me the bath, and the hostess linen 
curious and fragrant; and to say truth, the poor 
people are hospitable and kind, despite their 
uncouth hate of the foreigner; nor is tl^eir meat 
to be despised, plentiful and succulent; but 
pardex, as thou sayest, little helped by the art of 
dressing. Wherefore, my father, I\vill while the 
time till the poulardes be roasted, and the fish 
broiled or stewed, by the ablutions thou profferest 
jpe. I shall tarry with thee some hours, for I 
have much to learn.” 

The Abbot then led the Sire de Graville by the 
hand to the cell of honour and gueslship, and 
having seen that the bath prepared was of warmth 
sufficient, for both Norman and Saxon (hardy 
*ien as they seem to us from afar) so shuddered 
at the touch of cold water, that a bath of natural 
temperature (as well as a hard bed) was some¬ 
times imposed as a penance,—the good father 
went his way, to examine the sumpter-mules, and 
admonish the much suffering and bewildered lay- 
brother who officiated as cook,—and who, speak¬ 
ing neither Norman nor Latin, scarce made out 
one word in ten of his superior’s elaborate exhor¬ 
tations. 

Mallet’s squire, with a change of raiment, and 
goodly coffers of soaps, unguents, and odours, 
took Iris way to the knight, for a Norman of 
birth was accustomed to much personal atten¬ 
dance, and had all respect for the body ; and it 
was nearly an hour before, in a long gown of fur, 
reshaven, dainty, and decked, the Sire de Gra¬ 
ville bowed, and sighed, and prayed before the 
refection set out in the Abbot’s cell. 

The two Normans, despite the sharp appetite 
of the lay-fhan, ate with great gravity and decorum, 
drawing forth the morsels served to them on spils 
with silent examination; seldom more than tast¬ 
ing, with looks of patient dissatisfaction, each of 
the comestibles ; sipping rather than drinking, 
nibbling rather than devouring, washing their 
fingers in rose water with nice care at the close, 
and waving them afterwards gracefully in the 
air, to allow the moisture somewhat to exhale 
before they wiped off the lingering dews with 
their napkins. Then they exchanged looks and 
sighed in concert, as if recalling the polished 
manners of Normandy, still retained in that 
desolate exile. And their temperate meal thus 
concluded, dishes, wines, and attendants van¬ 
ished, and their talk commcwced. 

“ How earnest thou in England ? ” asked the 
Abbot abruptly. 

“ Sauf your reverence,” answered De Graville, 
“ not wholly for reasons different from those that 
bring thee hither. When, after the death of that 
truculent and orgulous Godwin, King Edward 
entreated Harold to let him have back some of 
his dear Norman favourites, *thou, then little 
pleased with the plain fare and sharp discipline 
of the convent of Bcc, didst pray Bishop William 
of London to accompany such train as Harold, 
moved by his poor king’s supplication, was 
pleased to permit. The Bishop consented, and 
thou wert enabled to change monk’s cowl for 
Abot’s mitre. In a word, ambition brought 
fnee to England, and ambition brings me hither." 


“ Hem! and how ? May’st thou thrive better 
than I in this swine-sty ! ” 

“ You remember,” renewed De Graville, “ that 
Lanfranc, the Lombard, was pleased to take 
interest in my fortunes, then not the most flour¬ 
ishing, and after his return from Rome, with the 
Pope’s dispensation for Count William’s mar¬ 
riage with his cousin, he became William’s most 
trusted adviser. Both William and Lanfranc 
were desirous to set an example of learning to 
our Latinless nobles, and therefore my scholar¬ 
ship found grace in their eyes. In brief—since 
then I have prospered and thriven. I have fair 
lauds by the Seine, tree from clutch of merchant 
and Jew. I*have founded a convent, and slain 
some hundreds of Breton marauders. Need I 
say that I am in high favour ? Now it so chanced 
that a cousin of mine, Hugo de Magnaville, a 
brave lance and franc-rider, chanced to murder 
his brother in a little domestic affray, and, being 
of conscience tender and nice, the deed preyed 
on him, and he gave his lands to Odo of Bayeux, 
and set off to Jerusalem. There, having prayed 
at the tomb,” (the knight crossed himself,) “ he 
felt at once miraculously cheered and relieved ; 
but, journeying back, mishaps befell him. He 
was made slave by some infidel, to one of whose 
wives he sought to be gallant, par amours , and 
only escaped at last by setting fire to paynim and 
prison. Now, by the aid ot the Virgin, he has 
got back to Rouen, and holds his own land 
again in fief from proud Odo, as a knight of the 
bishop’s. It so happened that, passing home¬ 
ward through Lycta, before these misfortunes 
befell him, lie made friends with a fellow-pilgrim 
who had just returned, like himself, from the 
Sepulchre, but not lightened, like him, of the 
load of his crime. This poor palmer lay broken¬ 
hearted and dying in the hut of an eremite, where 
my cousin took shelter; and, learning that Hugo 
was on his way to Normandy, he made himself 
known as Sweyn, the once fair and proud Earl 
of England, eldest son to old Godwin, and 
father to Haco, whom our Count still holds as a 
hostage. He besought Hugo to intercede with 
the Count for Haco’s speedy release and return, 
if King Edward assented thereto ; and charged 
my cousin, moreover, with a letter to Harold, 
his brother, which Hugo undertook to send over. 
t By good luck,it so chanced that, through all his 
sore trials, cousiif Hugo kept safe round his neck 
a leaden effigy of the Virgin. The infidels dis¬ 
dained to rob him of lead, little dreaming the 
worth which the sanctity gaye to the metal. To 
the back of the image Hugo fastened the -letter, 
and so, though somewhat tattered and damaged, 
he lyid it still with him on arriving at Rouen. 

“Knowing, then, my grace with the Count, 
and not, despite absolution and pilgrimage, much 
wishing to trust himself in the presence of William, 
who thinks gravely of fratricide, he prayed me 
to deliver the message, and ask leave to send to 
England the letter.” 

“It is a long tale,” quoth the Abbot. 

“ Patience, my father! I am nearly at the emk 
Nothing more in season could chance for my 
fortunes. Know that "William has been long 
moody and anxious as to matters in England. 
The secret accounts he receives from the Bishop 
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of London make him see that Edward’s heart is 
much alienated from him, especially since the 
Count has had daughters and sons ; for, as thou 
knowest, William and Edward both took vows 
of chastity in youth, * and William got absolved 
from his, while Edward hath kept firm to the 
plight. Not long ere my cousin came back, 
william had heard that Edward had acknow¬ 
ledged his kinsman as natural heir to his throne. 
Grieved and troubled at this, William had said 
in my hearing, ‘ Would that amidst yon statues 
of steel, there were some cool head apd wise 
tongue I could trust with my interests in Eng¬ 
land ! and would that I could devise iitting plea 
and excuse for an envoy to Harrfld the Earl! ’ 
Much had I mused over these words, and a 
light-hearted man was Mallet de Graville when, 
with Sweyn’s letter in hand, he went to Lanfranc 
the Abbot and said, * Patron and father ! thou 
knowest that I, almost alone of the Norman 
knights, have studied the Saxon language. And 
if the Duke wants messenger and plea, here 
stands the messenger, and in this hand is the 
plea.’ Then I told my tale. Lanfranc went at 
once to Duke William. By this time, news of 
the Atheling’s death had arrived, and things 
looked more bright to my liege. Duke William 
was pleased to summon me straightway, and give 
me his instructions. So over the sea I came 
alone, save a single squire, reached London, 
learned the King and his court were at Win¬ 
chester (but with them I had little to do), and 
that Harold the Earl was at the head of his 
forces in Wales against Gryffyth the Lion King. 
The Earl had sent in haste for a picked and 
chosen band of his own retainers, on his demesnes 
near the city. These I joined, and learning thy 
name at the monastery at Gloucester, I stopped 
here to tell thee my news and hear thine.” 

“Dear brother,” said the Abbot, looking 
enviously on the knight, “would that, like thee, 
instead of entering the Church, I had taken up 
arms! Alike once was our lot, well bom and 
penniless. Ah me!—Thou art now as the swan 
on the river, and I as the shell on the rock.” 

“But,” quoth the knight, “though the canons, 
it is true, forbid monks to knock people on the 
head, except in self-preservation, thou knowest 
well that, evtn in Normandy, {which, I take it, 
is the sacred college of all priestly lore, on thi\ 
side the Alps,) those canon^are deemed too 
rigorous for practice: and, at all events, it is not 
forbidden thee to look on the pastime with sword 
or mace by thy side in case of need. Wherefore, 
remembering thee in times past, I little counted 
on finding thee—like a slug in thy cell! No ; 
but with mail on thy back the canons cleag for¬ 
gotten, and helping stout Harold to sliver and 
brain these turbulent Welchmen.” 

“ Ah me! ah me ! No such good fortune! ” 
sighed the tall Abbot. “Little, despite thy 
former sojourn in London, and thy lore of their 
tongue, knowest thou of theseanmannerly Saxons. 
Rarely indeed do abbot and prelate riae to the 
battle; t and were it not for a huge Danish monk, 

• See Note to Robert of Gloucester, vol. ii. p. 372. 

+ The Saxon priests were strictly forbidden to bear 
arms.—S pblm. Conctl. p. 23?. 

It is mentioned in the English Chronicles, as a very 


who took refuge here to escape mutilation for 
robbery, and who mistakes the Virgin for a \ 
Valkyr, and St. Peter for Thor,—jyere it not, I 
say, that we now and then have a bout at sword¬ 
play together, my arm would be quite out of 
practice” 

“ Cheer thee, old friend,” said the knight, 
pityingly, “ better times may come yet. Mean¬ 
while, now to affairs. Forall I hear strengthens 
all William has heard, that Harold the Earl is 
the first man in England. Is it not so ? ” 

“ Truly, and without dispute.” # 

“Is he married, or celibate ? For that is a 
question which even his own men seem to 
answer equivocally.” 

“Why, all the wandering minstrels have songs, 

I am told by those who comprehend this poor i 
barbarous tongue, of the beauty of Editfm 
Pulchra , to whom it is said the Earl is betrothed, 
or it may be worse. But he is certainly not 
married, for the dame is akin to him within the 
degrees of the Church.” 

“ Hem, not married! that is well; and this 
Algar, or Elgar, he is not now with the Welch, 

I hear.” 

“ No; sore ill at Chester with wounds and 
much chafing, for he hath sense to see that his 
cause is lost. The Norwegian fleet have been 
scattered over the seas by the Earl’s ships, like 
birds in a storm. The rebel Saxons who joined 
Gryffyth under Algar have been so beaten, that 
those who survive have deserted their chief, and 
Gryffyth himself is penned up in his last defiles, 
and cannot much longer resist the stout foe, 
who, by valorous St. Michael, is truly a great 
captain. As soon as Gryffyth is subdued, Algar 
will he crushed in his retreat, like a bloated 
spider in his web; and then Englanfi will have 
rest, unless our liege, as thou hintest, set her to 
work again.” 

The Norman knight mused a few moments, 
before he said,— 

“ I understand, then, that there is no man in 
the land who is peer to Harold :—not, I suppose, 
Tos ( tig his brother ? ” 

“ Not Tostig, surely, whom nought but 
Harold’s repute keeps a day in his earldom. 
But of late—for ^e is brave and skilful in war— 
he hath done much to command the respect, 
though he cannot win back the love, of his fierce 
Northumbrians, for he hath holpen the Earl 
gallantly in this invasion of Wales, both by sea 
and by land. BuWTostig shines only from his 
brother’s light; and if Gurth were more ambi¬ 
tions, Gurth alone could be Harold’s rival.” 

The Norman, much satisfied with the infor¬ 
mation thus gleaned from the Abbot, who des¬ 
pite, his ignorance of the Saxon tongue, was, like 
all his countrymen, acute and curious, now rose 
to depart. The Abbot, detaining him a few 
moments, and looking at him wistfully, said, in 
a low voice, 

“ XVnat thinkest thou are Count William’s 
chances of England ?” 

extraordinary circumstance, that a Bishop of Hereford, 
who had been Harold’s chaplain, did actually take 
sword and shield against the Welch. Unluckily, this 
valiant prelate was slain so soon, that it was no enc#- 
raging example, 
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“ Good, if he have recourse to stratagem; 
sure, if he can win Harold.” 

“Yet, take my word, the English love not 
the Normans, and will fight stiffly.” 

“ That Ubelieve. But if fighting must be, I 
see that it will be the fight of a single Rattle, for 
there is neither fortress nor mountain to admit of 
long warfare. And look you, mv friend, every¬ 
thing here \&worn out l ‘The royal line is extinct 
with Edward, save in a child, whom I hear no 
man name as a successor; the old nobility are 
gone, there is no reverence for old names; the 
church is. as decrepit in the spirit as thy lath 
monastery is decayed in its timbers ; the martial 
spirit of the Saxon is half rotted away in the 
subjugation to a clergy, not brave and learned, 
but timid and ignorant; the desire for money 
*eat9 up all manhood; the people have been accus¬ 
tomed to foreign monarchs under the Danes; and 
William, once victor, would have but to promise 
to retain the old laws and liberties, to estab¬ 
lish himself as firmly as Canute. The Anglo- 
Danes might trouble him somewhat, but rebellion 
would become a weapon in the hands of a 
schemer like William. He would bristle all 
the land with castles and foits, and hold it as a 
camp. My poor Inend, we shall live yet to 
exchange gratulations,—thou prelate of some 
fair English see, and I baron of broad English 
lands.” 

“ 1 think thou art right,” said the tall Abbot, 
cheerily, “ and marry, when the day comes, I 
will at least fight for the Duke. Yea—thou art 
right,* he continued, looking round the dilapi¬ 
dated walls of the cell; “all here is worn out, 
and nought can restore the realm, save the Nor¬ 
man Wjjliam, or—” 

“ Or who ?” 

“ Or the Saxon Harold. But thou goest to 
see him—judge for thyself.” 

“ I will do so, and heedfully,” said the Sire de 
Graville ; and embracing his. friend, he renewed 
his journey. 


Chapter VIE 

Messire Mallet de Graville possessed in perfec¬ 
tion that cunning astuteness* which characterised 
the Normans, as it did all the old pirate races of 
the Baltic ; and if, O reader, thou, peradventurt*, 
shouldst ever in this remote day have dealings 
with the tall men of Eboj or Yorkshire, there 
wilt thou yet find the old Dane-father’s wit—it 
may be to thy cost—more especially if treating 
for those animals which the ancestors ate, and 
which the sons, without eating, still manage to 
fatten on. 

But though the crafty knight did his best, 
during his progress from London into Wales, to 
extract from Sexwolf all such particulars respect¬ 
ing Harold and his brethren as he had reasons 
for wishing to learn, he found the stubborn sa¬ 
gacity or caution of the Saxon more than*a match 
for him. Sexwolf had a dog's instinct in all that 
related to his master; and he felt, though he 
scarce knew why, that the Norman cloaked some 
design upon Harold in all the cross questionings 
so carelessly ventured. And his stiff silence, or 
bluff replies, when Harold was mentioned, con* 


* 


trasted much the unreserve of his talk when it 
turned upon the general topics of the day, or the 
peculiarities of Saxon manners. 

By degrees, therefore, the knight, chafed and 
foiled, drew into himself; and seeing no farther 
use could be made of the Saxon, suffered his own 
national scorn of villein companionship to replace 
his artificial urbanity. He therefore rode alone, 
and a little in advance of the rest, noticing with 
a soldier’s eye the characteristics of the country, 
and marvelling while he rejoiced, at the insigni¬ 
ficance of the defences which, even on the 
Marches, guarded the English country from the 
Cymrian ravager.* In musings of no very aus¬ 
picious and*friendly nature towards the land he 
thus visited, the Norman, on the second day from 
that in which he had conversed with the Abbot, 
found himself amoogsf'the savage defiles of North 
Wales. 

Pausing there in a narrow pass overhung with 
wild and desolate rocks, the knight deliberately 
summoned his squires, clad himself in his ring 
mail, and mounted his great destrier. 

“ Thou dost wrong, Norman,” said Sexwolf, 
“ thou fatiguest thyself in vain—heavy arms here 
are needless. I have fought in this country be¬ 
fore ; and as for thy steed, thou wilt soon have 
to forsake it, and march on foot.”® 

“Know, friend,” retorted the Knight, “that 
1 come not here to learn the horn-book of war ; 
and for the rest, know also, that a noble of Nor¬ 
mandy parts with his life ere he forsakes his good 
steed.” 

“ Ye outlanders and Frenchmen,” said Sex¬ 
wolf, showing the whole of his teeth through his 
forest of beard, “ love boast and big talk; and, 
on my troth, thou mayst have thy belly full of 
them yet; for we are still in the track of Harold, 
and Harold never leaves behind him a foe. Thou 
art as safe here, as if singing psalms in a convent.” 

“ For thy jests, let them pass, courteous sir,” 
said the Norman ; “ but I pray thee only not to 
call me Frenchman.f I impute it to thy igno¬ 
rance in things comely and martial, and not to thy 
design to insult me. Though my own mother 
was French, learn that a Norman despises a 
Frank only less than he doth a Jew.” 

“Crave your grace,” said the Saxon, “but I 
thought all ye outlanders were the same, rib and 
rib, sibbe and sibbe.” 

“ Thou wilt know better one of these days. 
March on, master Sexwolf.” 

The pass gradually opened on a wide patch of 
rugged and herbless Mfcste ; and Sexwolf, riding 
up to the knight, directed his attention to a stone 
on which was inscribed the words, “ Hie victor 
fit it Haroldus,” —Here Harold conquered. 

* See Note (K) at the end of the volume. 

+ The Normans and French detested each other; and 
it was the Norman who taught to the Saxon bis own 
animosities against the Frank. A very eminent anti¬ 
quary, indeed, De la Kue, considered that the Bayeux 
tapestry could not be the work of Matilda, or her age, 
because in it the Normans are called French. But that 
is a gross blunder on his part; for William, in his own 
charters, calls the Normans “ Fmnci." Wace, gihis 
“ Roman de Rou,” often styles the Normans ‘‘French; 
and William of Poitiers, a contemporary of the Con¬ 
queror, gives them also in one passage the same name. 
Still, it is true that the Normans were generally very 
tenacious of their distinction frqm their gallant but 
hostile neighbours. 
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“ In sight of a stone like that, no Walloon dare 
come,” said the Saxon. 

“A simple and classical trophy,” remarked 
the Norman, complacently, “ and saith much. 
I am glad to see thy lord knows the Latin.” 

“ I say not that he knows Latin,” replied the 
prudent Saxon: fearing that that could be no 
wholesome information on his lord’s part, which 
was of a kind to give gladness to the Norman— 
“ Ride on while the road lets ye—in God’s 
name.” 

On the confines of Caernarvonshire, the troop 
halted at a small village, round which had been 
newly dug a deep military trench, bristling with 
palisades, and within its confines m<*ght be seen, 
—some reclined on the grass, some at dice, some 
drinking,—many men, whose garbs of tanned 
hide, as well as a penncn graving from a little 
mound in the midst, bearing the tiger heads of 
Earl Harold's insignia, showed them to be 
Saxons. * 

“Here we shall learn,” said Sexwolf, “ what 
the Earl is about—and here, at present, ends my 
journey.” 

“Are these the Earl’s headquarters then?— 
no castle, even of wood—no wall, nought but 
ditch and palisades ? ” asked Mallet de Graville 
in a tone between suprise and contempt. 

“Norman, ’ said Sexwolf, “the castle is there, 
though you see it not, and so arc the walls. The 
castle is Harold’s name, which no Walloon will 
dare to confront; and the walls are the heaps of 
the slain which lie in every valley around.” So 
saying, he wound his horn, which was speedily 
answered, and led the way over a plank which 
admitted across the trench. 

“ Not even a draw-bridge ! ” groaned the 
knight. 

Sexwolf exchanged a few words with one who 
seemed the head of the small garrison, and then 
regaining the Norman, said, “ The Earl and his 
men have advanced into the mountainous regions 
of Snowdon ; and there, it is said, the bloodlust- 
ing Gryffyth is at length driven to bay. Harold 
hath left orders that, after as brief a refresh¬ 
ment as may be, I and my men, taking the guide 
he hath left for us, join him on foot. There 
may now be danger: for though Gryffyth himself 
may be pinned to his heights, he may have yet 
some friends in these parts to start up from crag 
and combe. The way on horse is impassable : 
wherefore, master Norman, as our quarrel is not 
thine nor thine our lord’s, I commend thee to 
halt here in peace and jngpfety, with the sick and 
the prisoners.” 

“It is a merry companionship, doubtless,” 
said the Norman; “ but one travels to learn, %nd 
I would fain see somewhat of thine uncivil skir¬ 
mishings with these men of the, mountains; 
wherefore, as I fear my poor mules are light of 
the provender, give me to eat and to drink. 
And then shalt thou see, should we come in 
sight of the enemy, if a Norman’s big words are 
the sauce of small deeds.” 

Well spoken, and better than I reckoned 
on,” said Sexwolf, heartily. 

While de Graville, alighting, sauntered about 
the village, the rest of the troop exchanged greet¬ 
ings with their countrymen. It was, even to the 


warrior’s eye, a mournful scene. Here and there, 
heaps of ashes and ruin—houses riddled and 
burned—the small, humble church,- untouched 
indeed by war, but looking desolate and forlorn 
—with sheep grazing on large recent mounds 
thrown qver the brave dead, who slept in the 
ancestral spot they had defended. 

The air was fragrant with the spicy smells of 
the gale or bog myrtle; and the village <?.'ay 
sequestered in « scene wild indeed and savage, 
but prodigal of a stern beauty to which the Nor¬ 
man, poet by race, and scholar by culture, was 
not insensible. Seating himself on a rude stone, 
apart from all the warlike and murmuring groups, 
he looked forth on the dim and vast mountain 
peaks, and the rivulet that rushed below, inter¬ 
secting the village, and lost* amidst copses of 
mountain ash. From these more refined con* 
templations, he was roused by Sexwolf, who, 
with greater courtesy than was habitual to him, 
accompanied the theowes who brought the knight 
a repast, consisting of cheese, and small pieces 
of s.eethed kid, with a large horn of very indiffe¬ 
rent mead. 

“ The Etrl puts all his men on Welch diet,” 
said the captain, apologetically. “ For indeed, 
in thislengthy warefare, nought else is to be had.” 

The knight curiously inspected the cheese, and 
bent earnestly' over the kid. 

“It sufficeth, good Sexwolf,” said he suppress¬ 
ing a natural sigh. “But instead of this honey- 
drink, which is more fit fjpr bees than for men, 
get me a draught of fresh water : water is your 
only safe drink before fighting.” * 

* “ Thou hast never drank ale, then] ” said the 
Saxon; “but thy foreign tastes shall be heeded, 
strange man.” ^ 

A little after noon, the horns were sounded, and 
the troop prepared to depart. But the Norman 
observed that they had left behind all their 
horses: and his squire, approaching, informed 
him that Sexwolf had positively forbidden the 
knight’s steed to be brought forth. 

“ Was it ever heard before,” cried Sire Mallet 
de Graville, “that a Norman knight was expected 
to walk, and to walk against a foe too ! Call 
hither the villein,—that is, the captain.” 

But Sexwolf himself here appeared, and to him 
De Graville addressed his indignant remon¬ 
strance. The Saxon stood firm, and to each 
argument replied simply, “It is the Earl’s 
orders;” and finally wound up with a bluff— 
“ Go or let alone : Stay here with thy horse, or 
march with us on thy feet.” 

“ My horse is a gentleman,” answered the 
knight, “ and, as such, would be my more fitting 
companion. But as it is, I yield to compulsion 
—I bid thee solemnly observe, by compulsion; 
so that it may never be said of "William Mallet 
de Graville, that hg walked, bon gre, to battle.” 
With that, he loosened his sworn in the sheath, 
and, still retaining his ring mail, fitting close as 
a shirt,"strode on with the rest. 

A Welch guide, subject to one of the Under- 
kings (who was ‘in allegiance to England, and 
animated, as many of those petty chiefs were, 
with a vindictive jealousy against the rival tribe 
of Gryffyth, far more intense than his dislike of' 
the Saxon) led the way. 
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The road wound for some time along the course 
of the river Conway ; Penmaen-mawr loomed 
before them. Not a human being came in,sight, 
not a goat was seen on the distant ridges, not a 
sheep on the pastures. The solitude in the glare 
of the broad August sun was oppressive. Some 
houses they passed—if buildings of rou^h stones, 
containing but a single room, can be called 
houses—but ,they were deserted.* Desolation 
preceded their way, for they were on the track 
of Harold the Victor. At length, they passed 
the old Conovium, now Caer-hen, lying low near 
the river. There were still (not as we now 
scarcely discern them, after centuries of havoc), 
the mighty ruins of the Romans,—vast shattered 
walls, a tower half demolished, visible remnants 
of gigantic baths, and, proudly rising near the 
present ferry of Tal-y-Cafn, the fortress, almosi 
unmutilated, of Castell-y-Bryn. On the castle 
waved the pennon of Harold. Many large flat- 
bottomed boats were moored to the river side, 
and the whole place bristled with spears and 
javelins. • | 

Much comforted (for,—though he disdained to ; 
murmur, and rather than forego his mail, would 
have died therein a martyr,—Mallet de Graville 
was mightily wearied by the weight of his steel,) 
and hoping now to see Harold himself, the knight 
sprang forward with a spasmodic effort at liveli¬ 
ness, and found himself in the midst of a group, 
among whom he recognised at a glance his old i 
acquaintance, Godrith. Doffing his helm with j 
its long nose-piece, he caught the thegn’s hand, 
and exjaim'ed,— 

“ Well met, ventre de Guillaume ! well met* 
O Godree the debonnair! Thou remcmberest 
Mallet de Graville, and in this unseemly guise, 
on foot, tnd with villeins, sweating under the 
eyes of plebian Phoebus, thou beholdest that much 
suffering man! ” 

“ Welcome indeed,” returned Godrith, with 
sortie embarrassment; “ but how earnest thou 
hither, and whom seekest thou ? ” , 

“ Harold, thy Count, man—and I trust he is 
here.” 

“ Not so, but not far distant—at a place by the 
mouth of the river called Caer Gyffin.* Thou 
shalt take boat, and be there ere the sunset.” 

“ Is a battle at hand ? Yon churl disappointed 
and tricked me; he promised me danger, and 
not a soul have we met.” 1 

“ Harold’s besom sweeps clean,” answered 
Godrith, smiling. “ But t]*ou art like, perhaps, 
to be in at the death. We have driven this 
Welch lion to bay at last—He is ours, or grim 
Famine’s. Look yonder; ” and Godrith pointed 


to the! heights of Penmaen-mawr. “ Even at this 
distance, you may yet descry something gray and 
dim against the sky.’ ’ 

“ Deemest thou my eye so ill practised in siege, 
as not to see towers ? Tall and massive they 
are, though they seem here as airy as masts, and 
as dwarfish as landmarks.” 

“ On that hill-top, and in those towers is 
Gryffyth, the Welch king, with the last of his 
force. He cannot escape us; our ships guard 
all the coasts of the shore ; our troops, as here, 
surround every pass. Spies, night and day, keep 
watch. The Welch moels(or beacon-rocks) are 
manned by our warders. And, were the Welch 
King to descend, signals would blaze from post 
to post, and gird him with fire and sword. From 
land to land, from hill to hill, from Hereford 
to Caerleon, from .Caerleon to Milford, from 
Milford to Snowdon, through Snowdon to yon¬ 
der fort, built, they say, by the fiends or the 
giants,—through defile and through forest, over 
rock, through morass, we have pressed on his 
heels. Battle and foray alike have drawn the 
blood from his heart; and thou wilt have seen 
the drops yet red on the way, where the stone 
tells that Harold was victor.” 

“ A brave man and true king, then, this Gryf¬ 
fyth,” said the Norman, with some ^admiration; 
“ but,” he added in a colder tone, “I confess, 
for my own part, that though I pity the valiant 
man beaten, I honour the brave man who wins; 
and though I have seen but little of this rough 
land as yet, I can well judge from what I have 
seen, that no captain, not of patience unwearied, 
and skill most consummate, could conquer a bold 
enemy in a country where every rock is a fort.” 

“ So I fear,” answered Godrith, “ that thy 
countryman Rolf found; for the Welch beat him 
sadly, and the reason was plain. He insisted on 
using horses where no horses could climb, and 
attiring men in full armour to fight against men 
light and nimble as swallows, that skim the earth, 
then are lost in the clouds. Harold, more wise, 
turned our Saxons into Welchmen, flying as they 
flew, climbing where they climbed; it has been 
as a war of the birds. And now there rests but 
the eagle, in his last lonely eyrie.” 

“Thy battles have improved thy eloquence 
much, Messire Godree,” said the Norman, con¬ 
descendingly. “Nevertheless, I cannot but 
think a few light horse-” 

“ Could scale yon mountain-brow ? ” said Go¬ 
drith, laughing, and pointing to Penmaen-mawr. 

The Norman looked and was silent, though 
he thought to himself," 11 That Sexwolf was no 
such dolt after all! ” 

• ___ 

-f- 


BOOK VII. 

THE WELSH KING. 


Chapter I. , 

The sun had just cast its last beams over the 
breadth of water into which Conway, or rather 
Cyn-wy, “the great river,” emerges its winding 
waves. Not at that time existed the matchless 
castle, w)iich is now the monument of Edward 
* The present town and Castle of Conway. 


Plantagenet, and the boast of Wales. But be¬ 
sides all the beauty the spot took from nature, it 
had even some claim from ancient art. A rade 
fortress rose above the stream of Gyffin, out of 
the wrecks of some greater Roman hold,* and 
vast ruins of a former town lay round it; while 
* Sec Camden's Britannia ?“ Caernarvonshire .” 
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opposite the fort, on the huge and ragged pro¬ 
montory of Gogarth, might still be seen, forlorn 
and grey, the wrecks of the imperial city, de¬ 
stroyed ages before tty lightning. 

All these remains of a power and a pomp that 
Rome in vain had bequeathed to the Briton, 
were full of pathetic and solemn interest, when 
blent with the thought, that on yonder steep, the 
brave prince of a race of heroes, whose line tran¬ 
scended, by ages, all the other royalties of the 
North, awaited, amidst the ruins of man, and in 
the stronghold Which nature yet gave, the hour 
of his doom. 

But these were not the sentiments of the mUr-i 
tial and observant Norman, with th? fresh blood 
of a new race of conquerors. 

“In this land,” thought he, “far more even 
than in that of the Saxon, there are the ruins of 
old ; and when the present can neither maintain 
nor repair the past, its future is subjection or 
despair.” 

Agreeably to the peculiar usages of Saxon 
military skill, which seems to have placed all 
strength in dykes and ditches, as being perhaps 
the cheapest and readiest outworks, a new trench 
had been made round the fort, on two sides, con¬ 
necting it on the third and fourth with the streams 
of Gyffin and the Conway. But the boat was 
rowed up to the very walls, and the Norman, 
springing to land, was soon ushered into the 
presence of the Earl. 

Harold was seated before a rude table ; and, 
bending over a map of the great mountain of 
Penmaen ; a lamp of iron stood beside the map, 
though the air was yet clear. 

The Earl rose, as De Graville, entering with 
the proud but easy grace habitual to his country¬ 
men, said, in his best Saxon— 

“ Hail to Earl Harold ! William Mallet de 
Graville, the Norman, greets him, and brings 
him news from beyond the seas.” 

There was only one seat in that bare room— 
the seat from which the Earl had risen. He 
placed it with simple courtesy before his visitor, 
and, leaning, himself, against the table, said, in 
the Norman tongue, which he spoke fluently— 

“It is no slight thanks that I owe to the 
Sire de Graville, that he hath undertaken voyage 
and journey on my behalf; but before you im¬ 
part your news, 1 pray you to take rest and 
food.” 

“ Rest will not be unwelcome ; and food, if 
unrestricted to goats’ cheese and kid-flesh, luxu¬ 
ries new to my palate-.-will not be untempting ; 
but neither food nor rest can I take, noble Ha¬ 
rold, before I excuse myself, as a foreigner, for 
thus somewhat infringing your laws by which v'e 
are banished, and acknowledging gratefully the 
courteous behaviour I have met from thy coun¬ 
trymen notwithstanding.” 

“ Fair Sir,” answered Harold, “ pardon us if, 
jealous of our laws, we have seemed inhospitable 
to those who would meddle with them. But {he 
Saxon is never more pleased than when the 
foreigner visits him only as the friend; to the 
4 many who settle amongst us for commerce—Fle¬ 
ming, Lombard, German, and Saracen — we 
proffer shelter and welcome; to the few who, 
like thee, Sir Norman, venture over the seas 


but to serve us, we give frank cheer and free 
hand." 

Agreeably surprised at this gracious reception 
from the son of Godwin, the Norman pressed 
the hand extended to him, and then drew forth 
a small f ase, and related accurately, and with 
feeling, the meeting of his cousin with Sweyn, 
and Sweyn’s dying charge. 

The Earl listened, with eyes Bent on the 
ground, and face turned from the lamp: and, 
when Mallet had concluded his recital, Harold 
said, with an emotion he struggled in vain to 
repress— • 

“ I thank you cordially, gentle Norman, for 
kindness kindly rendered ! I—I—” The voice 
faltered. “ Sweyn was very dear to me in his 
sorrows ! We heard that he had died in Lycia, 
and grieved much and long. So, after he had 

thus spoken to your cousin, he—he-Alas! 

O Sweyn, my brother; ” 

“ He died,” said the Norman, soothingly; 
“ but shriven and absolved ; and my cousin says, 
calm and hopeful, as they die ever who have 
knelt at the Saviour’s tomb! ” 

Harold bowed his head, and turned the case 
that held the letter again and again in his hand, 
but would not venture to open it. The knight 
himself, touched by a grief so simple and manly, 
rose with the delicate instinct that belongs 
to sympathy, and retired to the door, without 
which yet waited the officer who had conducted 
him. 

Harold did not attempt to detain him, but 
followed him across the threshold, and briefly 
atmmanding the officer to attend to his guest as 
to himself, said—“ With the morning, Sire de 
Graville, we shall meet again ; I see thr^f you are 
one to whom I need not excuse man’s natural 
emotions.” 

“ A noble presence! " muttered the knight, 
as he descended the stairs; “ but he hath Nor¬ 
man, at least Norse blood in his veins on the 
distaff side.—Fair Sir ! ”—(this aloud to the 
officer)—“any meat save the kid-flesh, I pray 
thee; /rad any drink save the mead ! ” 

“Fear not, guest,” said the officer; “for 
Tostig the Earl hath two ships in yon bay, and 
hath sent us supplies that would please Bishop 
William of London; for Tostig the Earl is a 
toothsome man.” 

“Commend me, then, tb Tostig the Earl,” 
said the knight; “ he is an earl alter my own 
heart.” 


Chapter II. 

On re-entering the room, Harold drew the large 
bolt across the door, opened the case, and took 
forth the distained and tattered scroll:— 

“ When this comps to thee, Harold, the bro¬ 
ther of thy childish days will sleep in the flesh, 
and be lost to men’s judgment and earth’s woe 
in the spirit. I have knelt at the Tomb; but no 
dove hath come forth from the cloud,—no stream 
of grace hath re-baptised the child of wrath ! 
They*tell me now—monk and priest tell me— 
that I have atoned all my sins; that the dread 
weregeld is paid; that I may enter the world of 
men with a spirit free from the load, and a name 
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redeemed from Jhe stain. Think so, O brother ! 
—Bid my father (if he still lives, the dear old 
man!) think so;—tell Githa to think it; and.oh, 
teach Haco, my son, to hold the belief as a 
truth ! Harold, again I commend to thee my 
son; be to him as a father! My death surely 
releases him as a hostage. Let him nor grow up 
in the court of the stranger, in the land of our 
foef. Let his feet, in his youth, climb the green 
holts of England ;—let his eyes, ere sin dims 
them, drink the blue of her skies 1 When this 
shall reach thee, thou in thy calm, effortless 
strength, will be more gTeat than Godwin our 
father. Power came to him with travail and 
through toil, the geld of craft and of force. Power 
is born to thee as ftrength to the strong man ; 
it gathers around thee as thou movest; it is not 
thine aim, it is thy nature, to be great. Shield 
my child with thy might; lead him forth from 
the prison-house by thy serene right hand ! I 
ask not for lordships and earldoms, as the appa¬ 
nage of his father; train him not to be rival to 
thee :—I ask but for freedom, and English air! 
So counting on thee, O Harold, I turn my face 
to the wall, and hush my wild heart to peace ! ” 
The scroll dropped noiseless from Harold’s 
hand. 

“Thus,” said he, mournfully, “hath passed 
away less a life than a dream ! Yet of Sweyn, 
in our childhood, was Godwin most proud; who 
so lovely in peace, and so terrible in wrath ? My 
mother taught him the songs of the Baltic, and 
Hilda led his steps through the woodland with 
tales oft hero and scald. Alone of our house, 
he had the gift of the Dane in the flow of fierce 
song, and "for him things lifeless had being. 
Stately tree, from which all the birds of heaven 
sent theif carol; where the falcon took roost, 
whence the mavis flew forth in its glee,—how art 
thou blasted and seared, bough and core i —smit 
by the lightning and consumed by the worm ! ” 
lie paused, and, though none were by, he long 
shaded his brow with his hand. • 

“ Now,” thought he, as he rose and slowly 
paced the chamber, “now to what lives yet on 
earth—his son ! Often hath my mother hrged 
me in behalf of these hostages; and often have I 
sent to reclaim them. Smooth and false pre¬ 
texts have met my own demand, and even the 
remonstrance of Edward himself. But, surely, 
now that William hath permitted this Norman" 
to bring over -the letter, he will assent to what it 
hath become a wrong andean insult to refuse; 
and Haco will return to his father’s land, and 
Wolnoth lo his mother’s arms.” 


Chapter III. 

Messire Mallet dr Gkaville (as becomes a 
man bred up to arms, and sifatching sleep with 
quick grasp* whenever that blessing be his lo 
command), no sooner laid his head on th^ pallet 
to which he had been consigned, than his eyes 
closed, and his senses were deaf even to dreams. 
But at the dead of the midnight he was wakened 
by sounds that might have roused the Seven 
Sleepers—shouts, cries, and yells, the blast of 
horns, the. tramp of feet, and the more distant 


roar of hurrying multitudes. He leaped from 
his bed, and the whole chamber was filled with 
a lurid blood-red air. His first thought was that 
the fort was on fire. But springing upon the 
settle along the wall, and looking through the 
loophole of the tower, it seemed as if not the 
fort but the whole land was one flame, and 
through the glowing atmosphere he beheld all 
the ground, near and far, swarming with men. 
Hundreds were swimming the rivulet, clamber¬ 
ing up dyke mounds, rushing on the levelled 
spears of the defenders,breaking through line and 
palisade, pouring into the enclosures ; some in 
half-armour of helm and coislet—others in linen 
tunics—marty almost naked. Loud sharp shrieks 
of “ Alleluia ! *’ * blended with those of “ Out! 
out! Holy crosse! ” f He divined at once that 
the Welch were storming the Saxon hold. Short 
time indeed sufficed for that active knight to case 
himself in his mail; and, sword in hand, he burst 
through the door, cleared the stairs, and gained 
the hall below, which was filled with men arming 
in haste. 

“Where is Harold ? ” he exclaimed. 

“On the trenches already,” answered Sex- 
wolf, buckling his corslet of hide. “ This Welch 
hell hath broke loose.” 

“ And yon are their beacon fires ? Then the 
whole land is upon us • ” 

“ Prate less,” quoth Sexwolf; “ those are the 
hills now held by the warders of Harold: our 
spies gave them notice, and the watchfires pre¬ 
pared us ere the fiends came in sight, otherwise 
we had been lying here limbless or headless. 
Now, men, drtlw up, and march forth.” 

“ Hold! hold!” cried the pious knight, cross¬ 
ing himself, “ is there no priest here to bless us ? 
first a prayer and a psalm ! ” 

“ Prayer and psalm ! ” cried Sexwclf, asto¬ 
nished, “ an thou hadst said ale and mead, I 
could have understood thee.—Out! Out!—Holy- 
rood, Holyrood! ” 

“ The godless paynims! ” muttered the Nor¬ 
man, borne away with the crowd. 

Once in the open space, the scene was ter¬ 
rific. Brief as had been the onslaught the 
carnage, was already unspeakable. By dint of. 
sheer physical numbers, animated by a valour 
that seemed as the frenzy of madmen oc the 
hunger of wolves, Eosts of the Britons had crossed 
trench and stream, seizing with their hands the 
points of the spears opposed to them, bounding 
over the corpses of their countrymen, and with 
yells of wild joy rushing upon the close serried 
lines drawn up before the fort. The stream 
seemed literally to run gore; pierced by javelins 

••When (a.d. 220) the Bishops, Germanicus, and Lu¬ 
pus, beaded the Britons against the Piets and Saxons, 
in Easter week, fresh from their baptism in the Alyn, 
Germanicus ordered them to attend to Ids war cry, and 
repeat it; he gave “Alleluia.” The hills so loudly re¬ 
echoed the cry, that the enemy caught panic:, and fled 
with great slaughter. Maes Cannon, in Flintshire, was 
the scene of the victory. 

t T he cry of the English at the onset of battle was 
“Holy Crosse, God Almighty;” afterwards in fight, 
“ Ouct, ouct,” out, out.—H earnk’s Disc. Antiquitpof 
Moiis. 

The latter cry, probably, originated in the habit of 
defending their standard alid central posts with barri¬ 
cades ami closed shields; and thus, idiomatically and 
vulgarly, signified “ get out,” 
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and arrows, corpses floated and vanished, while 
numbers, undeterred by the havoc, leaped into 
the waves from the opposite banks. Like bears 
that surround the ship of a sea-king beneath the 
polar meteors, or the midnight sun of the north, 
came the savage warriors through that glaring 
atmosphere. 

Amidst all, two forms were pre-eminent: the 
one, tall and towering, stood by the trench, and 
behind a banner, that now drooped round the 
stave, now streamed wide and broad, stirred by 
the rush of men—for the night in itself was 
breezeless. With a vast Danish axe wielded by 
both hands, stood this man, confronting hun¬ 
dreds, and at each stroke, rapid astfhe levin, fell 
a foe. All round him was a wall of his own— 
the dead. But in the centre of the space, lead¬ 
ing on a fresh troop of shouting Welchmen who 
had forced their way from another part, was a 
form which seemed charmed against arrow and 
spear. For the defensive arms of this chief were 
as slight as if worn but for ornament: a small 
corselet of gold covered only the centre of his 
breast, a gold collar of twisted wires circled his 
throat, and a gold bracelet adorned his bare arm, 
dropping gore, not his own, from the wrist to the 
elbow. He was small and slight-shaped—below 
the common standard of men—but he seemed as 
one made a giant by the sublime inspiration of 
war. He wore no helmet, merely a golden cir¬ 
clet ; and his hair, of deep red (longer than was 
usual with the Welch), hung like the mane of a 
lion over his shoulders, tossing loose with each 
stride. His eyes glared like the tiger’s at night, 
and he leaped on the spears with^a bound. Lost 
a moment amidst hostile ranks, save by the swift 
glitter of his short sword, he made, amidst all, a 
path for himself and his followers, and emerged 
from the heart of the steel unscathed and loud- 
breathing ; while, round the line be had broken, 
wheeled and closed his wild men, striking, rush¬ 
ing, slaying, slain. 

if Pardex, this is war worth the sharing,” said 
the knight. “ And now, worthy Sexwoif, thou 
shalt see if the Norman is the vaunter thou 
deemest him. Dieu nous aide ! Notre Dame ! 
—Take the foe in the rear.” But turning round, 

' he perceived that Sexwoif had already led his 
men towards the standard, which showed them 
where stood the Earl, almost alone in his peril. 
The knight, thus left to himself, did not hesitate : 
—a minute more, and he was in the midst of the 
Welch force, headed by the chief with the golden 
panoply. Secure in his ring mail against the 
light weapons of the Welch, the sweep of the 
Normart sword was as the scythe of Death. 
Right and left he smote through the throng 
which he took in the flank, and had almost 
gained the small phalanx of Saxons, that lay firm 
in the midst, when the Cymrian Chiefs flashing 
eye was drawn to this new and strange foe, by 
the roar and the groan round the Norman’s way; 
and with the halt-naked breast against the shirt 
of mail, and the short Roman sword against the 
long Norman falchion, the Lion King of Wales 
ft%raed the knight. 

Unequal as seems the encounter, so quick was 
ifhe spring of the Briton, so pliant his arm, and 
So rapid his weapon, that that good knight (who, 


rather from skill and valour than brute physical 
strength, ranked amongst the *prowest of Wil¬ 
liam’s band of martial brothers) would willingly 
haVe preferred to see before him Ffizosbome or 
Montgommeri, all clad in steel and armed with 
mace and lance, than parried those dazzling 
strokes, «and fronted the angry majesty of that 
helmless brow. Already the strong rings of his 
mail had been twice pierced, apd his blood 
trickled fast, while his great sword had‘but 
smitten the air in its sweeps at the foe ; when the 
Saxon phalanx, taking advantage of the breach 
in the ring that girt them, caused by this diver¬ 
sion, and recognising with fierce ire the gold 
torque and breastplate of the Welch King, made 
their desperate charge. Then for some minutes 
th ^ pile mele was confused and indistinct—blows 
blind and at random—death coming no man 
knew whence or how; till discipline and stead¬ 
fast order, (which the Saxons kept* as by me¬ 
chanism, through the discord) obstinately pre¬ 
vailed. The wedge forced its way; and, though 
reduced in numbers and sore wounded, the Saxon 
troop cleared the ring, and joined the main force 
drawn up by the fort, and guarded in the rear by 
its wall. 

Meanwhile Harold, supported by the band 
under Sexwoif, had succeeded at length in repel¬ 
ling farther reinforcements of the Welch at the 
more accessible part of the trenches; and casting 
now his practised eye over the field, he issued 
orders for some of the men to regain the fort, 
and open from the battlements, and from every 
loophole, the batteries of stone and^javelin, 
which then (with the Saxons, unskilled in sieges,) 
formed the main artillery of forts. These orders 
given, he planted Sexwoif and most of his band 
to keep watch round the trenches ; ayd shading 
his eye with his hand, and looking towards the 
moon, all waning and dimmed in the watchfires, 
he said, calmly, “Now patience fights for us. Ere 
the moon reaches yon hill-top, the troops at 
Aber and Caer-hen will be on the slopes of 
Penmaen, and cut off - the retreat of the Wal¬ 
loons. Advance my flag to the thick of yon 
strife.” 

But as the Earl, with hfe axe swung over his 
shoulder, and followed but by some half-score or 
more with his banner, strode on where the wild 
war was now mainly concentred, just midway 
k between trench and fort, Gryffyth caught sight 
both of the banner and the Earl, and left the 
press at the very ingment when he had gained 
the greatest advantage; and when indeed, but 
for the Norman, who, wounded as he was, and 
unused to fight on foot, stood resolute in the van, 
the Saxons, wearied out by numbers, and falling 
fast beneath the javelins, would have fled into 
tbeir walls, and so sealed their fate,—for the 
Welch would have entered at their heels. 

But it was the misfortune of the Welch heroes 
never to learn that war is a science ; and instead 
of now centring all force on the point most 
weakened, the whole field vanished from the 
fierce eye of the Welch king, when he saw the 
banner and form of Harold. 

The Earl beheld the coming foe, wheeling 
round, as the hawk on the heron;—halted, drew 
up his few men in a semicircle, with .their large 
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shields as a rampart, and their levelled spears as 
a palisade; and before them all, as a tower, stood 
Harold with his axe. In a minute more he was 
surrounded^ and through the rain of javelins 
that poured upon him, hissed and glittered the 
sword of GTyfryth. But Harold, more practised 
than the Sire de Graville in the swor^-play of 
the Welch, arid .unencumbered by other defen¬ 
sive armour (save only the helm, which was 
shaped like the Norman’s,) than his light coat of 
hide, opposed quickness to quickness, and sud¬ 
denly dropping his axe, sprang upon his foe, and 
clasping him round with the left arm, with the 
right hand griped at his throat,— 

“ Yield, and quarter!—yield, for thy life, son 
of Llewellyn! ” 

Strong was that embrace, and deathlike that 
gripe; yet, as the snake from the hand of the 
dervise—as a ghost from the grasp of the 
dreamer, the lithe Cymrian glided awav, and 
the broken torque was all that remained" in the 
clutch of Harold. 

At this moment a mighty yell of despair broke 
from the Welch near the fort: stones and javelins 
mined upon them from the walls, and the fierce 
Norman was in the midst, with his sword drink¬ 
ing blood ; but not for javelin, stone, and sword, 
shrank and shouted the Welchmen. On the 
other side of the trenches were marching against 
them their own countrymen, the rival tribes that 
helped the stranger to rend the land: and far to 
the right were seen the spears of the Saxon from 
Aber, and to the left was heard the shout of the 
forces under Godrith from Caer-hen; and they 
who had sought the leopard in his lair were now 
themselves # the prey caught in the toils. With 
new heart, as they beheld these reinforcements, 
the Saxons pressed on; tumult, and flight, and 
indiscriminate slaughter, wrapped the field. The 
Welch rushed to the stream and the trenches; 
and in the bustle and hurlabaloo, Gryffyth was 
swept along, as a bull by a torrent; still facing 
the foe, now chiding, now smiting his own men, 
now rushing alone on the pursuers, and halting 
their onslaught, he gained, still unwounded, the 
stream, paused a moment, laughed loud^ and 
sprang into the wave. A hundred javelins hissed 
into the sullen and bloody waters. “ Hold ! ” 
cried Harold the Earl, lifting his hand on high, 
“No dastard dart at the brave ! ” 


. Chapter IV. 

The fugitive Britons, scarce one-tenth of the 
number that had first rushed to the attack,—per¬ 
formed their flight with the same Parthian 
rapidity that characterised the assault; and es¬ 
caping both Welch foe and. Saxon, though the 
former broke ground to pursue them, they re¬ 
gained the steeps of Penmaen, 

There was no further thought of slumber that 
night within the walls. While the wounded were 
tended, and the dead were cleared from the soil, 
Harold, with three of his chiefs, and Mallet de 
Graville, whose feats rendered it more than un¬ 
gracious to refuse his request that he might assist 
in the council, conferred upon the means of ter¬ 
minating the war with the next day. Two of the 
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thegns, their blood hot with strife and revenge, 
proposed to scale the mountain with the whole 
force the reinforcements had brought them, and 
put all they found to the sword. 

The third, old and prudent, and inured to 
Welch warfare, thought otherwise. 

“None of us,” said he, “know what is the 
true strength of the place which ye propose to 
storm. Not even one Welchman have we found 
who hath ever himself gained the summit, or ex¬ 
amined the castle which is said to exist there.”* 

“ Said ! ” echoed De Graville, who, relieved of 
his mail, and with his wounds bandaged, reclined 
on his furs on the floor. “ Said, noble sir; 
Cannot our eyes perceive the towers ? ” 

The old thfegn shook his head. “ Ata distance, 
and through mists, stones loom large, and crags 
themselves take strange shapes. It may be castle, 
may be rock, may be old roofless temples of hea¬ 
thenesse that we see. But to repeat (and, as I 
am slow, I pray not again to be put out in my 
speech)—none of us know what, there, exists of 
defence, man-made or Nature-built. Not even 
thy Welch spies, son of Godwin, have gained to 
the heights. In the midst lie the scouts of the 
Welch king, and those on the top can see the bird 
fly, the goat climb. Few of thy spies, indeed, have 
ever returned with life; their heads have been 
left at the foot of the hill, with the scroll in their 
lips,—‘ Die ad inferos—quid in superis novisti .’ 
Tell to the shades below what thou hast seen in 
the heights above.” 

“ And the Walloons know Latin !muttered 
the knight; “ I respect them! ” 

The slow thegn frowned, stammered, and 
renewed— 

“ One thing at least is clear ; that the rock is 
well nigh insurmountable to those who know not 
the passes; that strict watch, baffling even Welch 
spies, is kept night and day ; that the men on the 
summit are desperate and fierce; that our own 
troops are awed and terrified by the belief of the 
Welch, that the spot is haunted and the towers 
fiend-founded. One single defeat may lose us 
two years of victory. Gryflyth may break from 
the eyrie, regain what he hath lost, win back our 
Welch allies, ever faithless and hollow. Where¬ 
fore, I say, go on as we have begun. Beset all 
the country round ; cut off all supplies, and let 
the foe rot by famine—or waste, as he hath done 
this night, his strength by vain onslaught and 
sally.” 

“ Thy counsel is good,” said Harold, “ but 
there is yet something to add to it, which may 
shorten the strife, and gaimthe end with less sac¬ 
rifice of life. The defeat of to-night will have 
humbled the spirits of the Welch ; take them yet 
in ihe hour of despair and disaster. I wish, 
therefore, to send to their outposts a nuncius, 
with these terms—‘ Life and pardon to all who 
lay down arms and surrender.’ ” 

“ What, after such havoc and gore ? ” cried 
one of the thegns. 

“ They defend their own soil,” replied the 
Earl simply : “ had not we done the same ? ” 

* Certain high places in Wales, of which this might 
well be one, were hold so sacred, that even the dwellers 
in the immediate neighbourhood never presumed to 
approach them. 
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“But the rebel Gryffyth?” asked the old 
thegn, “thou canst not accept him again as 
crowned sub-king of Edward ? ” 

“ No,” said the Earl, “ I propose to exempt 
Gryffyth alone from the pardon, with promise, 
natheless, of life, if he give himselfup as prisoner; 
and count, without further condition, on the 
king’s mercy.” There was a prolonged silence. 
None spoke against the Earl’s proposal, though 
the two younger thegns mislilced it much. 

At last said the elder, “ But hast thou thought 
who will carry this message ? Fierce and wild are 
yon blood-dogs; and man must need shrive soul 
and make will, if he go to their kennel.” 

“ I feel sure that my bode will pe safe,” an¬ 
swered Harold : “ for Gryffyth has all the pride 
of a king, and, sparing neither man nor child in the 
onslaught, will respect what the Roman taught 
his sires to respect—envoy from chief to chief— 
as a head scatheless and sacred.” 

“ Choose whom thou wilt, Harold,” said one 
of the young thegns laughing, “ but spare thy 
friends; and whomsoever thou choosest, pay his 
widow the weregeld." 

“ Fair sirs,” then said De Graville, “ if ye think 
that I, though a stranger, could serve you as 
nuncius, it would be a pleasure to me to under¬ 
take this mission. First, because, being curious- 
as concerns forts and castles, 1 would fain see it 
mine eyes have deceived me in taking yon towers 
for a hold of great might. Secondly, because 
that same yrild cat of a king must have a court 
rare to visit. And the only reflection that with¬ 
holds my pressing the offer as a personal suit is, 
that though I have some words of the Breton 
jargon at my tongue’s need, I cannot pretend to 
be a Tully in Welch; howbeit, since it seems 
fhat one, at least, among them knows something 
of Latin, I doubt not but what I shall get out 
my meaning! ” 

“Nay, as to that, Sire de Graville,” said 
Harold, who seemed well pleased with the 
■knight’s offer, “there shall be no hindrance or let, 
as I will make clear to you ; and in spite of what 
you have just heard, Gryffyth shall harm you not 
itt limb or in life. But, kindly and courteous Sir, 
will your wounds permit the journey, not long, 
but steep and laborious, and only to be made on 
foot ? ” 

“ On foot! ” said the knight, a little staggered, 
“ Pardex ? well and truly, I did not count upon' 
that! ” 

“ Enough,” said Harold, turning away in evi¬ 
dent disappointment, “ think of it no more.” 

“ Nay, by your ldave, What I have once said I 
stand to,” returned the knight; “ albeit, you may 
as well cleave in two one of those respectable 
centaurs of which we have read in our youth, as 
part Norman and horse. I will forthwith go to my 
chamber, and apparel myself becomingly—not 
forgetting, in case of the worst, to wear my mail 
nnder my robe. Vouchsafe me but an armourer, 
just to rivet up the rings through which scratched 
so felinely the paw of that well-appelled Griffin." 

“I accept your offer frankly,” said Harold, 
** and all shall be prepared for yon, as soon as 
you yourself will re-seek me here.” 

The knight rose, and though somewhat stiff 
«nd smarting with his wounds, left the room 


lightly, summoned his armourer and squire, and 
having dressed with all the care and pomp 
habitual to a Norman, his gold chain round his 
neck, and his vest stiff with broidery, he re-en¬ 
tered the apartment of Harold. The Earl re¬ 
ceived him alone, and came up to him with a 
cordial f%ce. “ I thank thee more, brave Norman, 
than I ventured to say before .nty thegns, for I 
tell thee frankly, that my intent and aim are to 
save the life of this brave king ; and thou cjost 
well understand that every Saxon amongst 11 s 
must have his blood warmed by contest, and his 
eyes blind with national hate. You alone, as a 
stranger, see the valiant warrior and hunted 
prince, and as such you can feel for him the 
noble pity of manly foes.” 

“That is true,” said Dc Graville, a little sur¬ 
prised, “ though we Normans are at least as 
tierce as you Saxons, when we have once tasted 
blood; and I own nothing would please me better 
than to dress that catamaran in mail, put a spear 
in its claws, and a horse under its legs, and thus 
fight out my disgrace at being so clawed and 
mauled by its griffes. And though I respect a 
brave knight in distress, I can scarce extend my 
compassion to a thing that fights against all rule, 
martial and kingly.” 

The Earl smiled gravely. “ It is the mode in 
which his ancestors rushed on the spears of 
Caesar. Pardon him.” 

“I pardon him, at your gracious request,” 
quoth the knight, with a grand air, and waving 
his hands ; “ say on.” 

“ You will proceed with a Welch monk— 
whom, though not of the faction of Gryffyth, all 
Welchmen respect—to the mouth <?f a frightful 
pass, skirting the river; the monk will bear aloft 
the holy rood in signal of peace. Arrived at that 
ass, you will doubtless be stopped. r xhe monk 
ere will be spokesman ; and ask safe-conduct to 
Gryffyth to deliver my message; he will also bear 
certain tokens, which will no doubt win the way 
for you. 

“'Arrived before Gryffyth, the monk will ac¬ 
cost him ; mark and heed well his gestures, since 
thov wilt know not the Welch tongue he em¬ 
ploys. And when he raises the rood, thou,—in 
the meanwhile having artfully approached close 
to Gryffyth,—wilt whisper in Saxon, which he 
well understands, and pressing the ring I now 
give thee into his hand, ‘ Obey, by this pledge; 
thou knowest Harold is true, and thy head is sold 
by thine own people.’ If he asks more thou 
knowest nought.”*’ 

“ So far, this is as should be from chief to 
chief,” said the Norman, touched, “ and thus had 
Fitzosbome done to his foe. I thank thee for 
this mission, and the more that thou hast not 
asked me to note the strength of the bulwark, 
and number the men that may keep it.” 

Again Harold smiled. “Praise me not for 
this, noble Norman—we plain Saxons have not 
your refinements. If ye are led to the summit, 
which I think ye will not be, the monk at least 
will have eyes to see, and tongue to relate. But 
to thee I confide this much;—I know, already* 
that Gxyffyth’s strongholds are pot his walls andt 
his towers, but the superstition of pur men, and 
the despair of his own. I could win those heights f 
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as I have won heights as cloudcapt, but with fear¬ 
ful loss of my own troops, and the massacre of 
every foe. Both I would spare, if I may.” 

“ Yet thoufchast not shown such value for life, 
in the solitudes I passed,” said the knight, 
bluntly. 

Harold turned pale, but said firmly, “ t Sire de 
Graville, a stern'thing is duty, and resistless is its 
voice. These Welchmen, unless ciybed to their 
mountains, eat into the strength of England, as 
the tide gnaws into a shore. Merciless were they 
in their ravages on our borders, and ghastly and 
torturing their fell revenge. But' it is one thing 
to grapple with a foe fierce and strong, and 
another to smite when his power is gone, fang 
and talon. And when I see before me the fated 
king of a great race, and the last band of doomed 
heroes, too few and too feeble to make head 
against my arms,—when the land is already my 
own, and the sword is that of the deathsman, not 
of the warrior,—verily, Sir Norman, duty releases 
its iron tool, and man becomes man again.” 

“ I go,” said the Norman, inclining his head 
low as to his own great Duke, and turning to the 
door; yet there he paused, and looking at the 
ring which he had placed on his finger, he said, 
“ But one word more, if not indiscreet—your 
answer may help argument, if argument be 
needed. What tale lies hid in this token ?” 

Harold coloured and paused a moment, then 
answered, — 

. “ Simply this. Gryffyth’s wife, the lady Al- 
dyth, a Saxon by birth, fell into my hands. We 
were stoimiDg Rhadlan, at the farther end of the 
isle; ^ie was there. We war not against'wo¬ 
men ; I leaded the licence of my own soldiers 
and I sent the lady to GiyfTyth. Aldyth gave 
me this ring on parting; and I bade her tell 
Gryffyth that whenever, at the hour of his last 
peril and sorest need, I sent that ling back to 
him, he might hold it the pledge of his life.” 

“Is this lady, think you, in the stronghold 
with her lord ? ” 

“I am not sure, but I fear yes,” ansvmed 
Harold. 

“Yet one word : And if Gryffyth refuse, 
despite all warning ? ” 

Harold’s eyes drooped. 

“ If so, he dies ; but not by the Saxon sword. 
God and our lady speed you ! ” 


Chapter ¥. 

On the height called Pen-y-Dinas (or “ Head of 
the City,”) forming one of the summits of Pen- 
maen-mawr, and in the heart of that supposed 
fortress which no eye in the Saxon camp had 
surveyed,* reclined Gryffyth, the hunted king. 
Nor is it marvellous that at that day there should 
be disputes as to the nature aiyi strength of the 
supposed bulwark, since, in times the most re¬ 
cent, and among antiquaries the most learned, 
the greatest discrepancies exist, not only*as to 
theoretical opinion, but plain matter of observa¬ 
tion, and simple measurement. The place, how¬ 
ever, I need scarcely say, was not as we see it 
now, with its foundations of gigantic ruin, afford - 
. * See note (L) at the end of the volume. 


ing ample space for conjecture; yet, even then, 
a wreck as of Titans, its date and purpose were 
lost in remote antiquity. 

The central area (in which the Welch king now 
reclined) formed an oval barrow of loose stones i 
whether so left from the origin, or the relics of 
some vanished buildinggwas unknown even to 
bard*and diviner. Round this space were four 
strong circumvallations of loose stones, with a 
space about eighty yards between each; the walls 
themselves generally about eight feet wide, but 
of various height, as the stones had fallen by lime 
and blast. Along these walls rose numerous 
and almost countless circular buildings, which 
might pass for towers, though only a few had 
been recently* and rudely roofed in. To the 
whole of this quadruple enclosure there was but 
one narrow entrance, now left open as if in scorn 
of assault; and a winding narrow pass down the 
mountain, with innumerable curves, alone led to 
the single threshold. Far down the hill, walls 
again were visible; and the whole surface of the 
steep soil, more than half way in the descent, 
was heaped with vast loose stones, as if the bones 
of a dead city. But beyond the innermost en¬ 
closure of the fort (if fort, or sacred enclosure, 
be the conecter name), rose, thick and frequent, 
other mementos of the Briton; many cromlechs, 
already shattered and shapeless; the ruins of 
stone houses ; and high over all, those upraised, 
mighty amber piles, as at Stonehenge, once 
reared, if our dim learning be true, in honour to 
Bel, cr Bal-Huan,* the idol of the sun. All, in 
short, showed that the name of the place, “ the 
Head of the City,” told its tale ; all announced 
that, there, once* the Celt had his home, and the 
gods of the Druid their worship. And musing 
amidst these skeletons of the past, lay the doomed 
son of Pen Dragon. 

Beside him a kind of throne had been raised 
with stones, and over it was spread a tattered and 
faded velvet pall. On this throne sat Aldyth the 
Queen ; and about the royal pair was still that 
mockery of a court which the jealous pride of the 
Celt king retained amidst all the horrors of car¬ 
nage and famine. Most of the officers, indeed 
(originally in number twenty-four), whose duties 
attached them to the king and queen of theCymry, 
were already feeding the crow or the worm. But 
still, with,gaunt hawk on his wrist, the penhe- 
Lbogydd (grand falconer) stood at a distance; still, 
| with beard sweeping his breast, and rod in hand, 
leant against a projecting shaft of the wall, the 
noiseless gosdegwr, whose duty it was to com¬ 
mand silence in the king’s hall; and still the 
penbard bent over his bruised harp, which once 
had thrilled, through the fair vaults of Caerleon 
andeRhadlan, in high praise of God, and the 
King, and the Hero Dead. In the pomp of gold 
dish and vessel f the board was spread on the 

• See note (M) at the end of the volume. 

+ The Welch seem to have had a profusion of the 
precious metals, very disproportioned to the scarcity of 
their coined money. To say nothing of the torques, 
bracelets, and even breastplates of gold, common with 
their numerous chiefs, their Jaws affix to offences penal¬ 
ties which attest the prevalent waste both of gold a*d 
silver. Thus, an insult to a sub-king of Aberfraw, is 
atoned by a silver rod as thick as the king’s little finger, 
which is in length to reach from the ground to his mouth 
when sitting; and a gold cup, with a cover as broad M 
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stones for the king and queen ; and on the dish 
was the last fragment of black bread, and in the 
vessel, full and clear, the water from the spring 
that bubbled up everlastingly through the bones 
of the dead city. 

Beyond this innermost space, round a basin of 
rock, through which tjie stream overflowed as 
from an artificial conduit, lay the wounded and 
exhausted, crawling, turn by turn, to the lips of 
the basin, and happy that the thirst of fever saved 
them from the knawing desire of food. A wan 
and spectral figure glided listlessly to and fro 
amidst those mangled and parched, and dying 

S oups. This personage, in happier times, filled 
e office of physician to the court, and was placed 
twelfth in rank amidst the chiefs oPUie household. 
And for cure of the “ three deadly wounds,” the 
qloven skull, or the gaping viscera, or the broken 
limb (all three classed alike), large should have 
been his fee.* But feeless went he now from man 
to man, with his red ointment and his muttered 
charm; and those over whom he shook his lean 
face and matted locks, smiled ghastly at that 
sign that release and death’ were near. Within 
the enclosures, either lay supine, or stalked rest¬ 
less, the withered remains of the wild army. A 
sheep, and a horse, and a dog, were yet left them 
all to share for the day’s meal. And the fire of 
flickering and crackling brushwood burned bright 
from a hollow amidst the loose stones ; but the 
animals were yet unslain, and the dog crept by 
the fire, winking at it with dim eyes. 

But over the lower part of the wall nearest to 
the barrow, leant three men. The wall there 
was so broken, that they could gaze over jt on 
that grotesque yet dismal court; and the eyes of 
the three men, with a fierce and wolfish glare, 
were bent on Gryffyth. 

Three princes were they of the great old line ; 
far as Gryflyth they traced the fabulous honours 
of their race, to Hu-Gadam and Prydain, and 
each thought it shame that Gryffyth should be 
lord over him! Each had had throne and court 
of his own; each his “ white palace ” of peeled 
willow wands—poor substitutes, O kings, for the 
alaces and towers that the arts of Rome had 
equeathed your fathers ! And each had been 
subjugated by the son of Llewellyn, when in his 
day of might, he re-united under his sole sway 
all the multiform principalities of Wales, and re¬ 
gained, for a moment’s splendour the throne of 
Roderic the Great. 

, “ Is it,” said Owain, in a hollow whisper, “for 
yon man, whom heaven hath deserted, who could 
not keep his very tprque from the gripe of the 
Saxon,that we are to die on these hills, gnawing 
the flesh from our bones? Think ye not the 
hour is come ? ” a 

“ The hour will come, when the sheep, and the 
horse, and the dog are devoured,” replied Mo- 
dred, “ and when the whole force, as one man, 
will cry to Gryffyth, 1 Thou a king!—give us 
bread 1” 

the tine’s face, and the thickness of a ploughman’s nail, 
or the shell of a goose's egg. I suspect that it was pre¬ 
cisely because the Welch coined little or no money, that 
the metals they possessed became thus common in 
domestic use. Gold would have been more rarely seen, 
•van amongst the Peruvians, had they coined it into 
.money, * Leges Wallicse, 


“It is well,” said the third, an old man, lean¬ 
ing on a wan4 of solid silver, while the mountain 
wind, sweeping between the walls, played with 
the rags of his robe,—“ it is well tljatfhe night’s 
sally, less of war than of hunger, was foiled even 
of forage and food. Had the saints been with 
Gryffyth, who had dared to keep faith with 
Tostig.the Saxon.” 

Owain laughed, a laugh hollow and false. 

“ Art thefu Cymrian, and talkast of faitb^with 
a Saxon ? Faith with the spoiler, the ravisher 
and butcher ? But a Cymrian keeps faith with 
revenge; and Gryffyth’s trunk should be still 
crownless and headless, though Tostig had never 
proffered the barter of safety and food. Hist! 
Gryffyth wakes from the black dream, and his 
eyes glow from under liis hair.” 

And indeed at this moment the King raised 
himself on his elbow, and looked round with a 
haggard and fierce despair in his glittering eyes. 

“Play to us. Harper; sing some song of the 
deeds of old ! ” 

The bard mournfully strove to sweep the harp, 
but the chords were broken, and the note came 
discordant and shrill as the sigh of a wailing 
fiend. 

“ O King!” said the bard, “ the music hath 
left the harp.” 

“ Ha ! ” murmured Gryffyth, “ and Hope the 
earth ! Bard, answer the son of Llewellyn. Oft 
in my halls hast thou sung the praise of the men 
that have been. In the halls of the race to come, 
will bards yet unborn sweep their harps to the 
deeds of thy King ? Shall they tell of the days 
of Tojques, by Llyn-Afangc, when the princes 
of Powys fled from his sword as the clouas from 
the blast of the wind ? Shall they sing, as the 
Hirlas goes round, of liis steeds of the sea, when 
no flag came in sight of his prows between the 
dark isle of the Druid* and the green pastures of 
Huerdan ? + Or the towns that he fired, on the 
lands of the Saxon, when Rolf and the North¬ 
men ran fast from his javelin and spear ? Or 
say* Child of Truth, if all that is told of Gryffyth 
thy King shall be his woe and his shame ?’ ’ 

The bard swept his hand over his eyes, and 
answered,—“ Bards unborn shall sing of Gryfiylh 
the son of Llewellyn. But the song shall not 
dwell on the pomp of his power, when twenty 
sub-kings knelt at his throne, and his beacon 
was lighted in the holds of the Norman and 
Saxon. Bards shall sing of the hero, who fought 
every inch of crag and morass in the front of his 
men,—and on th* heights of Penmaen-mawr, 
Fame recovers thy crown ! ” 

“ Then I have lived as my fathers in life, and 
shall live with their glory in death ! ” said Gryf¬ 
fyth ; “ and so the shadow hath passed from my 
soul.” Then turning round, still propped upon 
his elbow, he fixed ms proud eye upon Aldyth, 
and said gravely, “ Wife, pale is thy face, and 
gloomy thy brow: moumest thou the throne or 
the man ? ” 

Aldyth cast on her wild lord a look of more 
terror than compassion, a look without the grief 
that is gentle, or the love that reveres; and 
answered— 

“ What matter to thee my thoughts or my suf« 

* Mona,, or Anglesoa, f Ireland 
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ferings? The sword or the famine is the doom 
thou hast chosen. Listening to vain dreams 
from thy bard, or thine own pride as idle, thou 
disdainest life for us both: be it so ; let us die ! ” 

A strange blending of fondness and wrath 
troubled the pride on Gryffyth’s features, uncouth 
and half savage as they were, but still noble and 
kingly. 

“ And what terror has death, if thou lovest 
me*’ said he* 

Aldyth shivered and turned aside. The un¬ 
happy king gazed hard on that face, which, 
despite sore trial and recent exposure to rough 
wind and weather, still retained the proverbial 
beauty of the Saxon women—but beauty with¬ 
out the glow of the heart, as a landscape from 
which the sunlight has vanished ; and as he 
gazed, the colour went and came fitfully over 
his swarthy cheeks, whose hue contrasted the 
blue of his eye and the red tawny gold of his 
shaggy hair. 

“ Thou wouldst have me,” he said at length, 
“ send to Harold thy countryman ; thou wouldst 
have me, me —rightful lord of all Britain—beg 
for mercy, and sue for life. Ah, traitress, and 
child of robber-sires, fair as Rowena art thou, 
but no Vortimer am I! Thou turnest in loath¬ 
ing from the lord whose marriage-gift was a 
crown; and the sleek form of thy Saxon Harold 
rises up through the clouds of the carnage.” 

All the fierce and dangerous jealousy of man’s 
most human passion—when man loves and hates 
in a breath—trembled in the Cymrian’s voice, 
and fired his troubled eye; for Aldyth’s pale 
cheek blushed like the rose, but she folded her 
arms haughtily on her breast and made no reply. 

“ No,” said Gryffyth, grinding teeth, white* 
and strong as those of a young hound. “No, 
Harold in vain sent me the casket; the jewel 
was gone. In vain thy form returned to my 
side: thy heart was away with thy captor : and 
not to save my life {were I so base as to seek 
it), but to see once more the face of him to 
whom this cold hand, in whose veins no ^mlse 
answers my own, had been given, if thy House 
had consulted its daughter, wouldst thou*have 
me crouch like a lashed dog at the feet of my 
foe ! Oh shame ! shame ! shame ! Oh worst 
perfidy of all! Oh sharp—sharper than Saxon 
sword or serpent’s tooth, is—is—” 

Tears gushed lo those fierce eyes, and the< 
proud king dared not trust to his voice. 

Aldyth rose coldly. “ Slay me if thou wilt— 
not insult me. I have said, ‘ Let us die ! ’ ” 

With these words and vouchsafing no look on 
her lord, she moved away towards the largest 
tower or cell, in which the single and rude 
chamber it contained had been set apart for her. 

Gryffyth’s eye followed her, softening gradu¬ 
ally as her form receded, till lost to,his sight. 
And then that peculiar household love, which 
in uncultivated breasts often survives trust and 
esteem, rushed back on his rough heart, and 
weakened it, as woman only can weakfln the 
strong to whom Death is a thought of scorn. 

* The Welch were then and still are, remarkable for 
the beauty of their teeth. Giraldus Cambrensis ob¬ 
serves, as something very extraordinary, that they 
cleaned them. * 


He signed to his bard, who, during the con¬ 
ference between wife and lord, had retired to a 
distance, and said, with a writhing attempt to 
smile— 

“ Was there truth, thinkest thou, in the le¬ 
gend, that Guenever was false to King Arthur ? ” 
“No,” answered the,bard, divining his lortj’s 
thought, “ for Guenever survived not the King, 
and they were buried side by side in the VaTe 
of Avallon.” 

“Thou art wise in the lore of the heart and love 
hath been thy study fromyouthto grey hairs. Is it 
love, is it hate, that prefers death for the loved 
one, to the thought of her life as another’s ? ” 

A look of the tenderest compassion passed 
over the bard’s wan face, but vanished in reve¬ 
rence, as he bowed his head and answered— 
“O King, who shall say what note the wind 
calls from the harp, or what impulse love wakes 
in the soul—now soft and now stern ? But,” he 
added, raising his form, and with a dread calm 
on his brow, “but the love of a king brooks no 
thought of dishonour : and she who hath laid 
her head on his breast should sleep in his grave.” 

“Thou wilt outlive me,” said Gryffyth, ab¬ 
ruptly, “ This earn be my tomb ! ” 

“And if so,” said the bard, “thou shalt 
sleep not alone. In this cam what thou lovq^t 
best shall be buried by thy side ; the bard shall 
raise his song over thy grave, and the bosses of 
shields shall be placed at intervals, as rises and 
falls the sound of song. Over the grave of two 
shall a new mound arise, and we will bid the 
mound speak to others in the far days to come. 
But distant yet be the hour when the mighty 
shall be laid low ! and the tongue of thy bard 
may yet chant the rush of the lion from tu§ toils 
and the spears. Hope still! ” 

Gryffyth, for answer, leant on the harper’s 
shoulder, atid pointed silently to the sea, th^t 
lay, lake-like at the distance, dark—studded 
with the Saxon fleet. Then turning, his hand 
stretched over the forms that, hollow-eyed and 
ghost-like, flitted between the walls, or lay dy¬ 
ing, but mute, around the vvaterspring. His 
hand then dropped, and rested on the hilt of his 
sword. 

At this moment there was a sudden com¬ 
motion at the outer entrance of. the wall; the 
crowd gathered to one spot, and there was a 
loud hum of voices. In a few moments one of the 
Welch scouts came into the enclosure, and the 
chiefs of the royal tribes followed him to the 
earn on which the King stood. 

“ Of what tellest thou i ” said Gryffyth, re¬ 
suming on the instant all the royalty of his bear¬ 
ing. 

‘4 At the mouth of the pass,” said the scout, 
kneeling, “ there are a monk bearing the holy 
rood, and a chief, unarmed. And the monk is 
Evan, the Cymrian, of Gwentland; and the chief, 
by his voice, seemeth not to be Saxon. The 
monk bade me give thee these tokens ” (and the 
scout displayed the broken torque which the 
King had left in the grasp of Harold, together 
with a live falcon belled and blinded), “ aftrd 
bade me say thus to the King : Harold the Earl 
greets Gryffyth, son of Llewellyn, and sends him, 
in proof of goodwill, the richest prize he hath 
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ever won from a foe ; and a hawk, from Llan¬ 
dudno ; that bird which chief and equal give to 

a ual and chief. And he prays Giyffyth, son of 
ewellyn, for the sake of ms realm and his 
people, to grant hearing to his nuncius.” 

A murmur broke from the chiefs—a murmur 
of joy and surprise from all, save the three con¬ 
spirators, who interchanged anxious and fiery 
glances. Gryffyth’s hand had already closed, 
while he uttered a cry that seemed of rapture, on 
the collar of gold; for the loss of that collar had 
stung him, perhaps, more than the loss of the 
crown of all Wales. And his heart, so generous 
and large, amidst all its rude passions, was 
touched by the speech and the tokens that hon¬ 
oured the fallen outlaw both as foe and as king. 
Yet in his face there was still seen a moody and 
proud struggle; he paused before he turned to 
the chiefs. 

“ What counsel ye—ye strong in battle, and 
wise in debate ? ” said he. 

With one voice all, save the Fatal Three, ex¬ 
claimed— 

“ Hear the monk, O King ! ” 

“ Shall we dissuade ? ” whispered Modred to 
the old chief, his accomplice. 

“ No; for so doing we shall offend all:—and 
we must win all.” 

Then the bard stepped into the ring. And 
the ring was hushed, for wise is ever the counsel 
of him whose book is the human heart. 

“ Hear fhe Saxons,” said he, briefly, and with 
an air of command when addressing others, 
which contrasted strongly his tender respect to 
the King; “ hear the Saxons, but not in these 
walls. Let no man from the foe see our strength 
or our weakness. We are still mighty and im¬ 
pregnable, while our dwelling is in the realm of 
the Unknown. Let the King, and his officers 
of state, and his chieftains of battle, descend to 
the pass. And behind, at the distance, let the 
spearmen range from cliff to cliff, as a ladder of 
steel; so will their numbers seem the greater.” 
“ Thou speakest well,” said the King. 
Meanwhile the knight and the monk waited 
below at that terrible pass,* which then lay be¬ 
tween mountain and river, and over which the 
precipices frowned, with a sense of horror and 
weight. Looking up, the knight murmured,— 
“ With those stones and crags to roll down on . 
a marching army, the place well defies storm andi 
assault; and a hundred on the height would over¬ 
match thousands below.” 

He then turned to address a few words, with 
all the far-famed courtesy of Norman and Frank, 
to the Welch guards at the outpost. They were 
icked men ; the strongest and best armed and 
est fed of the group. But they shook ■ their 
heads and answered not, gazing at him fiercely, 
and showing their white teeth, as dogs at a bear 
before they are loosened from the band. 

“They understand me not, poor languageless 
savages !” said Mallet de Graville, turning to 
the monk, who stood by with the lifted rood; 
“ speak to them in their own jargon.” 

* “ Nay,” said the Welch mbnk, who, though 
of a rival tribe from South Wales, and at the 

* I believe it was not till the last century that a good 
road took the place of this pass,. 


service of Harold, was esteemed throughout the 
land for piety and learning, “ they will not open 
mouth till the King’s orders come to receive or 
dismiss us unheard.” 

“ Dismiss us unheard! ” repeated the punc¬ 
tilious Norman ; * 1 even this poor barbarous King 
can scarcely be so strange to all comely and 
gentle usage, as to put such insult on Guillaume 
Mallet de Qraville. But,” added the knight, 
colouring, “ I forgot that he is fiot advised of 
my name and land ; and, indeed, sith thou art to 
be spokesman, I marvel why Harold should have 
prayed my service at all, at the risk of subjecting 
a Norman knight to affronts contumelious.” 

'* Peradventure,” replied Evan, “ peradventure 
thou hast something to whisper apart to the King, 
which, as stranger and warrior, none will venture 
to question ; but which from me, as countryman 
and priest, would excite the jealous suspicions of 
those around him.” 

“ I conceive thee,” said De Graville. “ And 
see, spears are gleaming down the path; and 
per pedes Domini, yon chief with the mantle, 
and circlet of gold on hb head, is the cat-king 
that so spitted and scratched in the melie last 
night.” 

“ Heed well thy tongue,” said Evan alarmed; 
“ no jests with the leader of men.” 

“ Knowest tliou, good monk, that a facete and 
most gentil Roman (if the saintly writer from 
whom I take the citation reports aright—for, 
alas ! I know not where myself to purchase, or 
to steal, one copy of Horatius Flaccus) hath said 
‘ Dulce est desipere in loco.' It is sweet to jest, 
but not within reach of claws, whether of lraisars 
or cats.” 

Therewith the knight drew up his spare but 
stately figure, and arranging his robe with grace 
and dignity, awaited the coming chief. 

Down the paths, one by one, came first the 
chiefs, privileged by birth to attend the King; 
and each, as he reached the mouth of the pass, 
drew on the upper side, among the stones of the 
rou£h ground. Then a banner, tattered and 
torn, with the lion ensign that the Welsh princes 
had substituted for the old national dragon, which 
the Saxons of Wessex had appropriated to them¬ 
selves,* preceded the steps of the King. Behind 
him came his falconer and bard, and the rest of 
his scanty household. The King halted in the 
pass, a few steps from the Norman knight; and 
Mallet de Graville, though accustomed to the 
majestic mien of Duke William, and the prac¬ 
tised state of the p'rinces of France and Flanders, 
• The Saxons of Wessex seem to have adopted the 
Dragon for their ensign, from an early period. It was 

f robably for this reason that it was assumed by Edward 
ronsides, as the hero of the Saxons; the principality of 
Wessex forming the most important portion of the pure 
Saxon race, while its founder was’ the ancestor of the: 
imperial house of the Basileus of Britain. The dragon 
seems alsfc to have been a Norman ensign. The lions 
or leopards, popularly assigned to the Conqueror, arc 
certainly a later invention. There is no appearance of 
them on the banners and shiolds of the Norman army in 
the IJayeux tapestry. Armorial bearings were in use 
amongst the Welch, and even the Saxons, long before 
heraldry was reduced to a science by the Franks and 
Normans. And the dragon, which is supposed by many 
critics to be borrowed from the east, through the Sara¬ 
cens, certainly existed as an armorial ensign with the 
Cymrians before they could have had any obligation t° 
the tongs and legends of that pgople. 
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felt an involuntary thrill of admiration at the 
bearing of the great child of Nature with his foot 
on his fathers soil. 

Small and slight as was his stature, worn and 
ragged his mantle of state, there was that in the 
erect mien and steady eye of the Cymryp hero, 
which showed one conscious of authority, and 
potent in will; and the wave of his hand to the 
knight was the gesture of a prince <?n his throne. 
Nor, indeed, was that brave and ill-fated chief 
without some irregular gleams of mental cultiva¬ 
tion, which, under happier auspices, might have 
centred into steadfast light. Though the learn¬ 
ing which had once existed in Wales (the last 
legacy of Rome) had long since expired in broil 
and blood, the youths no longer flocked to the col¬ 
leges of Caerleon, and priests no longer adorned 
the casuistical theology of the age, GryflFyth him¬ 
self, the son of a wise and famous father,* had 
received an education beyond the average of 
Saxon kings. But, intensely national, his mind 
had turned from all other literature, to the 
legends, and songs, and chronicles of his land; 
and if he is the best scholar who best under¬ 
stands his own tongue and its treasures, Gryffyth 
was the most erudite prince of his age. 

His natural talents, for war especially, were 
considerable ; and judged fairly—not as mated 
with an empty treasury, without other army 
than the capricious will of his subjects afforded, 
and amidst his bitterest foes in the jealous chiefs 
of his own country, against the disciplined force, 
and comparative civilization of the Saxon—but 
as compared with all the other princes of Wales, 
in warfare, to which he was habituated, and in 
which chances were even, the fallen son of 
Llewellyn had been the most renowned leader 
that Cymfy had known since the death of the 
great Roderic. 

So there he stood; his attendants ghastly 
with famine, drawn up on the unequal ground ; 
above, on the heights, and rising from the stone 
crags, long lines of spears artfully placed ;»and 
watching him with deathful eyes, somewhat in 
his rear, the. Traitor Three. 

“ Speak, father, or chief,” said the Welch 
King in his native tongue ; “ what would Harold 
the Karl of Gryffyth the King ? ” 

Then the monk took up the word and spoke. 

•‘Healthto GryfFytli-ap-Llewellyn, his chiefs 
and his people! Thus said Harold, King 
Edward’s thegnBy land all the passes are 
matched ; by sea all the waves are our own. 
Our swords rest in our sheaths ; but Famine 
marches each hour to gride and to slay. Instead 
of sure death from the hunger, take sure life 
from the toe. Free pardon to all, chiefs and 
people, and safe return to their homes,—save 
Gryffyth alone. Let him come forth, not as 
victim and outlaw, not with bent form and 
clasped hands, but as chief meeting chief, with 
Lis .household of state. Harold will meet him, 
in honour, at the gates of the fort. Let Gryffyth 
submit to King Edward, and ride with Harold 
to the Court of Basileus. Harold promises him 
life, and will plead for his pardon. And though 

, * “ In whose time the earth brought forth double, and 
• lore was neither beggar nor poor man from the North 

the South Sea.’’ —Powell's Hist, of Wales, p. 83. 


the peace of this realm, and the fortune of war, 
forbid Harold to say, 1 Thou sbalt yet be a King 
yet thy crown, son of Llewellyn, shall at least be 
assured in the line of thy fathers, and the rate 
of Cadwallader shall still reign in Cymry.” 

The monk paused, and hope and joy were in 
the faces of the famished chiefs; while two of 
the Traitor Three suddenly left their post, and 
sped to tell the message to the spearman and 
multitudes above. Modred, the third conspir¬ 
ator, laid his hand on his- hilt, and stole near to 
see the face of the King ;—the face of the King 
was dark and angry, as a midnight of storm. 

Then, raising the cross on high, Evan resumed. 

“ And I, though of the people of Gwentland, 
which the arms of Gryffyth have wasted, and 
whose prince fell beneath Gryffyth’s sword on 
the hearth of his hall—I, as God’s servant, the 
brother of all I behold, and, as son of the soil, 
mourning over the slaughter of its latest defend¬ 
ers—I, by this symbol of love and command, 
which I raise to the heaven, adjure thee, O 
King, to give ear to the mission of peace,—to 
cast down the grim pride of earth. And instead 
of the crown of a day, fix thy hopes on the crown 
everlasting. For much shall be pardoned to 
thee in thine hour of pomp and of conquest, if 
now thou savest from doom and from death the 
last lives overwhich thou art lord.” 

It was during this solemn appeal that the 
knight, marking the sign announced to him, and 
drawing close to Gryflj th, pressed the ring into 
the King’s hand, and whispered,— 

“ Obey by this pledge. Thou knowest Harold 
is true, and thy head is sold by thine own 
people.” 

The King cast a haggard eye at the speaker, 

| and then at the ring, over which his hand closed 
| with a convulsive spasm. And at that dread 
instant the man prevailed over the King ; and 
far away from people and monk, from adjuration 
and duty, fled his heart on the wings of the storm 
—fled to the cold wife he distrusted : and the 
pledge that should assure him of life, seemed as 
a love-token insulting his fall.-Amidst all the 
roar of roused passions, loudest of all was the 
liiss of the jealous fiehd. 

As the monk ceased, the thrill of the audience 
was percepfftble, and a deep silence was followed 
by a general murmur, as if to constrain the King. 

Then the pride of the despot, chief rose up to 
second the wrath of the suspecting man. Tlie 
red spot flushed the dark cheek, and he tossed 
the neglected hair from his Jprow. 

He made one stride towards the monk, and 
said, in a voice loud, and deep, and slow, rolling 
far up the hill,— 

“Monk, thou hast said; and now hear the 
reply of the son of Llewellyn, the true heir of 
Roderic the Great, who from the heights of 
Eryri saw all the lands of the Cymrian sleeping 
under the dragon of Uther. King was I born, 
and King will I die. I will not ride by the side 
of the Saxon to the feet of Edward, the son of 
the spoiler. I will not to purchase base life, 
surrender the claim, vain before men anl the 
hour, but solemn before God and posterity—the 
claim of my line and my people. All Britain is 
ours—all the island of Pines. And the children 
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of Hen gist are traitors and rebels—not the heirs 
of Ambrosius and Uther. Say to Harold the 
Saxon, Ye have left us butthe tomb of the Druid 
and the hills of the eagle ; but freedom and 
royalty are ours, in life and in death—not for 
you to demand them, not for us to betray. Nor 
fear ye, O my chiefs, few, but unmatched in glory 
and truth; fear notye to perish by the hunger thus 
denounced as our doom, on these heights that 
command the fruits of our own fields! No, die we 
may, but not mute and revengeless. Go back, 
whispering warrior; go back, false son of Cymry 
—and tell Harold to look well to his walls and 
trenches. We will vouchsafe him grace for his 
grace—we will not take him by surprise, nor 
under cloud of the night. \Vitli the gleam of our 
spears and the clash of our shields, we will come 
from the hill: and, famine worn as he deems us, 
hold a feast in his walls which the eagles of 
.Snowdon spread their pinions ft) share ! ” 

“Rash man and unhappy! ” cried the monk ; 
“what curse drawest thou down on thy head ! 
Wilt thou be the murtherer of thy men, in strife 
unavailing and vain ? Heaven holds thee guilty 
of all the blood thou shalt cause to be shed.’’ 

“ Be dumb !—hush thy screech, lying raven! ’’ 
exclaimed Gryffyth, his eyes darting fire, and his 
slight form dilating. “Once, priest and monk 
went before us to inspire, not to daunt ; and our 
cry, Alleluia ! was taught us by the saints of the 
Church, on the day when Saxons, fierce and many 
as Harold’s fell on the field of Maes-Gnrmon. 
No, the curse is on the head of the invader, not 
on those who defend hearth and altar. Yea, as 
the song to the bard, the curse leaps through my 
veins, and rushes forth from my lips. By the land 
they have ravaged ; by the gore 1 hey have spilt; 
on these crags, our last refuge ; below the cam on 
yon heights, where the Dead stir to hear me—I 
launch the curse of the wronged aud the doomed 
on the children of Hengist! They in turn shall 
know the steel of the stranger—their crown shall 
be shivered as glass, and their nobles be as slaves 
in the land. And the line of Hengist and Ce*dic 
shall be rased from the roll of empire. And the 
ghosts of our fathers shall glide, appeased, over 
the grave of their nation. But we—WE, though 
weak in the body, in the soul shall be qgrong to the 
last! The ploughshare may pass over our cities, 
but the soil shall be trod by our steps, and our< 
deeds keep our language alive in the songs of our 
bards. Nor, in the great Judgment Day, shall 
any race but the race of Cymry rise from their 
graves in this corner" of earth, to answer for the 
sins of the brave ! ” * 

* “ During the military expeditions made in our davs 
against South Wales, an old Welchman, at Pencadair, 
who hod faithfully adhered to him (Henry II.), being 
desired to give his opinion about the royal army, and 
whether he thought that of the rebels would make re¬ 
sistance, and what he thought would be the final event 
of this war, replied ; ‘ This nation, O King, may now, 
as in former times, be harassed, and, in a great measure, 
be weakened and destroyed by you and other powers; 
and it will often prevail by its laudable exertions, but it 
qan never be totally subdued by the wrath of man, un¬ 
less the wrath of God shall concur. Nor do / flunk 
ihat any other nation than this of Wales, or any other 
language [whatever may hereafter come to pass], shall 
in the day of severe examination before the Supreme 
efudge answer for this comer of the earth 1 '”— 
JJoake’s Giralaus Cambrensis, vol. i. p. 361. 


So impressive the voice, to grand the brow, 
and sublime the wild gesture of the King, as he 
thus spoke, that not only the monk, himself was 
awed ; not only, though he understood not the 
words, did the Norman knight bow his head, as a 
child wl?pn the lightning he fears as by instinct, 
flashes out from the cloud,—but even the sullen 
and wide-spreading* discontent at work among 
most of the chiefs was arrested fi;r a moment. 
But the spearman and multitude above, excited 
by the tidings of safety to life, and worn out by 
repeated defeat, and the dread fear of famine, too 
remote to hear the King, were listening eagerly 
to the insidious addresses of the two stealthy 
conspirators, creeping from rank to rank; and 
already they begin to sway and move, and sweep 
slowly down towards the King. 

Recovering his surprise, the Norman again 
nea'ed Gryffhth, and began to re-urge his mission 
of peace. But the chief waved him back sternly, 
and said aloud, though in Saxon: — 

“ No secrets can pass between Harold and me. 
This much alone, take thou back as answer:—I 
thank the Earl, for my.-clf, my Queen and my 
people. Noble have been his courtesies, as foe: 
as loe I thank him—as king, defy. The toique 
he hath returned to my hand, he shall see again 
ere the sun set. Messengers, ye are answeied. 
Withdraw, and speed fast, that we may pass not 
your steps on the load.” 

The monk sighed, and cast alook of holy com¬ 
passion over the circle; and a pleased man was 
he to see in the faces of most there, that the 
King was alone in his fierce defiance. Then lifting 
again the rood, he turned away, ^nd with him 
went the Norman. 

The' retirement of the messengers was the 
signal for one burst of remonstrance from the 
chiefs—the signal for the voice and the deeds of 
the Fatal Three. Down from the heights sprang 
and rushed the angry and turbuknt multitudes; 
round the King came the bard and the falconer, 
andvsome faithful few. 

The great uproar of many voices caused the 
motjk and the knight to pause abruptly in their 
descent, and turn lo look behind. They could 
see the crowd rushing down from the higher 
steeps; but on the spot itself which they had so 
lately left, the nature of the ground only permitted 
a confused view of spear points, lifted swords, and 
heads crowned with shaggy locks swaying to anil 
fro. 

“ What means Sfcl this commotion ? ” asked 
the knight, with his hand on his sword. 

“ Hist! ’’ said the monk, pale as ashes, and 
leaning for support upon the cross. 

Suddenly, above Lire hubbub, was heard the 
voice of the King, in accents of menace and 
wrath, singularly distinct and clear'; it was fol¬ 
lowed by a raomept’s silence—a moment’s silence 
f ollowed by the clatter of arms, a yell, and a howl, 
and the indescribable shock of men. 

And suddenly again was heard a voice that 
seemed that of the King, hut no longer distinct 
and clear!—was it laugh ?—was it groan ? 

All was hushed; the monk was on his knees in 
prayer ; the knight’s sword was bare in his hand. 
All’ was hushed—r.nd the spears stood still in 
the air; when there was,again a cry, as mu!- 
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titudinous; but less savage than before. And 
the Welch came down the pass, and down the 
crags. 

The knight*placed his back to a rock. “They 
;iave orders to murther us,” he murmured ; “ but 
woe to the first who come within reach of nfy 

,;word! ” • 

Down swarmed the Welchmen, nearer and 
nearer ; and the midst of them three chiefs— 
the ?atal Three. And the old chief bore in his 
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hand a pole or spear, and on the top of that 
spear, trickling gore step by step, was the trunk¬ 
less head of Gryffyth the King. 

“ This,” said the old chief, as he drew near, 
“ this is our answer to Harold the Earl. We will 
go with ye.” 

“ Food ! food! ” cried the multitude. 

And the three chiefs 1 (one on either side the 
trunkless head that the third bore aloft) whispered, 
“ Wc are avenged ! ’ * 


BOOK VIII. 

FATE. 


Chapter I. 

Some days after the tragical event with which 
the last chapter closed, the ships of the Saxons 

re assembled in the wide waters of Conway; 
and on the small fore-deck of the stateliest vessel 
stood Harold, bare-headed, before Aldyth, the 
■widowed Queen. For the faithful bard had fallen 
ity the side of his lord; .... the dark promise 
wav unfulfilled, and the mangled clay of the jeal¬ 
ous Gryffyth slept alone in the narrow bed. A 
chair of state, with dossell and canopy, was set for 
the daughter of Algar, and behind, stood maidens 
of Wales, selected in haste for her attendants. 

But Aldyth had not seated herself; and, side 
by side with her dead lord’s great victor, thus she 
spoke:— 

“Woe worth the day and the hour when Aldyth 
left the ha# ol her fathers and the land of her. 
birth! Her jobe of a queen has been rent and 
torn over an aching heart, and the air she has 
breathed has reeked as with blood. I go forth, 
widowed, and homeless, and lonely; but my feet 
shall press the soil of my sires, and my lips 
draw the breath which came sweet and pure to 
ruy childhood. And thou-O Harold, standest 
beside me, like the shape of my own youth, and 
fhe dreams of old come back at the sound of*thy 
voice. Fare thee well, noble heart and true Saxon. 
Thou hast twice saved the child of thy foe—Jirst 
from shame, then from famine. Thou wouldst 
have saved my dread lord from open force, and 
dark murder; but the saints were wroth, the 
blood of my kinsfolk, shed by his hand, called for 
\engeance, ana the shrines he had pillaged and 
burned murmured doom from their desolate altars. 
Peace be with the dead, and peace With the liv¬ 
ing ! I shall go back to my flther and brethren; 
and if the fame and life of child and sister be dear 
to them, their swords will never more leave their 
sheaths against Harold. So thy hand, and God 
guard thee! ” 

Harold raised to his lips the hand which the 
Queen extended to him; and to Aldyth now 
seemed i estored the rare beauty.of her youth ; as 
pride and sorrow gave her the charm of emotion, 
which love and duty had failed to bestow. 

“Life and health to thee, noble lady,” 1 *said 
the Earl. “ Tell thy kindred from me, that for 
thy sake, and thy grandsire’s, I would fain be 
their brother and friend ; were they but united 
with me, all England were now safe against every 
foe, and each peril. Thy daughter already awaits 


thee in the halls of Morcar; and when time has 
scarred the wounds of the past, may thy joys re¬ 
bloom in the face of thy child. Farewell, noble 
Aldyth! ” 

He dropped the hand he had held till then, 
turned slowly to the side of the vessel, and re¬ 
entered his boat. As he was rowed back to shore, 
the horn gave the signal for raising anchor, and 
the ship righting itself, moved majestically 
through the midst of the fleet. But Aldyth still 
stood erect, and her eyes followed the boat that 
bore away the secret love of her youth. 

As Harold reached the shore, Tostig and the 
Norman, who had been conversing amicably to¬ 
gether on the beach, advanced towards the Earl. 

“ Brother,” said Tostig, smiling, “it were easy 
for thee to console the fair widow, and bring to 
our House all the force of East Anglia and 
Mercia.” Harold’s face slightly changed, but 
he made no answer. 

“A marvellous fair dame,” said the Norman, 
“notwithstanding her cheek be somewhat 
pinched, and the hue sunburnt. And I wonder 
not that the poor cat-king kept her so close to 
his side.” 

“ Sir Norman,” said the Earl, hastening to 
change the subject, “ the war is now over, and, 
for long years, Wales will leave our Marches in 
peace.—This eve I propose to ride hence towards 
London, and we will converse by the way.” 

“ Go you so soon ?” cried the knight,surprised. 
“ Shall yov^not take means utterly to subjugate 
this troublesome race, parcel out the lands among 
«your thegns, to hold as martial fiefs at need, 
build towers and forts on the heights, and at the 
river moulhs ?—where a site, like this, for, some 
fair castle and vawmure ? In a word, do you 
Saxons merely overrun, and neglect to hold what 
you win ? ” 

“We fight in self-defence, not for conquest, Sir 
Noman. We have no skill in building castles ; 
and I pray you not to hint to my thegns the con¬ 
ceit of dividing a land, as thieves would their plun¬ 
der. King Gryffyth is dead, and his Brothers 
will reign in his stead. England has guarded her 
realm, and chastised &e aggressors. What need 
England do more ? We are not like our first 
barbarous fathers, carving out homes with the 
scythe of their stexes. The wave settles after th£ 
flood, and the races of men after lawless convul¬ 
sions.” 

Tostig smiled, in disdain, at the Knight, who 
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mused a little over the strange words he had 
heard, and then silently followed the Earl to the 
fort. 

But when Harold gained his chamber, he found 
there an express, arrived in haste from Chester, 
with the news, that Algar, the sole enemy and 
single rival of his power, was no more. Fever, 
occasioned by neglected wounds, had stretched 
him impotent on a bed of sickness, and his fierce 
passions had aided the march of disease; the 
restless and profitless race was run. 

The first emotion which these tidings called 
forth was that of pain. The bold sympathise with 
the bold ; and in great hearts, there is always a 
certain friendship for a gallant foe. ,But recover¬ 
ing the shock of that first impression, Harold 
could not but feel that England was freed from 
its most dangerous subject—himself from the 
only obstacle apparent to the fulfilment of hi$ 
luminous career. 

“ Now, then, to London,” whispered the voice 
of his ambition. “Not a foe rests to trouble the 
peace of that empire which thy conquests, O 
Harold, have made more secure and compact 
than ever yet has been the realm of the Saxon 
kings. Thy way through the country that thou 
hast henceforth delivered from the fire and sword 
of the mountain ravager, will he one march of 
triumph, like a Roman’s of old; and the voice 
of the people will echo the hearts of the army ; 
those hearts are thine own. Verily Hilda is a pro¬ 
phetess ; and when Edward rests with the saints, 
from what English heart will not burst the cry, 
“ Long live Harold the King,” 


Chapter II. 

The Norman rode by the side of Harold, in the 
rear of the victorious armament. The ships sailed 
to their havens, and Tostig departed to his 
northern earldom. 

“ And now,” said Harold, “ I am at leisure to 
thank thee, brave Norman, for more than thine 
aid in council and war;—at leisure now to tu*n 
to the last prayer of Sweyn, and the often shed 
tears of Githa my mother, for Wolnoth the exile. 
Thou seest with thine own eyes that there is no 
longer pretext or plea for thy Count to detain 
these hostages. Thou shalt hear from Edward 
himself that he no longer asks sureties for the 
faith of the House of Godwin; and I cannot think 
that Duke William would have suffered thee to 
bring me over this news from the dead if he were 
not prepared to do justice to the living.” 

“Your speech, Earl of Wessex, goes near to 
the truth. But, to speak plainly and frankly, I 
think William, my lord, hath a keen desiresto 
welcome in person a chief so illustrious as Harold, 
and I guess that he keeps the hostages to make 
thee come to claim them.” The knight, as he 
spoke, smiled gaily; but the cunning of the 
Norman gleamed in the quicjbglance of his clear, 
hazel eye. 

“Fain must I feel pride at such wish, if you 
flatter me not,” said Harold; “and I would 
gladly myself, now the land is in peace, and my 
presence not needful, visit a court of such fame. 
I hear high praise from cheapman and pilgrim of 


Count William’s wise care for barter and trade, 
and might learn much from the ports of the Seine 
that would profit the marts of the Thames. 
Much, too, I hear of Count William's zeal to re- 
vive the learning of the Church, aided by Lan- 
iraftc the Lombard; much I hear of the pomp of 
his buildings, and the grace of his court. All 
this would I cheerfully cross the ocean, to see ; 
but all this wpuld but sadden my heart if I re¬ 
turned without Haco and Wolnoth*!” c 

“I dare not speak so as to plight faith for the 
Duke,” said the Norman, who, though sharp to 
deceive, had that rein on his conscience that it 
did not let him openly lie; but this I do know, 
that there are few things in his Countdom which 
my lord would not give to clasp the right hand 
of Harold, and feel assured of his friendship.” 

Though wise and farseeing, Harold was not 
suspicious;—no Englishman, unless it were Ed¬ 
ward himself, knew the secret pietensions of 
William to the English throne ; and he answered 
simply— 

“ It were well, indeed, both for Normandy 
and England, both against foes and for trade, to 
be allied and well-liking. I will think over your 
words, Sire de Graville, and it shall not be my 
fault if old feuds be not forgotten, and those now 
in thy court be the last hostages ever kept by the 
Norman for the faith of the Saxon.” 

With that he turned the discourse; and the 
aspiting and able envoy, exhilarated by the hope 
of a successful mission, animated the way by re¬ 
marks— alternately lively and shrewd—which 
drew the brooding Earl from those musings 
which had now grown habitual to a nffind once 
clear and open as the day. . 

Harold had not miscalculated the enthusiasm 
his victories had excited. Where he passed, all 
the towns poured forth their populations to see 
and to hail him ; and on arriving at the metro¬ 
polis, the rejoicings in his honour seemed to 
equal those which hacjjgreeted, at the accession 
of Edward, the restoration of the line of Cerdic. 

According to the barbarous custom of the age, 
the head of the unfortunate sub-king, and the 
prow tof his special war-ship, had been sent to 
Edward as the trophies of conquest : but Ha¬ 
rold’s uniform moderation respected the living. 
The race of Gryffyth* were re-established on the 
tributary throne of that hero, in the persons of 
bis brothers Blethgentand Rigwatle, “ and they 
swore oaths,” says the graphic old chronicler, 
“ and delivered hostages to the King and the 
Earl that they woulfi be faithful to him in ail 
things, and be everywhere ready for him, by 
water, and by land, and make such renders from 
the land aS had been done before to any other 
king.” 

Not long after this, Mallet de Graville returned 
to Normandy, with gifts for William from King 
Edward, and special requests from that prince, 
as well as from the Earl, to restore the hostages. 
But Mallet’s acuteness readily perceived, that in 
much, Edward’s mind had been alienated from 
William. It was clear, that the Duke’s marriage, 
and the pledges that had crowned the union, 
were distasteful to the asceticism of the saint - 

* Gryffyth left a son, Caradoc ; but he was put aside, 
as a minor, according to the Saxon customs. 
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king: and with Godwin’s death, and Tostig’s 
absence frortj the court, seemed to have expired 
all Edward’s bitterness towards that powerful 
family of which Harold was now the head. Still, 
as no subject out of the House of Cerdic had 
ever yet been elected to the Saxon throfie, there 
was no apprehension on Mallet’s mind that in 
Ha#old was the true rival to Williafn’s cherished 
aspirations. Though Edward the Atheling was 
dead, his son Edgar lived, the natural heir to the 
throne : and the Norman, (who-e liege had suc¬ 
ceeded to the Duchy at the age of eight,) was 
not sufficiently cognisant of the invariable cus¬ 
tom of the Anglo-Saxons, to set aside, whetherfor 
kingdoms or lor earldoms, all claimants unfitted 
tor rule by their tender years. He could indeed 
perceive that the young Atheling's minority was 
in favour of his Norman liege, and would render 
him but a wift defender off the realm, and that 
there seemed no popular attachment to the in¬ 
fant orphan of the Germanised exile ; his name 
was never mentioned at the court, nor had Ed¬ 
ward acknowledged him as heir,—a circumstance 
which he interpreted auspiciously for William. 
Nevertheless, it was clear that, both at court and 
amongst the people, the Norman influence in 
England was at the lowest ebb ; and that the 
only man who could restore it, and realise the 
cherished dreams of his grasping lord, was 
Harold the all-powerful. 


w Chapter III. 

Trusting* for the time, to the success of Ed¬ 
ward’s urgent demand for the release of his kins¬ 
men, as ^vell as his own, Harold was now de¬ 
tained at the court by all those arrears of busi¬ 
ness which had accumulated fast under the inert 
hands of the monk-king during the prolonged 
campaigns against the Welch ; but he had lei¬ 
sure at least for frequent visits to the old Rjaman 
house ; and those visits were not more grateful 
to his love than to the harder and more engross¬ 
ing passjon which divided his heart. • 

The nearer he grew to the dazzling object, to 
the possession of which Fate seemed to have 
shaped all circumstances, the more he felt the 
charm of those mystic influences which his colder 
reason had disdained. He who is ambitious of 
things afar and uncertain, passes at once into the 
Poet-Land of Imagination ;*to aspire and to ima¬ 
gine are yearnings twin-born. 

When in his fresh youth and his calm lofty 
manhood, Harold saw action, how adventurous 
soever, limited to the barriers of noble duty; 
when he lived but for his country, all spread 
clear before his vision in the sunlight of day; but 
as the barriers receded, while the horizon ex¬ 
tended, his eye left the Certain to rest on the 
Vague. As self, though still half concealed from 
his conscience, gradually assumed the widp space 
love of country had filled, the maze of delusion 
commenced : he was to shape fate out of circum¬ 
stance,—no longer defy fate through virtue; and 
thus Hilda became to him as a voice that an¬ 
swered the questions of his own restless heart. 
He needed encouragement from the Unknown 
to sanction his desires and confirm his ends. 


But Edith, rejoicing in the fair fame of her be¬ 
trothed, and content in the purerapture of behold¬ 
ing him again, reposed in the divine credulity of 
the happy hour; she marked not, in Harold’s 
visits, that, on entrance, the Earl’s eye sought 
first the stern face of the Vala—she wondered 
not why those two conversed in whispers together, 
or stood so often at moonlight by the Runic grave. 
Alone, of all womankind, she felt that Harold 
loved her, that that love had braved time, absence, 
change, and hope deferred;—and she knew not 
that what love has most to dread in the wild 
heart of aspiring man, is not persons, but things, 
—is not things, but their symbols. 

So weeks and m§nths rolled on, and Duke 
William returned no answer to the demands for 
his hostages. And Harold’s heart smote him, 
that he neglected his brother’s prayer and his 
mother’s accusing tears. 

Now Githa, since the death of her husband, 
had lived in seclusion and apart from town ; and 
one day Harold was surprised by her unexpected 
arrival at the large timbered house in London, 
which had passed to his possession. As she 
abruptly entered the room in which he sate, he 
sprang forward to welcome and embrace her; but 
she waved him back with a grave and mournful 
gesture, and, sinking on one knee, she said thus :— 

“ See, the mother is a suppliant to the son for 
the son. No, Harold, no—I will not rise till 
thou hast heard me. For years, long and lonely, 
have I lingered and pined,—long years ! Will 
my boy know his mother again ? Thou hast said 
to me, ‘ Wait till the messenger returns.’ I have 
waited. Thou hast said, ‘ This time the Count 
cannot resist the demand of the King.’ I bowed 
my head and submitted to thee as I had done to 
Godwin my lord. And I havenot till now claimed 
thy promise; for I allowed thy country, thy King, 
and thy fame, to have claims more strong than a 
mother. Now I tarry no more ; now no more 
will I be amused and deceived. Thine hours are 
thine own—free thy coming and thy going. 
Harold, I claim thine oath. Harold, I touch thy 
right hand. Harold, I remind thee of thy troth 
and thy plight, to cross the seas thyself, and 
restore the child to the mother.” 

“Oh, rise, rise!” exclaimed Harold, deeply 
moved. “ Patient hast thou been, O my mother, 
and now I will linger no more, nor heatken to 
other voice than your own. I will seek the King 
this day, and ask his leave to cross the sea to 
Duke William.” 

Then Githa rose, and fell on the Earl’s breast 
weeping. 

• 

Chapter IV. 

It so chanced, while this interview took place 
between Githa and the Earl, that Gurth, hawk¬ 
ing in the woodlands.round Hilda’s house, turned 
aside to visit hte|(fc)anish kinswoman. The 
prophetess was absent, but he was told that 
Edith was within; and Gurth, about to be unhed 
to a maiden who had long won his noble affec¬ 
tions, cherished a brother’s love for his brother’s 
fair betrothed. He entered the gynoeciunl, and 
there still, as when we were first made present in 
that chamber, sate the maids, employed on a 
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ger to be incurred by a friendlyfisit to the N orman 
coujt; and the interval that elapsed between 
( Harold’s communication and their entrance into 
the King’s chamber, allowed no time for mature 
and careful reflection. 

Edward, on whom years and infirmity had in* 


creased of late with rapid ravage, heard Hard die 
request with a grave and deep attention, which 
he seldom vouchsafed to earthly affairs. 1 And 
he remained long silent after his brother-in-law 
had finished;—so long silent, that the Earl, at 
first, deemed that he was absolved in one of 
those myslte and abstracted reveries, in which, 
more and more as he grew nearer to the borders 
of the World Unseen, Edward so stiangeiy in¬ 
dulged. But, looking more close, bdth he anfi 
Gurth were struck by the evident dismay on the 
King’s face, while the collected light of Edward’s 
cold eye showed that his mind was awake to the 
human world. In truth, it is probable that 
Edward, at that moment, was tecalling rash 
hints, if not promises, to his rapacious cousin of 
Normandy, made during his exile. And, sen¬ 
sible of his own declining health, and the tender 
years of the young Edgar, he might be musing 
over the terrible pretender to the En^Lkh throne, 
whose claims his earlier indiscretion might seem 
to sanction. Whatever his thoughts, they were 
dark and sinister, as at length he said, slowly— 

“Is thine oath indeed given to thy mother, 
and doth she keep thee to it ? ” 

“ Both, O King,” answered Harold, briefly. 

“ Then I can gainsay thee not. And thou, 
Harold, art a man of this living world; thou 
playest here the part of a centurion; thou sayest 
‘ Come,’ and men come—* Go,’ and men move 
at thy will. Therefore thou mayest well judge 
for thyself. I gainsay thee not, nor interfere 
between man and his vow. But think not,” 
continued the King in a ipore solemn vmce, and 
with increasing emotion, “ think not tfflft I will 
charge my soul that I counselled or encouraged 
this errand. Yea, I foresee that thy journey will 
lead but to great evil to England, and sqre grief 
or dire loss to thee.”* 

“ How so, dear lord and King?” said Harold, 
startled by Edward’s unwonted earnestness, 
though deeming it but one of the visionary' 
chimeras habitual to the saint. “ How so ? 
Williafti thy cousin hath ever borne the name of 
one fair to friend, though fierce to foe. And 
foul indeed his dishonour, if he could meditate 
harm to a man trusting his faith, and sheltered 
by his own roof-tree.” 

“Harold, Harold,” said Edward, impatiently, 
“ I know William of old. Nor is he so simple 
of mind, that he will cede aught for thy pleasure, 
or even to my will, unless it bring some gain to 
himself.f I say no more.—Thou art cautioned, 
and I leave the rest to*Heaven. ’ ’ 

It is the misfortune of men little famous for 
worldly lore, that in those few occasions when, 
in that sagacity caused by their very freedom from 
the strife and passion of those around, they seem 
almost prophetically inspired,—it is their mis¬ 
fortune to lack the power of conveying to others 
their own convictions; they may divine, but 
they cannot' reason : and Harold could detect 
nothing to deter his purpose, in a vague fear, 
based dh no other argument than as vague a 
perception of the duke’s general character. But 
Gurth, listening less to his reason than his de- 

* Bromton Ckran. Knygbton, Walsingkam, Hovadao, 
8tc. 

t Bromton, Knyghton, Re¬ 


work more brill iant-to the eye, and more pleasing 
to the labour, than that which had then tasked 
their active hands. They were broidering into 
a tissue of the purest gold the effigy of a fighting 
warrior, designed by Hilda for the banner of 
Earl Harold : and, removed from the awe of 
their mistress, as they werked, their tongues sang 
g'lly, and it was in the midst of song and 
laughter that the fair young Saxon lord entered 
the chamber. The babble and the mirth ceased 
at his entrance; each voice was stilled, each eye 
cast down demurely. Edith was not amongst 
them, and, in answer to his inquiry the eldest of 
the mai lens pointed towards the peristyle with¬ 
out the house. c 

The winning and kindly thegn paused a few 
moments, to admire the tissue’and commend the 
work, and then sought the peristyle. 

Near the water-spring that gushed free and 
bright through the Roman fountain, he found 
Edith, seated in an attitude of deep thought and j 
gloomy dejection. She started as be approached, 
and, springing forward to meet him, exclaimed:— 

“ O Gurth, Heaven hath sent thee to me, I 
know well, though I cannot explain to thee why, 
for I cannot explain it to myself; but know I do, 
by the mysterious bodements of my own soul, 
that some great danger is at this moment en¬ 
circling thy brother Harold. Go to him, I pray, 

I implore thee, forthwith; and let thy clear sense 
and warm heart be by his side.” 

“I will go instantly," said Gurth, startled. 
“ But do not suffer, I adjure thee, sweet kins¬ 
woman, the superstition that wraps this place, as 
a mist wraps a marsh, to infect thy pure spirit. 
In my early youth I submitted to the influence 
of Hilda; I became man, and outgrew it. Much, 
secretly, has it grieved me of late, to see that our. 
kinswoman’s Danish lore has brought even the 
strong heart of Harold under its spell; and where 
once he only spoke of duty, I now hear him speak 
of fate.” 

“ Alhs! alas! ” answered Edith, wringing her 
hands; “ when the bird hides its head in the 
brake, doth it shut out the track of the hound ? 
Can we baffle fate by refusing to heed its ap¬ 
proaches ? But we waste precious moments. 
Go, Gurth, dear Gurth! Heavier and darker, 
while we speak, gathers the cloud on my 
heart.” 

Gurth said no more, but hastened to remount 
his steed; and Edith remained alone by the 
Roman fountain, motionless and sad, as if the 
nymph of the old religion stood there to see the 
lessening stream well ‘away from the shattered 
stone, and know that the life of the nymph was 
measured by the ebb of the stream. 

Gurth arrived in London just as Harold was 
taking boat for the palace of Westminster, to 
seek the King; and, after interchanging a hurried 
embrace with his mother, he accompanied Harold 
to the palace, and learned hiftji rand by the way. 
While Harold spoke, he didlHI foresee any dan¬ 
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voted love for his brother, took alarm, and said, 
after a pau^e, 

“ Thinkest thou, good my King, that the same 
danger were incurred if Gurth, instead of Harold, 
crossed the seas to demand the hostaggp? ” 

“No,” said Edward, eagerly, “and so would 
I counsel. William would not have the same 
objects to gain in practising his'worldly guile 
upon thee. No; methinks that were the prudent 
course.” 

“And the ignoble one for Harold,” said the 
elder brother, almost indignantly. “Howbeit, 
I thank ye gratefully, dear King, for thy affec¬ 
tionate heed and care. And so the saints guard 
thee! ” 

On leaving the King, a warm discussion be¬ 
tween lire brothers took place. But Gurth’s 
arguments wue stronger than those of Harold, 
and the Eailwas driven to'rest his persistence on 
his own special pledge to Githa. As soon, how¬ 
ever, as they had gained their home, that plea 
was taken from him ; for the moment Gurtii re¬ 
lated to his mother Edward’s fears and cautions, 
she, ever mindful of Godwin’s preference for the 
Earl, and his last commands to her, hastened to 
release Harold Irom his pledge ; and to implore 
him at least to suffer Gurth to be liis substitute 
to the Norman court. “Listen dispassionately,” 
said Gurth; “rely upon it that Edward has 
reasons for his fears, more rational than those 
he has given to us. He knows William from 
his youth upwards, and hath loved him too well 
to hint doubts of his food faith without just 
foundation. Are there no reasons why danger 
from William should be special against thyself? 
While the Normans abounded in the cpurt, there 
were rimfburs that the Duke had some designs 
on England, which Edward’s preference seemed 
to sanction: such designs now, in the altered 
state of England were absurd—too frantic, for 
a prince of William’s reputed wisdom to enter¬ 
tain. Yet Be may not unnaturally seek to regain 
the former Norman influence in these realms. 
He knows that in you he receives the most 
powerful man in England; that your detention 
alone would convulse the country from one end 
of it to the other; and enable him, perhaps, to 
extort from Edward some measures dishonour¬ 
able to us all.' But agaiustme he .can harbour ( 
no ill design—my detention would avail him no¬ 
thing. And, in truth, if Harold be Safe in Eng¬ 
land, Gurth must be safe it* Rouen'?, Thy pre¬ 
sence here at the head of our armies', guarantees 
me from wrong. But reverse the case, and with 
(birth in England, is Harold safe in Rouen ? I, 
but a simple soldier, and homely lord, with slight 
influence over Edward, no command in the 
country, and little practised of .speech in the 
stormy Witan,—I am just so great that William 
dare not harm me, but not so great that he should 
even wish to hairn me.” 

“ He detains our kinsmen, why not thee ! ” 
said Harold. . 

“Because with our kinsmen lie has at least the 
pretext that they were pledged as hostages: 
because I go simply as guest and envoy. No, 
to me danger cannot come. Be ruled, dear 
Harold.” 

“ Be ruled, 0 4 my son,” cried Githa, clasping 


the Earl’s knees, “ and do not let me dread in the 
depth of the night to see the shade of Godwin, 
and hear his voice say, ‘ Woman, where K 
Harold ? ’” 

It was impossible for the Earl’s strong undefi- 
standing to resist the arguments addressed to it; 
and, to say truth, he had been more distuibe’d 
than he liked to confess by Edward’s sinister 
iorewamings. Yet, on the other hand, there 
were reasons against his acquiescence in Gurth’s 
proposal. The primary, and to do him justice, 
the strongest, was in his native courage and his 
generous pride. Should he for the first time in 
his life shiirifc from a peril in the discharge of his 
duty; a peril too. so unceitain and vague? 
Should he suffer Gurth to fulfil the pledge he 
himself had t deen ? And gianting even.thaft 
Gurth were safe fronj whatever danger lie indi¬ 
vidually might incur, did it become him to accept- 
the proxy ? Would Gurth’s voice, too, be as 
potent as his own in effecting the return of the 
hos'ages ? ” 

The next reasons that swayed him were thosfr 
he could not avow. In clearing his way to th£ 
English throne, it would be of no mean import¬ 
ance to secure the friendship of the Norman Duktfy 
and the Norman acquiescence in his pretension#; 
it would be of infinite service to remove those 
prepossessions against his House which were still- 
rife with the Normans, who retained a bitter re¬ 
membrance of their countrymen decimated,* if 
was said, with the concurrence if not at the ord#r 
of Godwin, when they accompanied the ill-fated 
Alfred to the English shore, and who were yet 
sore with their old expulsion from the English- 
court at the return of his father and himself. 

Though it could not enter into his head that 
William, possessing no party whatever in Ehg« 
land; could himself aspire to the English erdwri, 
yet at Edward’s death there might be pretenders' 
whom the Norman arms could find ready excuse! 
to sanction. There was the boy Atheling, on th# 
one side, there was the valiant Norwegian Kin# 
Hardrada on the other, who might revive th$ 
claims of his predecessor Magnus as heir to tSd 
rights of Canute. So near and so formidable * 
neighbour as the Count of the Normans, every 
object of policy led him to propitiate; and Gurth, 
with his unbending hate of all that’wa^Norman, 
was not, at least, the most politic envoy he could 
select for that end. Add to this, that despite their 
present reconcilitation, Harold could never long 
count upon amity with To4ig ; and Tostig’s con¬ 
nexion with Wil.i&m, through their marriages 
into the House of Baldwin, was full of danger to 
a ijpw throne, to which To tig wou'd piobaldy 
be the most, turbulent subject: the influence of 
this connexion how desirable to counteiact! t 

Nor could Harold,- who. as patriot ami states¬ 
man, felt deeply the nece-sisy of reform and rc- 

• The word “ilecim ftl” is the one generally applied 
by the historians to the massacre in question ; an ! it is 
tncretoro retained lime, lint it. is not eorr ctly .1 ppii^l ^ 
for that butchery was perpetrated, not upon one Out qt 
ton, but nine out of ten. 

+ fhe above reasons for Harold’s memoi able expedi¬ 
tion are sketched at this length, because they suggest 
the most,probable motives whieb induced it, and, furnish, 
in iio rash and inconsiderate policy, that key to his visit, 
which is not to be found iij chronicler or historian. 
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generation in the decayed edifice of the English 
monarchy, willingly lose an occasion to witness 
all that William had done to raise so high in re- 
nown and civilisation, in martial fame and com¬ 
mercial prosperity, that petty duchy, which he 
had placed on a level with the kingdoms of the 
Teuton and the Frank. Lastly, the Normans 
were the special darlings of the Roman church. 
William had obtained the dispensation toliis own 
marriage with Matilda ; and might not the Non- 
man influence, duly conciliated, back the prayer 
which Harold trusted one day to address to the 
pontiff, and secure to him the hallowed blessing, 
without which ambition lost its charm, and even 
a throne its splendour ? ' 

All these considerations, therefore, urged the 
Earl to persist in his original purpose; but a 
warning voice in his heart, more powerful than 
all, sided with the prayer of^Githa, and the argu¬ 
ments of Gurth. in this state of irresolution, 
Gurth said seasonably,'— 

“Bethink thee, Harold, if menaced but with 
peril to thyself, thou wouldst have a brave man’s 
right to resist us; but it was of ‘ great evil to 
England ’ that Edward spoke, and thy reflection 
must tell thee, that in this crisis of our country, 
danger to thee isevil to England—evil to England 
thou hast no right to incur.” 

“ Dear mother, and generous Gurth,” said 
Harold, then joining the two in one embrace, 
“ ye have well high conquered. Give me but two 
days to ponder well, and be assured that I will 
not decide from the rash promptings of an ill- 
considered judgment.” 

Farther than this they could not then move the 
Earl; but Gurth was pleased shortly afterwards 
to see him depart to Edith, whose fears, from 
whatever Source they sprang, would,.he was 
certain, come in aid of his own pleadings. 

But as the Earl rode alone towards the once 
stately home of the perished Roman, and entered 
at twilight the darkening forest-land,his thoughts 
were less on Edith than on the Vala, with whom 
his ambition had more and more connected his 
soul. Perplexed by his doubts, and left dim in 
the waning lights of human reason, never more 
involuntarily did he fly to some guide to interpret 
the future and decide his path. 

As if fate itself responded to the cry of his 
heart, he suddenly came in sight of Hilda herself, 
gathering leaves from elm and ash amidst the 
woodland. 

He sprang from his horse and approached her. 

“ Hilda,” said he, jn a low but firm voice, 
“ thou hast often told me that the dead can ad¬ 
vise the living. Raise thou the Scin-laeca of the 
hero of old—raise the Ghost, which mine eye f| pr 
my fancy, beheld before, vast and dim by the 
silent bautastein, and I will stand by thy side. 
Fain would I know if thou hast deceived me and 
thyself; or if, in truth, to man’s guidance Heaven 
doth vouchsafe saga and rede from those who have 
passed into the secret shores%f Eternity.” 

“ The dead,” answered Hilda, “will not reveal 
themselves to eyes uninitiate save at their own 
••will, uncompelled by charm and rune. To me 
their forms can appear distinct through the airy 
flame; to me, duly prepared by spells that purge 
the eye of the spirit, and loosen the walls of tne 


flesh. I cannot say that what I see in the trance 
and the travail of my soul, thou also wilt behold; 
for even when the vision hath passed from my 
sight, and the voice from my ear, only memories, 
contused and dim, of what I saw and heard, re¬ 
main to guide the waking and common life. But 
thou shaft stand by my side while 1 invoke the 
phantom, and hear and interpret the words which 
rush from my*lips, and the runes that take mean¬ 
ing from the sparks of the charmed fire. I knew 
ere thou earnest, by the darkness and trouble of 
Edith’s soul, that some shade from the Ash-tree 
of Life had fallen upon thine.” 

Then Harold related what had passed, and 
placed before Hilda the doubts that beset him. 

The Prophetess listened with earnest attention: 
but her mind, when not under its more mystic in¬ 
fluences, being strongly biassed by its natural 
courage and ambition, she saw at glance all the 
advantage^ towards securing the mfone predes¬ 
tined to Harold, which might be effected by his 
visit to the Norman court, and she held in too 
great disdain both the worldly sense and the 
mystic reveries of the monkkjji king (for the be¬ 
liever in Odin was naturally incredulous of the 
visitation of the Christian saints) to attach much 
weight to his dreary predictions. 

The short reply she made was therefore not 
calculatedsto deter Harold from the expedition 
in dispute. But she deferred till the following 
night, and to wisdom more dread than her own, 
the counsels that should sway bis decision. 

With a strange satisfaction at the thought that 
he should, at least, test personally the^reality of 
those assumptions of preternatural pQwer which 
had of late coloured his resolves and oppressed 
his heart, Harold then took leave of the yala, who 
returned mechanically to her employment; and, 
leading his horse by the rein, slowly continued 
his musing way towards the green knoll and its 
heathen ruins. But ere he gained the hillock, and 
while his thoughtful eyes were bent on the ground, 
he felt his arm seized tenderly—turne'd—and be¬ 
held Edith’s face full of unutterable and anxious 
love. 

With that love, indeed, there was blended so 
much wistfulness, so much fear, that Harold 
exclaimed,— 

“ Soul of my soul, what hath chanced ? what 
pffects thee thus ? ” 

“ Hath no danger befallen thee ? ” asked 
Edith, falteringly, and gazing on his face with 
wistful, searching eyfts. 

“Danger! none, sweet trembler,” answered 
the Earl, evasively. 

Edith dropped her eager looks, and clinging to 
his arm, drew him on silently into the forest land. 
She paused at last where the old fantastic trees 
shut out the view of the ancient ruins; and when, 
looking round, -she saw not those grey gigantic 
shafts which mortal hand seemed never to have 
piled together, she breathed more freely. 

“Speak to me,” then said Harold, bending 
his face to hers ; “why this silence ? ” 

“Ah,Harold,” answered his betrothed, “thou 
knowest that ever since we have loved one an¬ 
other, my existence hath been but a shadow of 
thine; by some weird and strange mystery, which 
Hilda would explain by the stars or the fates, that 
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have made me a part of thee, I know by the light¬ 
ness or gloom of my own spirit when good or ill 
shall befall thee. How often, in thine absence, 
hath a joy suddenly broke upon me ; and I felt 
by that Joy, as by the smile of a good angel, that 
thou hist passed safe through some peril, or 
triumphed over some foe! And now thou askest 
me why I am so sad;—I can only answer thee by 
saying, that the sadness is cast uppn me by some 
thhnder glodm on thine own destiny.’ ’ 

Harold had sought Edith to speak of his medi¬ 
tated journey, but seeing her dejection he did not 
dare ; so he drew her to his breast, and chid her 
soothingly for her vain apprehensions. But Edith 
would not be comforted; there seemed some¬ 
thing weighing on her mind and struggling to 
her lips, not accounted for merely by sympathetic 
forebodings ; and at length, as he pressed her to 
tell all, she gathered courage and spoke,— 

“Do not pock me,” she said, “but what 
secret, whether of vain folly or of meaning fate, 
should I hold from thee ? All this day I strug¬ 
gled in vain against the heaviness of my fore¬ 
bodings. How I hailed the sight of Gurth thy 
brother! I besought him to seek thee—thou 
hast seen hitn.” 

“I have!” said Harold. “But thou wert 
about to tell me of something more than this 
dejection.” 

“ Well,” resumed Edith, “ after Gurth left 
me, my feet sought"involuntarily the hill on which 
we have met so often. I sate down near the old 
tomb, a strange weariness crept on my eyes, and 
a sleep that seemed not wholly sleep fell over 
me. I struggled against it as if conscious of 
some coming terror; and as I struggled, and ere 
I slept, Harold,—yes, ere I slept,—I saw dis¬ 
tinctly a pale and glimmering figure rise from 
the Saxon’s grave. I saw—I see it still! Oh, 
that livid front, those glassy eyes! ” 

“ The figure of a warrior ? ” said Harold, 
startled. 

“ Of a wprrior, armed as in the ancient days, 
armed like the warrior that Hilda’s piaicfe are 
working for thy banner. I saw it; and in one 
hand it held a spear, and in the other a crown.” 

“ A crown!—Say on, say on,” 

“ I saw no more; sleep, in spite of myself, fell 
on me, a sleep full of confused and painful— 
rapid and shapeless images, till at last this 
dream rose clear. X beheld a bright and starry 
shape, that seemed as a spirit, yet wore thiue 
aspect, standing on a rock; and an angry torrent 
rolled between the rock ana the dry safe land. 
The waves began to invade the rock, and the 
spirit unfurled its wings as to flee. And then 
foul things climbed up from the slime of the rock, 
and descended from the mists of the troubled 
skies, and they coiled round the wings and 
clogged them. 

“Then a voice cried in my<ear,—‘ Seest thou 
not on the perilous rock the soul of Harold the 
Brave ?—seest thou not that the waters engulf it, 
if the wings fail to 'flee ? Up, Truth, whose 
strength is in purity, whose image is woman, 
and aid the soul of the brave!’ I sought to 
spring to thy side; but I was powerless, and be¬ 
hold, close beside me, through my sleep as 
through a veil, appeared the shafts of the ruined 


temple in which I lay reclined. And, methought, 
I saw Hilda sitting alone by the Saxon’s grave, 
and pouring from a crystal vessel black drops 
into a human heart which she held in her hands: 
and out of that heart grew a child, and out of 
that child a youth, with dark mournful brow. 
And the youth stood by thy side and whispered 
to thee : and from his lips there came a reeking 
smokegpand in that smoke as in a blight the 
wings withered up. And I heard the Voice say, 
—* Hilda, it is thou that hast destroyed the good 
angel, and reared from the poisoned heart the 
loathsome tempter ! ’ And-1 cried aloud, but it 
was too late; the waves swept over thee, and 
above the wyives there floated an iron helmet, 
and on the helmet was a golden crown—the 
crown I had seen in the hand of the spectre! ” 

“ But this is no evil dream, my Edith,” said 
Harold, gaily. 

Edith, unheeding him, continued,— 

“ I started from my sleep. The sun was still 
high—the air lulled and windless. Then through 
the shafts and down the hill there glided in that 
clear waking daylight, a grisly shape like that 
which I have heard our maidens say the witch- 
hags, sometimes seen in the forest, assume ; yet 
in truth, it seemed neither of man nor woman. 
It turned its face once towards me, and on that 
hideous face were the glee and hate of a tri¬ 
umphant fiend. Oh, Harold, what should all 
this portend ? " 

“Hast thou not asked thy kinswoman, the 
diviner df dreams ? ” 

“ I asked Hilda, and she, like thee, only mur¬ 
mured. ‘ The Saxon crown! ’ But if there be 
faith in those airy children of the night, surely, 
O adored one, the vision forebodes danger, not 
to life, but to soul; and the words I heard 
seemed to say that thy wings were thy valour, 
and the Fylgia thou hadst lost was,—no, that 
were impossible-” 

“ That my Fylgia was Tru^h, which losing, 
I were indeed lost to thee. Thou dost well,” 
said Harold, loftily, “ to hold that among the 
lies of the fancy: All else may, perchance, de¬ 
sert me, but never mine own free soul. Self-reliant 
hath Hilda called me in mine earlier days, and 
—wherever fate casts me,—in my truth, and my 
love, and my dauntless heart, I dare both man 
and the fiend.” 

Edith gazed a moment in devout admiration 
on the mien of her hero-lover, then she drew close 
and closer to his breast, consoled and believing. 

» 

Chapter V. 

With all her persuasion of her own powers in 
penetrating the future, we have Seen that Hilda 
had never consulted her oracles on the fate of 
Harold, without a dark and awful sense of the 
ambiguity of their responses. That fate, involv¬ 
ing the mightiest interests of a great race, and 
connected with events operating on the farthest 
times and the remotest lands, lost itself to her 
prophetic ken amidst omens the most contradic¬ 
tory, shadows and lights the most conflicting, 
meshes the most entangling. Her human heart, 
devotedly attached to the Earl through her love 
for Edith,—her pride obstinately bent on securing 
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to the last daughter of her princely race that 
throne, which all her vaticinations, even when 
most gloomy, assured her was destined to the 
man with whom Edith’s doom was interwoven, 
combined to induce her to the most favourable 
interpretation of all that seemed sinister and 
doubtful. But accoiding to the tenets of that 
peculiar form of magic cultivated by Hilda, the 
comprehension became obscured by whatever 
partook of human sympathy. It was dltaiagic 
wholly distinct from the malignant witchcraft 
more popularly known to us, and which was 
equally common to the Germanic and Scandi¬ 
navian heathens. 

The magic of Hilda was rather akin to the old 
Cimbrian Alirones, or sacred prophetesses; and, 
as with them, it demanded the priestess ,—that 
is, the person without human ties or emotions, a 
spirit clear as a mirror, upon which the great 
images of destiny might be cast untroubled. 

However the natural gifts and native character 
of Hilda might be perverted by the visionary and 
delusive studies habitual to her, there was in her 
very infirmities a grandeur, not without its pathos. 
In this position which she had assumed between 
the earth and the heaven, she stood so solitary 
and in such chilling air,—all the doubts that 
beset her lonely and daring soul came in such 
gigantic forms of terror and menace !—On the 
verge of the mighty Heathenesse sinking fait 
into the night of ages, she towered amidst the 
shades, a shade herself; and round her gathered 
the last demons of the Dire Belief, defying the 
march of their luminous foe, and concentring 
round their mortal priestess, the wrecks of their 
horrent empire over a world redeemed. 

All the night that succeeded her last brief con¬ 
ference with Harold, the Vala wandered through 
the wild forest land, seeking haunts or employed 
in collecting herbs, hallowed to her dubious yet 
solemn, lore; and the last stars were receding 
into the cold grey skies, when, returning home¬ 
ward, she beheld within the circle of the Druid 
temple a motionless object, stretched on the 
ground near the Teuton’s grave ; she approached, 
and perceived what seemed a corpse, it was so 
still and stiff in its repose, and the face upturned 
to the stars was so haggard and death-like ;—a 
face horrible to behold ; the evidence of extreme 
age was-written on the shrivelled livid skin and 
the deep furrows, but the expression retained 
that intense malignity which belongs to a power 
of life that extreme 2ge raiely knows. The garb, 
which was that of a remote fashion, was foul and 
ragged, and neither by the gatb, nor by the face, 
was it easy to guess what was the sex of this 
seeming corpse. But by a strange and peculiar 
odour that rose fiom the form,* and a certain 
glistening on thd face, and the leanfolded hanhs, 
Hilda knew that the creature was one of those 
witches, esteemed of all the most deadly and ab¬ 
horred, who, by the application of certain oint¬ 
ments, were supposed to possess the art of separa¬ 
ting soul from body, and, leaving the last as dead, 
to dismiss the tirst to the dismal orgies of the 
Sabbat. It waft a frequent custom it© select for 
•'the place of such trances, heathen temples and 
ancient graves. And Hilda seated hirself beside 

• See Note (N). 
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the witch to await the waking. The cock crowed 
thrice, heavy mists began to arise from the glades, 
covering the gnarled roots of the forest trees, 
when the dread face on which Hilda calmlygazed, 
showed symptoms of returning life*! a strong 
convulsion shook the vague indefinite forqi under 
its huddled garments, the eyes opened, closed,— 
opened rfgain; and what had a few moments 
before seemed a dead thing, sate up and looked 
round, « 

“Wicca,” said the Danish prophetess, with 
an accent between contempt and curiosity, “ for 
what mischief to beast or man hast thou followed 
the noiseless path of the Dreams through the 
airs of Night. ” 

The -creature gazed hard upon the questioner, 
from its bleared but fiery eyes, and replied slowly, 
“ Hail, Hilda, the Morthwyrtha ! why are thou 
not of us, why comest thou not to our revels ? 
Gay sport have we had to-night wkh Faul ami 
Zabulus;* but gayer far shall out -sport be in 
the wassail hall of Senlac, when thy grandchild 
shall come in the torchlight to the bridal bed of 
her lord. A buxom bride is Edith the Fair, and 
fair looked her face in her sleep on yester noon, 
when I sate by her side, and breathed on her 
brow, and murmured the verse that blackens the 
dream ; but fairer still shall she look in her sleep 
by her lord. Ha! ha! Ho! w'e shall be there, 
with Zabulus and Faul; we shall l?e there! ” 

“ How ! ” said Hilda, thrilled to learn that 
the secret ambition she cherished was known to 
this loathed sister in the art. “ How dost thou 
pretend to that mystery of the future, which is 
dim and clouded even to me ? Canst thou tell 
when and where the daughter of the Norse kings 
shall sleep on the breast of her lord ? ” 

A sound that partook of laughter, but was so 
unearthly in its malignant glee that it seemed 
not to come from a human lip, answered the 
Vala; and as the laugh died the witch rose, 
and said: 

“ Go and question thy dead, O Morthwyrtha ! 
Thou .deemest thyself wiser than we are; we 
wretched hags, whom the ceorl seeks when his 
herd has the murrain, or the girl when her false 
love forsakes her; we, who have no dwelling 
known to man, but are found at need in the wold 
or the cave, or the side of dull slimy streams 
where the murderess-mother hath drowned her 
babe. Askest thou, O Hilda, the rich and the 
learned, askest thou counsel and lore from the 
daughter of Faul ? ” 

“ No,” answered the Vala, haughtily, “ not to 
such as thou, do the great Nornas unfold the 
future. What knowest thou of the runes of old, 
whispered by the trunkless skull to the mighty 
Odin ? runes that control the elements, and con¬ 
jure up the Shining Shadows of the grave. Not 
with tnee will the stars confer; and thy dreams 
are foul with revelries obscene, not solemn and 
haunted with the bbdements of things to come ! 
Only I marvelled, while I beheld thee on the 
Saxon’$ grave, what joy such as thou can find in 
that life above life, which draws upward the soul 
of the true Vala.” 

* Faul was an evil spirit much dreaded by the Saaufns. 
Zabulus and Diabelua (the Devil) seem to have been the 
same. 
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“ The joy,” replied the Witch, “ the joy which 
comes from wisdom and power, higher than you 
ever wonawith your spells from the rune or the 
star. Wrath gives the venom to the slaver of 
the do’g, and death to the curse of the Witch. 
When wilt thou be as wise as the* hag thou 
despisest? When will all the clouds that beset 
thee roll away from thy ken ? WTiert thy hopes 
afe all crushed, when thy passions lie dead, when 
thy pride is abased, when thou art but a wreck, 
like the shafts of this temple, through which the 
starlight can shine. Then only, thy soul wilt 
see clearly the sense of the runes, and then, thou 
and I will meet on the verge of the Black Shore¬ 
less Sea! ” 

So, despite all her haughtiness and disdain, 
did these words startle the lofty Prophetess, that 
she remained gazing into space long after that 
fearful apparition had vanished, and up from the 
grass, which those obscene steps had profaned, 
sprang the lark carolling. 

But ere the sun had dispelled the dews on the 
forest sward, Hilda had recovered her wonted 
calm, and locked within her own secret chamber, 
prepared the scid and the runes for the invoca¬ 
tion of the dead. 


Chapter VI. 

Resolving, should the auguries consulted per¬ 
mit him to depart, to entrust Gurth with the 
charge of informing Edith, Harold parted from 
his betrothed, without hint of his suspended 
designs; and he passed the day in making all 
preparations for his absence and his journey, 
promising Gurth to give his final answer on the 
morrow.—when either himself or his brother 
should depart for Rouen. But more and more 
impressed with the arguments of Gurth, and his 
own sober reason, and somewhat perhaps in¬ 
fluenced by the forebodings of Edith (for that 
mind, once so constitutionally firm, had become 
tremulously alive to such airy influences),lie had 
almost predetermined to assent to his brother’s 
prayer, when he departed to keep his .dismal 
appointment with the Morthwyrtha. The night 
was dim, but not dark; no moon shone, but the 
stars, wan though frequent, gleamed pale, as 
from the farthest deeps of the heaven; clouds 
grey and fleecy rolled slowly across the welkin, 
veiling and disclosing, by turns, the melancholy 
orbs. 

The Morthwyrtha, in Tier dark dress, stood 
within the circle of stones. She had already 
kindled a Are at the foot of the bautastein, and 
its glare shone redly on the grey shafts ; playing 
through their forlorn gaps upon the sward. By 
her side was a vessel, seemingly of pure water, 
filled from the old Roman fountain, and its clear 
surface flashed blood-red in ,the beams. Behind 
them, in a circle round both fire and water, were 
fragments of bark, cut in a peculiar form, like 
the head of an arrow, and inscribed fkith the 
mystic letters; nine were the fragments, and on 
ewih fragment were graved the runes. In her 
r^ht hand the Morthwyrtha held her seid staff, 
her feet were bare, and her loins girt by the 
Hunnish belt inscribed with mystic letters ; from 
the belt hung a pouch or gipsire of bearskin, with 


plates of silver. Her face, as Harold entered 
the circle, had lost its usual calm—it was wild 
and troubled. 

She seemed unconscious of Harold’s present, 
and her eye, fixed and rigid, was as that of one 
in a trance. Slowly, as if, constrained by some 
power not her own, she began to move round the 
ring \yith a measured pace, and at last her voice 
broke low, hollow, and internal, into a rugged 
chaunt, which may be thus imperfectly trans¬ 
lated— 

“ By the Urdar-fount dwelling, 

Day by day from the rill. 

The Nornasbesprinkle 
* The ash Ygg-drassill.* 

The hart bites the buds, , 

And the snake gnaws the root, 

But the eagle all-seeing 
Keeps watch on the truit. 

“ These drops on thy tomb 
From the fountain I pour; 

With the rune I invoke thee, 

With flame I restore. 

Dread Father of men, 

In the land of thy grave, 

Give voice to the Vala, 

And light to the Brave.” 

As she thus chaunted, the Morthwyrtha now 
sprinkled the drops from the vessel over the bau¬ 
tastein,—now, one by one, cast the fragments of 
bark scrawled with runes on the fire. Then, 
whether or not some glutinous or other chemical 
material had been mingled in the water, a pale 
gleam broke from the grave-stone thus be¬ 
sprinkled, and the whole tomb glistened in the 
light of the leaping fii e. From this light a mist or 
thin smoke gradually rose, and took, though 
vaguely, the outline of a vast humgm form. But 
so indefinite was the outline to Harold’s eye, that 
gazing on it steadily, and stilling with strong 
effort his loud heart, he knew not whether it was 
a phantom or a vapour that he beheld. 

The Vala paused, leaning on her staff, and 
gazing in awe on the glowing stone, while the 
Earl, with his arms folded on his broad breast, 
stood hushed and motionless. The sorceress 
recommenced— 

*“ Mighty dead, I revere thee, 

Dim-shaped from the cloud, . 

With the light of thv deeds 
From the web of thy shroud ! 

. “ As Odin consulted 

* Mimic's skull hollow-eyed,+ 

Odin’s heir comes to seek 

In the Phantom a guide.” 

As the Morthwyrtha ceased, the fire crackled 
loud, and from its flame flew one of the fragments 
of bark to the feet of the sorceress:—the runic 
letters all indented with sparks. 

The sorceress uttered a loud cry, which, de¬ 
spite his courage and his natural strong sense, 
thrilled through the Earl’s heart to "is marr<H| 
and bones, so appalling was it with wrath atra 
terror ; and while she gazed aghast on the blaz¬ 
ing letters, she burst forth— 

* Ygg-drassill, the mystic Ash-tree of Life, or symbol 

of the earth, watered by the Fates.—See Note (O). • 

+ Mimir,.the most celebrated of the giants. The 
Vaner, with whom he was left as a hostage, cut off his 
head. Odin embalmed it by his seid, or magic art, 
pronounced over it mystic runes, and, ever after, con¬ 
sulted it on critical occasions. 
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“ No warrior art thou. 

And no child of the tomb; 

I know thee, and shudder 
Great Asa of Doom. 

" Thou constraint my lips, 

And thou crushest my spell; 

Bright Son of the Giant- 
Dark Father of Hell I ” • 

The whole form of the Morthwyrtha then 
became convulsed and agitated, as if with the 
tempest of frenzy ; the loam gathered to her 
lips, and her voice rang forth like a shriek— 

“ In the Iron Wood rages * 

The Weaver of Harm 
The giant Blood-drinker 

* Hag-bora Managarm.+ ( 

“A keel nears the shoal ; 

From the slime and the mud 
Crawl the newt and the adder, 

The spawn of the flood. 

“ Thou stand’st on the rock 

Where the dreamer beheld thee. 

O soul, spread thy wings; 

Ere the glamour hath spell’d thee. 

“ O, dread is the tempter, 

And strong the control; 

But conquered the tempter, 

If firm be the soul I ” 

The Vala paused;, and though it was evident 
that in her frenzy she was still unconscious of 
Harold’s presence, and seemed but to be the 
compelled and passive voice lo some Power, real 
or imaginary, beyond her own* existence, the 
proud man approached, and said— 

“Firm shall be my soul; nor of the dangers 
which beset it would I ask the dead or the living. 
If plain answers to mortal sense can come from 
these airy shadows or these mystic charms, reply, 
O interpreter of fate ; reply but to the questions 
I demand. If I go to the court of the Norman, 
shall I return unscathed ? ” 

The Vala stood rigid as a shape of stone while 
Harold thus spoke ; and her voice came so low 
and strange as if forced from her scarce-moving 
lips— 

“ Thou shalt return unscathed.” 

“ Shall the hostages of Godwin, my father, be 
released ? ” . 

“ The hostages of Godwin shall be released,” 
answered the same voice; ” the hostage of 
Harold be retained.” 

“ Wherefore hostage from me ? ” 

” In pledge of alliance with the Norman.* 

4 ‘Ha! then the Norman and Harold shall 
plight friendship and troth ? ” 

“ Yes ! ” answered the Vala ; but this time a 
visible shudder passed over her rigid form. 

* Asa-Lok or Loke—(distinct from Utgard-Lok, the 
demon of the Infernal Regions)—descended from* the 
Giants, but received among the celestial Deities; a 
treacherous and malignant Power fond of assuming 
disguises dbd plotting evil—corresponding in his attri¬ 
butes with our “ Lucifer.” One of his progeny was 
Hela, the Queen of Hell. 

+ “ A hag dwells m a wood called Janvid, the Iron 
Wood, the mother of many gigantic sons shaped like 
wolves; there is one of a race more fearful than all, 
niuned ‘ Managarm.’ He will be filled with the blood 
or men who draw near their end, and will swallow up 
the moon and stain the heavens and the earth w th 
blood.”—From the Prose Edda. In the Scandinavian 
poetry, Managarm is sometimes the symbol of war, and 
the “ Iron Wood ” a metaphor for sfears. 


“ Two questions more, and I have done. The 
Norman priests have the ear of the Roman 
Pontiff. Shall my league with William the 
Norman avail to win me my bride ? ” 

“ It will win thee the bride thou wouldst never 
have wedded but lor thy league with William the 
Norman,. Peace with thy questions, peace ! " 
continued the voice, trembling as with some fear¬ 
ful struggle ; for it is the Demon that forces my 
words, and they wither my soul to Speak them.” 

“ But one question more remains; shall I live 
to wear the crown of England ; and if so, when 
shall I be a king ? ” 

At these words the face of the Prophetess 
kindled, the fire suddenly leapt up higher and 
brighter; again, vivid sparks lighted the runes on 
the fragments of bark that were shot from the 
flame ; over these last the Morthwyrtha bowed 
her head, and then, lifting it, triumphantly burst 
once more into song. 

‘‘ When the Wolf Month,* grim and still, 

Heaps the snow-mass on the hill; 

When, through white air, sharp and bitter. 
Mocking sunbeams freeze and glitter ; 

When the ice-gems bright and barbed; 

Deck the boughs the leaves had garbed; 

Then the measure shall be meted, 

And the circle be completed. 

Cerdic’s race, the Thor-descended, 

In the Monk-king’s tomb he ended ;. 

And no Saxon brow but thine 
Wear the crown of Woden’s line. 

“ Where thou wendest, wend unfearing, 

Every step thy throne is nearing. 

Fraud may plot, and force assail theo,— 

Shall the soul thou trustest fail thee ! 

S/it fail thee, scornful hearer, 

Still the throne shines near and nearer. 

“ Guile with guile oppose, and never 
Crown and brow shall Force dissever : 

Till the dead men, unforgiving ( 

Loose the war speeds on the living; 

Till a sun whose race is ending 
Sees the rival stars contending ; 

Where the dead men unforgiving, 

Wheel the war steeds round the living. 

“ Where thou wendest, wend unfearing; 

Every step thy throne is nearing. 

Never shall thy House decay, 

Nor thy sceptre pass away, 

* While the Saxon name endureth 
In the land thy throne secureth ; 

Saxon name and throne together, 

Leaf and root, shall wax and wither 
So the measure shall be meted, 

And the circle close completed. 

“ Art thou answered, dauntless seeker ? 

Go, thy bark shall ride the breaker,. 

Every billow h^fh and higher. 

Waft thee up to thy desire; 

And a force beyond thine own. 

Drift and strand thee on the throne. 

“ When the Wo’f Month, grim and still. 

Piles the snow-mass on the hill, 

In the white air sharp and bitter 
Shall thy kingly sceptre glitter : 

When the ice-gems barb the bough 
Shall the jewels clasp thy brow; 

Winter-wind, the oak uprending; 

, With the altar-anthem blending; 

Wind shall howl, and mone shall sing, 

* ‘ Hail to Harold— Hail the King 1 ’ ” 

An exultation that seemed more than human, 
so intense it was and so solemn,—thrilled itiKhe 
voice which thus closed predictions that seemed 

* Wolf month, January, 
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signally to belie the more vague and menacing 
warnings with which the dreary incantation had 
commenced. The Morthwyrtha stood erect and 
stately, stiH gazing on the pale blue flame that 
rose from the burial stone, till slowly the flame 
waned and paled, and at last died with a sudden 
flicker, leaving the grey tomb standing forth all 
weatherworn and desolate, while a wind rose from 
the north and sighed through the roofless columns. 
TSen as the*]ight over the grave expired, Hilda 
gave a deep sigh, and fell to the groupd sense¬ 
less. 

Harold lifted his eyes towards the stars and 
murmured— 

“ If it be a sin, as the priests say, to pierce the 
dark walls which surround us here, and read the 


future in the dim world beyond, why gavest thou, 
O Heaven, the reason, never resting, save when 
it explores? Why hast thou set in the heart the 
mystic Law of Desire, ever toiling to the Higlt, 
ever grasping at the Far ? ” 

Heaven answered not the unquiet soul. The 
clouds passed to and fro in their wanderings, the 
wind still sighed through the hollow stones, the 
fire shot with vain sparks towards the distant 
stars. In the cloud and the wind and the fire 
couldst thou read no answer from Heaven, 
unquiet soul ? 

The next day, with a gallant company, the fal¬ 
con on his wrist,* the sprightly hound gambolling 
before his steed, blithe of heart and high in hope, 
j Eai4 Harold took his way to the Norman court. 


BOOK IX. 

THE BONES OF THE DEAD. 


Chapter I. 

William, Count of the Normans, sate in a fair 
chamber of his palace of Rouen ; and on the 
large table before him were ample evidences of 
the various labours, as warrior, chief, thinker, 
and statesman, which filled the capacious breadth 
of that sleepless mind. 

There, lay a plan of the new port of Cher¬ 
bourg, and beside it an open MS. of the Duke’s 
favourite book, the Commentaries of Caesar, from 
which, it is said, he borrowed some of the tactics 
of his own martial science ; marked, and dotted, 
and interlined with his large bold handwriting, 
were the utords of the great Roman. A score or 
so of long arrows, which had received some skilful 
improvement in feather or bolt, lay carelessly 
scattered over some architectural sketches of a 
new Abbey Church, and the proposed charter 
for its endowment. An open cyst, of the beau¬ 
tiful workmanship for which the English gold¬ 
smiths were then pre-eminently renowned, that 
had been among the parting gifts of Eaward, 
contained letters from the various potentates near 
and far, who sought his alliance or menaced his 
repose. 

On a perch behind him sate his favourite Nor¬ 
way falcon, unhooded, for it had been taught the 
finest polish in its dainty education—viz., “ to 
face companyundisturbed.” At a kind of easef 
at the farther end of the hall, a dwarf, misshapen 
in limbs, but of a face singularly acute and in¬ 
telligent, was employed in the outline of that 
famous action at Val des Dunes, which had been 
the scene of one of the most brilliant of William’s 
feats in arms—an outline intended to be trans¬ 
ferred to the notable “ stitchwork” of Matilda 
the Duchess. 

Upon the floor, playing with a huge boar 
hound of English breed, that seemed but ill to 
like the play, and every now and then snarled 
and showed his white teeth, was a youqg boy, 
with something of the Duke’s features, but with 
an expression more open and less sagacious; and 
something of the Duke’s'broad build of chest and 
shoulder, but without promise of the Duke’s 
stately stature, which was needed to give grace 
and dignity to a strength otherwise cumbrous 


and graceless. And indeed, since William’s 
visit to England, his athletic shape had lost 
much of its youthful symmetry, though not yet 
deformed by that corpulence which was a disease 
almost as rare in the Norman as the Spartan. 
Nevertheless, what is a defect in the gladiator is 
often but a beauty in the prince; and the Duke’s 
large proportions filled the eye with a sense both 
of regal majesty and physical power. His coun¬ 
tenance, yet more than his form, showed the 
work of time ; the short dark hair was worn into 
partial baldness at the temples by the habitual 
friction of the casque, and the constant indul¬ 
gence of wily stratagem and ambitious craft had 
deepened the wrinkles round the plotting eye 
and the firm mouth: so that it was only by an 
effort like that of an actor, that his aspect re¬ 
gained the knightly and noble frankness it had 
once worn. The accomplished prince was no 
longer, in truth, wbat the bold warrior had been, 
—he was greater in state and less in soul. And 
already, despite all his grand qualities as a ruler, 
his imperious nature had betrayed signs of what he 
(whose constitutional sternness the Norman free¬ 
men, not without effort, curbed into the limits 
of justice) might become, if wider scope were 
afforded to his fiery passions and unsparing 
will. 

Before the Duke, who was leaning his chin on 
his hand, stood Mallet de GTaville, speaking 
earnestly, and his discourse seemed both to in¬ 
terest and please his lord. 

“ Eno’! ” said William*, “ I comprehend the 
nature of the land and its men,—a land that, 
untaught by experience, and persuaded that a 
pd&ce of twenty or thirty years must last till the 
crack of doom, neglects all its defences, and has 
not one fort, save Dover, between the.coast and 
the capital,—a land which must be won or losg 
by a single battle, and men (here the Duke hesi¬ 
tated), and men," he resumed with, a sigh, 
“whom it will be so hard to conquer, that, 
pnrdex, I don’t wonder they neglect their fpt- 
tresses. Enough, Isay, of them. Let us return 
to Harold,—thou thinkest.then, that he is worthy 
of his fame ? ” 

* Bayeux tapeitry. 
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“ He is almost the only Englishman I have 
seen,” answered De Graville, “who hath re¬ 
ceived scholarly rearing and nurture; and all his 
. faculties are so evenly balanced, and all accom¬ 
panied by so composed a calm, that methinks, 
when I look at and hear him, I contemplate 
some artful castle,—the strength of which can 
never be known at the tirst glance, nor except by 
those who assail it,” 

“ Thou art mistaken, Sire de Graville,” said 
the Duke, with a shrewd and cunning twinkle of 
his luminous dark eyes. “ For thou tellest me 
that he hath no thought of my pretensions to the 
English throne,—that he inclines willingly to thy 
suggestions to come himself to mycourt for the 
hostages,—that, in a word, he is not suspiefbus.” 

“Certes, he is not suspicious,” returned 
Mallet. 

“And thinkest thou that an artful castle were 
worth much without warder or sentry,—or a 
cultivated mind strong and safe, without its 
watchman,—Suspicion?” 

“ Truly, my lord speaks well and wisely,” said 
the knight, startled; “but Harold is a man 
thoroughly English, and the English are a gens 
the least suspecting of any created thing between 
an angel and a sheep.” 

William laughed aloud. But his laygh was 
checked suddenly; for at that moment a fierce 
yell smote his ears, and looking hastily up, he 
saw his hound and his son rolling together on 
the ground, in a grapple that seemed deadly, 

William sprang to the spot ; but the boy, who 
was then under the dog, cried out, “ Laissez 
allerLaissez aller! no rescue! I will master 
my own foe;” and,so saying, with a vigorous 
effort he gained his knee, and with both hands 
griped the hound’s throat, so that the beast 
twisted in vain, to and fro, with gnashing jaws, 
and in another minute would have panted out 
its last. 

“ I may save my good hound now,” said 
William, with the gay smile of his earlier days, 
and, though not without some exertion of his 
prodigious strength, he drew the dog from his 
son’s grasp. 

“ That was ill done, father,” said Robert, 
sumamed even then the Courthosc , “to take 
part with thy son’s foe.” 

“ But my son’s foe is thy father’s property, my 
vaillant said the Duke ; “ and thou must 
answer to me for treason in provoking quarrel 
and feud with my own four-footed vavasour.” 

“It is not thy property, father; thou gavest 
the dog to me when a whelp.” 

“Fables, Monseigneur da Courthose; I lent 
it to thee but for a day, when thou hadst put out 
thine ankle bone in jumping off the ramfhre; 
and all maimed as thou wert, thou hadst still 
malice enow in thee to worry the poor beast into 
ta fever,” 

“ Gave or lent, it is the same thing, father; 
what I have once, that will I hold, as thou didst 
before me, in thy cradle.” 

»Then the great Duke, who in his own house 
was the fondest and weakest of men, was so 
doltish and doting as to take the boy in his arms 
and kiss him,—nor, with all his far-sighted 
sagacity, deemed he that in that kiss lay the 


seed of the awful curse that grew up from a- 
father’s agony, to end in a son’s misery and per¬ 
dition. 

Even Mallet de Graville frowned at the sight 
of the sire’s infirmity,—even Turold the dw;uf 
shook his head. At that moment an officer 
entered,*and announced that an English noble¬ 
man, apparently in-great haste (for his horse had 
dropped down dead as he discounted), t had 
arrived at the palace, and craved instant audience 
of the Duke. William put down the boy, gave 
the brief order for the stranger’s admission, and, 
punctilious in ceremonial, beckoning De Graville 
to follow him, passed at once into the next 
chamber, and seated himself on his chair of state. 

In a few moments one of the seneschals of the 
pa’ace ushered in a visitor, whose long moustache 
at once proclaimed him Saxon, and in'whom Dc 
Graville with surprise recognised his old_ friend, 
Godrfth. The young thegn, with a reverence 
more hasty than that to which William was ac¬ 
customed, advanced to the foot of the dais, and, 
using the Norman language, said, in a voice 
thick with emotion— 

“ From Harold the Earl, greeting to thee, 
Monseigneur. Most foul and unchristian wrong 
hath been done the Earl by llry liegeman, Guy, 
Count of Ponthieu. Sailing hither in two barks 
from England, with intent to visit thy, court, 
storm and wind drove the Earl’s vessels towards 
the mouth of the Somme :* there landing, and 
without fear, as in no hostile country, he and his 
train were seized by the Count himself, and cast 
into prison in the castle ofBelrem.f A dungeon 
fit but for malefactors, holds, while I speak, the 
first lord of England, and brother-in-law to its 
king. Nay,' hints of famine, torture, and death 
itself, have been darkly thrown out bj this most 
disloyal count, whether in earnest, or with the 
base view of heightening ransom. At length, 
wearied perhaps by the Earl’s firmness and dis¬ 
dain, this traitor of Ponthieu hath permitted me 
in t^e Earl’s behalf to bear the message of 
Harold. He came to thee as to a prince and a 
friend ; sufferest thou thy liegeman to detain him 
as a thief or a foe ? ” 

“ Noble Englishman,” replied William gravely, 
“this is a matter more out of my cognisance 
than thou seemest to think. It is true that Guy, 
Count of Ponthieu, holds fief under me, but I 
have no control over the laws of his realm. And 
by those laws, he hath right of life and death 
over all stranded aryl waifed on his coast. Much 
grieve I forthe mishap of your famous Earl, and 
what I can do, I will; but I can only treat in this 
matter with Guy as prince with prince, not as 
lord to vassal. Meanwhile I pray you to take 
rest and food; and I will seek prompt counsel 
as to the measures to adopt.” 

The Saxon’s face showed disappointment and 
dismay at this answer, so different from what lie 
had expected; and he replied with the natural 
horiesj bluntness which all his younger affection 
of Norman manners had never eradicated— 

“Food will I not touch, nor wine drink, till 
thou, Lord Count, hast decided what help, as 
noble to noble, Christian to Christian, man to 

* Roman do Rou, see part ii. 1678. 

1 Belrem, the present Boaurain, near Montreuil. 
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man, thou givest to him who has come into this 
peril solely from his trust in thee.” 

“ Alas! ” said the grand dissimulator, “ heavy 
is the responsibility with which thine ignorance 
of our land, laws, and men would charge me. If 
I take but one false step in this matter, woe in¬ 
deed to thy lord ! Guy is hot and haugjity, and 
in his droits; he is capable of sending me the 
Earl’s head in reply to loo dure a request for his 
freAlom. Mflch treasure and broad lands will it 
cost me, I fear, to ransom the Earl. But be 
cheered; half my duchy were not too high a 
price for thy lord’s safety. Go, then, and eat 
with a good heart, and drink to the Earl’s health 
with a hopeful prayer.” 

‘‘An it please you, my lord,” said De Graville, 
“ I know this gentle thegn, and will beg of you 
the grace to see to his entertainment, and sustain 
bis spirits,” 

‘‘Thou shalt, but later; so noble a guest none 
bin my chief seneschal should be the lirst to 
honour.” Then turning to the officer in waiting, 
he bade him lead the Saxon to the chamber 
tenanted by William Fitzosborne (who then 
lodged within the palace), and committed him 
to that Count’s care. 

As the Saxon sullenly withdrew, and as the 
door closed on him, William rose and strode to 
and fro the room fexultingly. 

“ I have him ! 1 have him!” he cried aloud ; 
‘‘not as free guest, but as ransomed captive. I 
have him—the Earl!—I have him ! Go, Mallet, 
my friend, now seek this sour-looking English¬ 
man ; and hark.thee! fill his ear with all the 
tales thou canst think of as to Guy’s cruelty and 
ire. Enforce all the difficulties that lie in my 
way towards the Earl’s delivery. Great make 
the dang^f of the Eail’s capture, and vast all the 
favour of release. Comprehendest thou ?” 

“I am Norman, Monseigneur ,” replied De 
Graville, with a slight smile; “and Normans 
can make a short mantle cover a large space. 
You will not be displeased with my address.” 

“Go, then—go,” said William, “and*send 
me forthwith—Lanfranc—no, hold—not Lan¬ 
franc, he is too scrupulous; Fitzosborne—no, 
too haughty. Go, first to my brother, Oclo of 
Bayeux, and pray him to seek me on the instant.” 

The knight bowed and vanished, and William 
continued to pace the room, with sparkling eyes 
.and murmuring lips. „ 


* Chapter'd. 

Not till after repeated messages, at first without 
talk of ransom, and in high tone, affected, no 
doubt, by William to spin out the negotiations, 
and augment the value of his services, did Guy 
of Ponthieu consent to release his illustrious 
captive,—the guerdon, a largje sum and un lei 
maneir* on the river Eaulne. But whether that 
guerdon were the fair ransom-fee, or the price 
for concerted snare, no man now can sa»y, and 
sharper than ours the wit that forms the more 
likely guess. These stipulations effected, Guy 
himself opened the doors of the dungeon; and 
affecting to treat the whole matter as one of law 

* Roman de Rou, see part ii. 1079. 


and right, now happily and fairly settled, was as 
courteous Ad debonnair as he had before been 
dark and menacing. 

He even himself) with a brilliant train, accom¬ 
panied Harold to the Chateau d'Eu,* whither 
William journeyed to give him the meeting; 
and laughed with a gay grace at the Kail’s short 
and scornful replies to his compliments and ex¬ 
cuses. At the gates of this chateau, not famous, 
in after times, for the good faith of its lords, 
William himself, laying aside all the pride of 
etiquette which he had established at his court, 
came to receive his visitor ; and, aiding him to 
dismount, embraced him cordially, amidst a loud 
fanfaron of fifes and trumpets. 

The floweJ*of that glorious nobility, which*a 
few generations had sufficed to rear out of the 
lawless pirates of the Baltic, had been selected 
to do honour alike to guest and host. 

There were Hugo de Montfort and Roger de 
Beaumont, famous in council as in the field, and 
already grey with fame. There was Henri, Sire 
de Ferrers, whose «ame is supposed to have 
arisen from the tfast forges that burned around 
his castle, on the anvils of which were welded 
the arms impenetrable in every field. There was 
Raoul de Tancarville, the old tutor of William, 
Hereditary Chamberlain of the Norman Counts ; 
and Geoffroi de Mandeville, and Tonstain the 
Fair, whose name still preserved, amidst the 
general corruption of appellations, the evidence 
of his Danish birth ; and Hugo de Grantmesnil, 
lately returned from exile; and Humphrey de 
Bohun, whose old castle in Carcutan may yet be 
seen ; and St. John, and Lacie, and D’Aincourt, 
of broad lands between the Maine and the Oise; 
and William de Monlfichet, and Roger, nick¬ 
named “Bigod,” and Roger de Mortemer; and 
many mote, whose fame lives in another land 
than that of Neustria! There, too, were the 
chief prelates and abbots of a church that since 
William’s accession had risen into reuute with 
Rome and with Teaming, unequalled on this 
side the Alps; their white aubes over their 
gorgeous robes; Lanfranc, and the Bishop of 
Coutance, and the Abbot of Bee; and, foremost 
of all in rank, but not in learning, Odo of Bayeux. 

So great the assemblage of Quens and pre¬ 
lates, that there was small room in the court¬ 
yard for the lesser knights and chiefs, who yet 
hustled each other, with loss of Norman dignity, 
for a sight of the lion which guarded England. 
And still, amidst all those men of mark and 
might, Harold, simple and calm, looked as he 
had looked on his warship in the Thames, the 
man who could lead them all! 

From thos^, indeed, who were fortunate 
enqpgh to see him as he passed up by the side 
of William, as tall as the Duke, and no less 
erect—of far slighter bulk, but with a strength 
almost equal,* to a practised eye, in his com- 
pacter symmetry and more supple grace—from 1 
those who saw him thus, an admiring murmur 
rose; for no men in the world so valued and 
cultivated personal advantages as the Norman 
knighthood. • 

Conversing easily with Harold, and well watch¬ 
ing himwhile he conversed, theDulce led his guest 

* William of Poitiers, “ apud Aucense Castrum.” 
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into a private chamber in the third flror* of the 
castle, and in that chamher were wlaco and 
Wolnoth. 

“ This, I trust, is no surprise to you,” said the 
Duke, smiling; “ and now I shall but mar yofir 
commune.” So saying, he left the room, and 
Wolnoth rushed to his brother’s arms, while 
Haco, more timidly, drew near, and touched the 
Earl’s robe. 

As soon as the first joy of the meeting was 
over, the Earl said to Haco, whom he had drawn 
to his breast with an embrace as fond as that 
bestowed on Woloofh— 

“ Remembering thee a boy, I came to say to 
thee, ‘ Be my son ; ’ but seeing thee a man, I 
change the prayer—‘ Supply thy father’s place, 
and be my brother.’ And thou, Wolnoth, hast 
thou kept thy word to me ? Norman is thy 
garb, in truth ; is thy heart still English ? ” 

11 Hist! ” whispered Haco ; “ hist! We have 
a proverb, that walls have ears.” 

“ But Norman walls can hardly understand 
our broad Saxon of Kent, I trust,” said Harold, 
smiling, though with a shade on his brow. 

“ True; continue to speak Saxon,” said Haco, 
“ and we are safe.” 

“ Safe ! ” echoed Harold. 

“ Haco’s fears are childish, my brother,” said 
Wolnoth, “ and he wrongs the Duke.” 

‘‘Not the Duke, but the policy which sur¬ 
rounds him like an atmosphere,” exclaimed 
Haco. “ Oh, Harold, generous indeed wert thou 
to come hither for thy kinsfolk—generous! But 
for England’s weal, better that we had rotted 
out our lives in exile, ere ihou, hope and prop 
of England, set foot in these webs of wile.” 

“ Tut! ” said Wolnoth, impatiently : “good is 
it for England that the Norman and Saxon 
should be friends.” 

Harold, who had lived to grow as wise in men's 
hearts as his father, save when the natural trust¬ 
fulness that lay under his calm reserve lulled his 
sagacity, turned his eye steadily on the faces of 
his two kinsmen ; and he saw at the first glance 
that a deeper intellect and a graver temper than 
Woliioth’s fair face betrayed, characterised the 
dark eye and serious brow of Haco. He there¬ 
fore drew his nephew a little aside, and said to 
him,— 

“ Forewarned is forearmed. Deeniest thou 
that this fair-spoken Duke will dare aught 
against my life ? ” 

“ Life, no ; liberty, yes.” 

Harold started, and those strong passions na¬ 
tive to his breast, but asually curbed beneath his 
majestic will, heaved in his bosom and flashed*] 
in his eye. 

“ Liberty !—let him dare ! Though all Ms 
Iroops pave the way from his court to his coasts, 

I would hew my way through their,ranks.” 

. “Deemest thou that I am a coward ? ” said 
r-Iaco, simply, “ yet contrary to all law and jus¬ 
tice, and against King Edward’s well-known 
remonstrance, hath not the Count detained me 
years, yea, long years, in his land ? Kind are 

* As soon as the rude fort of the middle ages admitted 
something of magnificence and display, the state rooms 
were placed in the third story of the inner court, as 
being the most secure. 


his words, wily his deeds. Fear not force ; liar 
fraud.” 

“ I fear neither,” answered Hatold, drawing 
himself up, “nor do I repent me one moment— 
No ! nor did I repent in the dungeon of that 
felon Count, whom God grant me life to repay 
with firefind sword for his treason—that I my¬ 
self have come hither to demand my kinsmen. 
X come in the name of England, strong in her 
might, and sa‘cred in her majesty.”* f 

Before Haco could reply, the door opened, and 
Raoul de Tancarville, as Grand Chamberlain, 
entered, with all Harold’s Saxon train, and a 
goodly number of Norman squires and atten¬ 
dants, bearing jicli vestures. 

The noble bowed to the Earl with his country’s 
polished courtesy, and besought leave to lead 
him to the bath, while his own squires prepared 
his raiment # for the banquet to be held in his 
honour. So all further conference with his 
young kinsmen was then suspended. * 

The Duke, who affected a state no less regal 
than that of the Court of France, permitted no 
one, save his own family and guests, to sit at his 
own table. His great officers (those imperious 
lords) stood beside his chair; and Willaim Fitz- 
osborne, “ the Proud Spirit,” placed on the board 
with his own hand the dainty dishes for which 
the Norman cooks were renowned. And great 
men were those Norman cooks; and often for 
some “delicate,” more ravishing than wont, gold 
chain and gem, and even “ bel maneir .,” fell to 
their guerdon.* It was worth being a cook in 
those days ! 

The most seductive of men was William in his 
fair moods ; and he lavished all the witcheries at 
his control upon his guest. If possible, yet more 
gracious was Matilda the Duchess. This woman, 
eminent for mental culture, for personal beauty, 
and for a spirit and an ambition no less great than 
her lord’s, khew well how to choose such subjects 
of discourse as might most flatter an English ear. 
Her connection with Harold, through her sister's 
marriuge with Tostig, warranted a familiarity 
almost caressing, which she assumed towards the 
comejy Earl; qnd she insisted with a winning 
smile, that all the hours the Duke would leave at 
his disposal he must spend with her. 

The banquet was enlivened by the song of the 
great Taillefer himself, who selected a theme 
,«.hat artfully flattered alike the Norman and the 
Saxon ; viz., the aid given by Rolfganger to 
Athelstan, and the alliance between the English 
King and the Normafl founder. He dexterously 
introduced into the song praises of the English, 
and the value of their friendship; and the Coun¬ 
tess significantly applauded each gallant compli¬ 
ment to the laria of the famous guest. If Harold 
was pleased by such poetic courtesies, he was yet 
more surprised by the high honour in which Duke, 
baron* and prelate ^evidently held the Poet : for 
it was among the worst signs of that sordid 
spirit, honouring Only wealth, which hadbcrept 
over the original character of the Anglo-Saxon, 
that the bard or scop, with them, had sunk into 
great disrepute, and it was even forbidden to 

• A manor (but not, alas! in Normandy) was held by 
one of bis cooks, on the tenure of supplying William 
with a dish of dillegrout. 
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ecclesiastics* to admit such landless vagrants to 
their company. 

Much, indeed, there was in that court which, 
even on the first day, Harold saw to admire— 
that stately temperance, so foreign to English 
excesses, (but which, alas ! the Norman kept not 
long when removed to another soil)—that metho¬ 
dical state and noble pomp which charactei ised 
theFeudal system, linking soharmqpiously prince 
to|>eer, and f>eer to knight—the easy grace, the 
polished wit of the courtiers—the wisdom of 
Lanfranc, and the higher ecclesiastics, blending 
worldly lore with decorous, not pedantic, regard to 
their sacred calling—the enlightened loveof music, 
.letters, song, and art, which coloured the dis¬ 
course both of Duke and Duchess and the younger 
courtiers, prone to emulate high example, whether 
for ill or good—all impressed Harold with a sense 
of civilisation and true loyalty, which at once 
saddened and inspired his musing mind—sad¬ 
dened him when he thought how far behind-hand 
England was in much, with this comparatively 
petty principality—inspired him when he felt 
what one great chief can do for his native land. 

The unfavourable impressions made upon his 
thoughts by Haco’s warnings could scarcely fail 
to yield beneath the prodigal courtesies lavished 
upon him, and the frank openness with which 
William laughingly excused himself for having 
so long detained the hostages, “ in order, my 
guest, to make thee come and fetch them. And, 
by St. Valery, now thou art here, thou shalt not 
depart, till, at least, thou hast lost in gentler 
memories, the recollection of the scurvy treat¬ 
ment thou hast met from that barbarous Count. 
Kay, never.bite thy lip, Harold, my friend, leave 
to me thy revenge upon Guy. Sooner or later, 
the very lyaneir he extorted from me shall give 
excuse for sword and lance, and then, pardex, 
thou shalt come and cross steel in thine own 
quarrel. How I rejoice that I can show to the 
beau frere of my dear cousin and seigneur some 
return for all the courtesfbs the English King 
bestowed upon me ! To-morrow we will ilde to 
Rouen ; there, all knightly sports shall be held 
to grace thy coming; and by St. Michael, kpigbt- 
saint of the Norman, nought less will content me 
than to have thy great name in the list of my 
chosen chevaliers . But the night wears now, 
and thou sure must need sleep ; ” and, thus 
talking, the Duke himselfled the way to Harold’s, 
chamber, and insisted on removing the ouche 
from his robe of state. As he did so, he passed 
his hand, as if carelessly, aftng the Earl’s right 
arm. “ Ha ! ” said lie suddenly, and in his 
natural tone of voice, which was short and quick, 
“ these muscles have known practice ! Dost 
think thou couldst bend my bow !” 

“ Who could bend that of—Ulysses? ” relumed 
the Earl, fixing his deep blue eye upon the Nor¬ 
man's. William unconsciously changed colour, 
for he felt that he was at that moment more 
Ulyss# than Achilles. 


Chapter III. 

Side by side, William and Harold entered the 
fair city of Rouen, and there, a succession of the 
* The Council of Cloveshoe forbade the clergy to 
harbour poets, harpers, musicians, and buffoons. 


brilliant ^geants and knightly entertainments, 
(comprising those “rare feats of honour,” ex¬ 
panded, with the following age, into the more 
gugeous display of joust and tourney,) was 
designed to dazzle the eyes and captivate the 
fancy of the Earl. But though Harold won, 
even by the confession of the chronicles most in 
favour of the Norman, golden opinions in a court 
more ready to deride than admire the Saxon,— 
though not only the “ strength of his body,” and 
“ the boldness of his spirit,” as shown in exhi¬ 
bitions unfamiliar to Saxon warriors, but his 
“ manners,” his “ eloquence, intellect, and other 
good qualities,”* were loftily conspicuous amidst 
those knightly courtiers, that sublimer part of 
his character, which was found in its simple 
manhood and intense nationality, kept him un¬ 
moved and serene amidst all intended to exercise 
that fatal spell which Normanised most of those 
who came within the circle of Norman attrac¬ 
tion. 

Those festivities were relieved by pompous 
excursions and progresses from town 10 town, 
and fort to fort, throughout the Duchy, and, 
according to some authorities, even to a visit to 
Philip the French King at Compeigne. On the 
return to Rouen, Harold and the six thegns of 
his train were solemnly admitted into that pecu¬ 
liar band of warlike brothers which William had 
instituted, and to which, following the chronicles 
of the after century, we have given the name of 
Knights. The silver baldrick was belted on, and 
the Jance, with its pointed banderol, was placed 
in the hand, and the seven Saxon lords became 
Norman knights. 

The evening after this ceremonial, Harold was 
with the Duchess and her fair daughters—all 
children. The beauty of one of the girls drew 
from him those compliments so sweet to a 
mother’s ear. Matilda looked up from the 
broidery on which she was engaged, and beck¬ 
oned to her the child thus praised. 

“ Adeliza,” she said, placing her hand on the 
girl’s dark locks, “though we would not that 
thou shouldst learn too earlv how men’s tongues 
can gloze and flatter, yet tlfis noble guest hath 
so high a repute for truth, that thou mayest at 
least believe him sincere when he says thy face 
is fair. Think of it, and with pride, my child ; 
let it keep thee through youth proof against the 
homage of meaner men; and, peradventure, St. 
Michael and St. Valery may bestow on thee a 
mate valiant and comely as this noble lord.” 

The child blushed to her brow: but answered 
with the quickness of a spoiled infant—unless, 
perhaps, she had been previously tutored so to 
reply,—“Sweet mother, I will have no mate 
and no lord but Harold himself; and if he will 
not have Adeliza as his wife, she will die a nun.” 

“Froward child, it is not for thee to woo ! ” 
said Matilda, smiling. “Thou heardest her, 
noble Harold : what is thine answer ? ” 

“ That she will grow wiser,” said the Earl, 
laughing, as he kissed the child’s forehead. 
“ Fair damsel, ere thou art ripe for the altar, 
time will have sown grey in these locks; afld 
thou wouldst smile indeed in scorn, if Harold 
then claimed thy troth.” 

* Ord. Vital. 
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“ Not so,” said Matilda, seriously; “Highborn 
damsels see youth not in years butUn fame— 
Fame, which is young for ever ! ” 

Startled by tne gravity with which Matilda 
spoke, as if to give importance to what lml 
seemed a jest, the Earl, versed in courts, lelt that 
a snare was round him; and replied in a tone 
between jest and earnest“ Happy am I to 
wear on my heart a charm, proof against all the 
beauty even of this court.” 

Matilda’s face darkened ; and William enter¬ 
ing at that time with his usual abruptness, loid 
and lady exchanged glances, not unobserved by 
Harold. 

The Duke, however, drew aside the Saxon; 
and saying gaily, “ We Normans areliot naturally 
jealous; but then, till now, we have not had 
Saxon gallants closeted with our wives; ” added 
more seriously, “Harold, I have a grace to pray 
at thy hands—come with me.” 

The Earl followed William into his chamber, 
which he found filled with chiefs, in high con¬ 
verse; and William then hastened to inform him 
that he was about to make a military expedition 
against the Bretons ; and knowing his peculiar 
acquaintance with the warfare, as with the lan¬ 
guage and manners, of their kindred Welch, he 
besought his aid in a campaignwhichhe promised 
him should be Drief. 9 

Perhaps the Earl was not, in his own mind, 
averse from returning William’s display of power 
by some evidence of his own military skill, and 
the valour of the. Saxon thegns in his train. 
There might be piudence in such exhibition, 
and, at all events, he could not with a good grace 
decline the proposal. He enchanted William 
therefore by a simple acquiescence; and the rest 
of the evening—deep into night—was spent in 
examining charts of the fort and country intended 
to be attacked. 

The conduct and courage of Harold and his 
Saxons in this expedition are recorded by the 
Norman chroniclers. The Earl’s personal exer¬ 
tions saved, at the passage of Coesnon, a detach¬ 
ment of soldiers, who would otherwise have 
perished in the quicksands; and even the warlike 
skilWof William in the brief and brilliant cam¬ 
paign, was, if not eclipsed, certainly equalled, by 
that of the Saxon chief. 

While the campaign lasted, William and 
Harold had but one table and one tent. To 
outward appearance, the familiarity between the 
two was that of brothers ; in reality, however, 
these two men, both so able—one so deep in his 
guile, the other so wi^? in his tranquil caution— 
felt that a silent war between the two for mas-1 
tery was working on, under the guise of loving 
peace. , 

Already Harold was conscious that the politic 
motives for his mission had failed him ; already 
he perceived, though he scarce knew why, that 
William the Norman was the last man to whom 
he could confide his ambition, or trust for aid. 

One day, as, during a short truce with the 
defenders of the place they were besieging, the 
Nd.-mans were diverting their leisure with martial 
games, in which Taillefer shone pre-eminent : 
while Harold and William stood without their 
tent, watching the animated field, the Duke 


abruptly exclaimed to Mallet de Graville, “Bring 
me my bow. Now, Harold, let me see if thou 
canst bend if.” 

The bow was brought, and Saxon and Norman 
gathered round the spot. 

“Fasten thy glove to yonder tree. Mallet,” 
said the,Puke, taking that mighty bow in his 
liatid, and bending its stubborn yew into the 
noose of the siring with practised ease. 

Then he drlw the arc to his ear;‘and the Wee 
itself seemed to shake at the shock, as the shaft, 
piercing the glove, lodged half way in the trunk. 

“ Such are not our weapons,” said the Earl; 
“ and ill would it become me, unpractised, so to 
peril our English honour, as to strive against the 
arm that could bend that arc and wing diat arrow. 
But, that I may show these Norman knights, 
that at least we have some weapon wherewith we 
can parry shalt and smite assailer,—bring me 
forth, Godrith, my shield and my Danish axe.” 

Taking the shield and axe which the Saxon 
brought to him, Harold then stationed himself 
before the tree. 

“Now, fair Duke,” said he, smiling, “choose 
thou thy longest shaft—bid thy ten doughtiest 
archers take their bows ; round this tree will I 
move, and let each shaft be aimed at whatever 
space in my mailless body I leave unguarded by 
my shield.” 

“No!” said William, hastily; “that weie 
murder.” 

“ It is but the common peril of war,” said 
Harold, simply ; and he walked to the tree. 

The blood mounted to William’s brow, and 
the lion’s thirst of carnage parched his throat. 

“ An he will have it so,” said he, beckoning 
to his archers; “ let not Normandy te shamed. 
Watch well, and let every shaft go home; avoid 
only the head and the heart; such ''orgulous 
vaunting is best cured by blood-letting.” 

The archers nodded, and took their post, each 
at a separate quarter; and deadly indeed seemed 
the danger of the Earl^for as he moved, though 
he kept his back guarded by the tree, some parts 
of his lorm the shield left exposed, and it would 
have been impossible, in his quick-shifting move¬ 
ments? for the archers so to aim as to wound, 
but to spare life; yet the Earl seemed to take no 
ecuhar care to avoid the peril; lifting'his bare 
ead fearlessly above the shield, and including in 
pfce gaze of his steadfast eye, calmly bright even 
at the distance, all the shafts of the archers. 

At one moment five of the arrows hissed 
through the air, and with such, wonderful quick¬ 
ness had the shield turned to each, that three 
fell to the ground blunted against it, and two 
broke on its surface. 

But William, waiting for the first discharge, 
and seeing full mark at Harold’s shoulder as the 
buckler turned, now sent forth his terrible shaft. 
The n*ble Taillefer with a poet’s true sympathy 
cried, “ Saxon, beware ! ” but the watchful 
Saxon needed not the warning. As if in disdain, 
Harold*.met not the shaft with his shield, but 
swinging high the mighty axe (which with most 
men required both aims to wield it), he advanced 
a step, and clove the rushing arrow in twain. 

Before William’s loud oath of wrath and sur¬ 
prise left his lips, the five shafts of the remaining 
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arcliers fell as vainly as their predecessors against 
the nimble shield. 

Then advancing, Harold said, cheerfully:— 
“ This is but defence, fair Duke—and little worth 
were the axe if it could not smite as well as ward. 
Wherefore, I pray you, place upon yonder broken 
stone pillar, which seems some relip* of Druid 
heathenesse, such helm and shirt of mail as thou 
dgemest most proof against swordand pertuizan, 
and judge then if our English axe can guard well 
our English land.” 

“If thy axe can cleave the helmet I wore at 
Bavent, when the Franks and their King fled 
before me,” said the Duke, grimly, “I shall hold 
Caesar in fault, not to have invented a weapon 
so dread.” 

And striding back into his pavilion, he came 
forth with the helm and shirt of mail, which was 
worn stronger and heavier by the Normans, as 
fighting usually on horseback, than by Dane and 
Saxon, who, mainly fighting on foot, could not 
have endured so cumbrous a burthen: and if 
strong and dour generally with the Norman, 
judge what solid weight that mighty Duke could 
endure! With his own hand William placed the 
mail on the ruined Druid stone, and on the mail 
the helm. 

Harold looked long and gravely at the edge of 
the axe,' it was so richly gilt and dnmasquined, 
that the sharpness of its temper could not well 
have been divined under that holiday glitter. 
But this axe had come to him from Canute the 
(heat, who himself, unlike the Danes, small and 
slight,* had supplied his deficiency of muscle by 
the finest dexterity and the most perfect weapons. 
Famous had been that axe in the delicate hand 
of Canute—how much more tremendous in the 
ample gaosp of Harold ! Swinging now m both 
hands this* weapon, with a peculiar and rapid 
whirl, which gave it an inconceivable impetus, 
the Earl let fall the crushing blow; at the first 
stroke, cut right in the centre, rolled the helm; 
at the second, through all the woven mail (cleft 
asunder, as if the slightest filagree work *of the 
goldsmith,) shore the blade, and a great fragment 
of the stone itself came tumbling on the s»d. 

The Normans stood aghast, and William’s face 
was as pale as the shattered stone. The great 
Duke felt even his matchless dissimulation fail 
him; nor, unused to'the special practice and craft 
which the axe required, could he have pretended? 
despite a physical strength superior even to 
Haiold’s, to rival blows J:hat seemed to him 
more than mortal. 

“ Lives there any other man in the wide world 
whose arm could have wrought that feat ? ” ex¬ 
claimed Bruse, the ancestor of the famous Scot. 

“Nay,” said Harold, simply, “ at least thirty 
thousand such men have I left at home ! But 
this was but the stroke of an idle vanity, and 
strength becomes tenfold in a. good cause.” 

The Duke heard, and fearful lest he should 
betray his sense of the latent meaning couched 
under his guest’s words, he hastily muttered forth 
reluctant compliment and praise; while Fitz- 
osborne, De Bohun, and other chiefs more 

*■ Canute made his inferior strength and stature bis 
excuse for not meeting Edward Ironsides in single com¬ 
bat. ' ■■ 


genuinely knightly, gave way to unrestrained 
admiration. 

Then beckoning De Graville to follow him, the 
^fulce strode off towards the tent of his brother 
of Bayeux, who though, except on extraordinary 
occasions, he did not join in positive conflict, 
usually accompanied William in his military ex¬ 
cursions, both to bless the host, and to advise 
(for his martial science was considerable) the 
council of war. 

The bishop, who, despite the sanctimony of 
the Court, and his own stern nature, was (though 
secretly and decorously) a gallant of great success 
in other fields than those of Mars,* sate alone in 
his .pavilion* inditing an epistle to a certain fair 
dame in Rouen, whom he had unwillingly left 
to follow his brother. At the entrance of Wil¬ 
liam, whose morals in such matters were pure 
and rigid, he swept the letter into the chest of 
relics which always accompanied him, and rose, 
saying indifferently— 

“A treatise on the authenticity of St.Thomas’s 
little finger! But what ails you ? you are dis¬ 
turbed!” 

“ Odo, Odo, this man baffles me—this man 
fools me; I make no ground with him. I have 
spent—heaven knows what I have spent,” said 
the Duke, sighiDg with penitent parsimony, “ in 
banquets, and ceiemoniffe, and processions ; to 
say nothing of my bel maneiroi Yonne, and the 
sum wrung from my coffers by that greedy Pon- 
thevin. AIL gone—all wasted—all melted like 
snow! and the Saxon is as Saxon as if he had 
seen neither Norman splendour, nor been re¬ 
leased from the danger by Norman treasure. 
But, by the Splendour Divine, I were fool indeed 
if I suffered him to return home. Would thou 
hadst seen the sorcerer cleave my helmet and 
mail just now, as easily as if they had been wil¬ 
low twigs. Oh, Odo, Odo, my soul is troubled, 
and St.Michael forsakes me!” 

While William ran on thus distractedly, the 
prelate lifted his eyes inquiringly to De Graville, 
who now stood within the tent, and the knight 
briefly related the recent trial ot strength. 

“ I see nought in this to chafe thee,” said Qdo ; 
“the man once thine, the stronger the vassal, the 
more powerful the lord.” 

“ But he is not mine; I have sounded him as 
far as I dare go. Matilda hath almost^openly 
offered him my fairest child as his wife. Nothing 
dazzles, nothing moves him. Thinkest thou I 
care for his strong arm ? Tut, no : I chafe at 
the proud heart that set the arm in motion; the 
^ proud meaning his word^ symbolled out,—‘ So 
will English strength guard English land from 
the Norman—so axe and shield will defy your 
mftil and your shafts.’ But let him beware!” 
growled the Duke, fiercely, “ or-” 

“May I speak,” interrupted De Graville, “and 
suggest a counsel ?” 

“ Speak out, in God’s name! ” cried the Duke. 

“Then I should say, with submission, that the 
way to tame a lion is not by gorging him, but 
daunting. Bold is the lion against open ftys; 

* Odo’s licentiousness was, at a later period, one of i 
the alleged causes of his downfall, or rather against his 
release from the prison to which he had been consigned. 
He had a son named John, Vho Distinguished himself 
under Henry I.—Ord. vital, lib. iv. 
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but a lion in the toils loses his nature. Just now, 
my lord said that Harold shall not return to his 
native land—” 

“Nor shall he, but as my sworn man!”gx- 
claimed the Duke. 

“ And if you now put him to that choice, think 
you it will favour your views ? Will he not reject 
your proffers, and with hot scorn ? ” 

“ Scorn; darest thou that word to me? ” cried 
the Duke. “Scorn! Have I no headsman whose 
axe is as sharp as Harold’s ? and the neck of a 
captive is not sheathed in my Norman mail.’’ 

“ Paidon, pardon, my liege,” said Mallet, with 
spirit; “ but to save my chief from a hasty action 
that might bring long remorse, f I speak thus 
boldly. Give the Earl at least fair warning :—a 
prison, or fealty to thee, that is the choice before 
him !—let him know it; let him see that thy dun¬ 
geons are dark, and thy walls impassable. 
Thi eaten not his life—brave men care not for 
that!—threaten thyself nought, but let others 
work upon him with fear of his freedom. I know 
well these Saxish men; I know well Harold; 
freedom is their passion, they are cowards when 
threatened with the doom of four walls.”* 

“ lconceive thee, wise son,” exclaimed Odo. 

“ Ha! ” said the duke slowly ; “ and yet it was 
to prevent such suspicions that I took care, afiee 
the first meeting, to separate him from Haco and 
Wolnoth, for they must have learned much in 
Norman gossip, ill to repeat to the Saxon.” 

“Wolnoth is almost wholly Norman,” said 
the bishop, smiling “ Wolnoth is bound par¬ 
amours , to a certain fair Norman dame; and I 
trow well, prefers her charms here to the thought 
of his return. But Haco, as thou knowest, is 
sullen and watchful.” 

“ So much the better companion for Harold 
now,” said De Graville. 

“ I am fated ever to plot and to scheme ! ” said 
the Duke, groaning, as if he had been the sim¬ 
plest of men ; “ but nathless, I love the stbut Earl, 
and I mean all for his own good,—that is, com¬ 
patibly with my rights and claims to the heritage 
of Edward my cousin.” 

“ Of course,” said the bishop. 

Chapter IV. 

The snares now spread for Harold were in 
pursuance of the policy thus resolved on. The 
camp soon afterwards broke up, and the troops 
took their way to Bayeux. William without 
greatly altering his manner towards the Earl, 
evaded markedly (or as markedly replied not to) 
Harold’s plain declarations, that his presence was 
required in England, and that he could no longer 
deter his departure; while,'under the pretence of 
being busied with affairs, he absented himself 
from the Earl’s company, or refrained from seeing 
him alone, and suffered Mallet de Graville, and 
Odo the bishop, to supply his place with Harold. 
The Earl's suspicions now became thoroughly 
aroused, and these "were fed both by the hints, 
kindly meant, of De Graville, and the less covert 
discourse of the prelate: while Mallet let drop, 

* William of Poitiers, the contemporary Norman 
chronicler, says of ^arofd, that he was a man to whom 
imprisonment was more odious than shipwreck. 


as in gossiping illustration of William’s fierce and- 
vindictive nature, many anecdotes of that cruelty 
which really stained the Norman’s character. 
Odo, more bluntly, appeared to take it for 
granted that Harold’s sojourn in the land would 
be long, 

“ Yotf will have time,” said he, one day, as 
they rode together, “ to assist me, I trust, in 
learning the language of our forefathers. Danish 
is still spoken much at Bayeux, tne sole place in 
Neustria,* where the old tongue and customs 
still linger; and it would serve my pastoral min¬ 
istry to receive your lessons; in a year or so I 
might hope so to profit by them as to discourse 
freely with the less Frankish part of my flock.” 

“ Surely Lord Bishop, you jest,” said Harold 
seriously ; “ you know well that within a week, at 
farthest, I must sail back for England with my 
young kinsmen.” 

The prelate laughed. 

“ I advise you, dear count and son, to be cau¬ 
tions how you speak so plainly to William. 3 
perceive that you have already ruffled him by such 
indiscreet remarks ; and you must have seen eno’ 
of the Duke to know that, when his ire is up, 
his answers are short but his arms are long.” 

“You most grievously wrong Duke William,” 
cried Harold, indignantly, “ to suppose, merely 
in that playful humour, for which yes Normans 
are famous, that he could lay force on his confi- 
ding guest ? ” 

“No, not a confiding guest,—a ransomed cap¬ 
tive. Surely my brother will deem that he has 
purchased of Count Guy his rights over his illus¬ 
trious prisoner. But courage! The Norman 
Court is not the Ponthevin dungeon; and your 
chains, at least, are roses.” 

The reply of wrath and defiance that rose to 
Harold’s lip, was checked by a sign from De Gra¬ 
ville, who raised his finger to his lip with a face 
expressive of caution and alarm ; and some little 
lime after, as they halted to water their horses, 
De Graville came up to him and said in a low 
voierf, and in Saxon— 

“ Beware how you spdak too frankly to Odo. 
Wha*; is said to him is said to William ^and the 
Duke, at times, so acts on the spur of the moment 
that—But let me not wrong him, or needlessly 
alarm you.” 

“ Sire De Graville,” said Harold, “ this is not 
• the first time that the Prelate of Bayeux hath 
hinted at compulsion, nor that you (no doubt 
kindly) hath wamet^, me of purpose hostile or 
fraudful. -As plain man to plain man, I ask you 
on your knightly honour, to tell me if you know- 
aught to make you believe that William the Duke 
will, under any pretext, detain me here a 
captive ? ” 

Now, though Mallet De Graville had lent him¬ 
self to the service of an ignoble craft, he justified 
it by a better reason than complaisance to his 
lords; for, knowing William well, his hasty ire, 

• In fhe environs of Bayeux still may perhaps linger 
the sole remains of the Scandinavian Normans, apart 
from the gentry. For centuries the inhabitants of 
Bayeux and its vicinity were a class distinct from the 
Franco-Normans, or the rest of Neustria j they sub¬ 
mitted with great reluctance to the ducal authority, and 
retained thetr old heathen cry of Thor-aide, instead oi 
Lieu-aide t 
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and his relentless ambition, he was really alarmed 
for Harold’s safety. And, as the reader may have 
noted, in suggesting that policy of intimida¬ 
tion, the knight had designed to give the Earl at 
least the benefit of forewarning. bo, thus 
adjured, De Graville replied sincerely— 

“ Earl Harold, on my honour as yoift brother 
in knighthood I answer your plain question. I 
have cause to believe and to knowihat William 
will not suffer you to depart, unless fully satis¬ 
fied on certain points, which he himself will, 
doubtless, ere long make clear to you.” 

“ And if I insist on my departure, not so satis¬ 
fying him ? ” 

“ Every castle on our road hath a dungeon as 
deep as Count Guy’s ; but where another Wil¬ 
liam to deliver you from William P ” 

“ Over yon seas, a prince mightier than Wil¬ 
liam, and men as resolute, at least, as your 
Normans.” 

“ Cher etpuissant, my Lord Earl/' answered 
De Graville, “ these are brave words, but of no 
weight in the ear of a schemer so deep as the 
Duke. Think you really, that King Edward— 
pardon my bluntness—would rouse himself from 
his apathy, to do more in your behalf than he 
has done in your kinsmen’s—remonstrance and 
preach ?—Are you even sure that on the repre¬ 
sentation of a man he hath so loved as William, 
he will not be content to rid his throne of so 
formidable a subject. You speak of the English 
people; doubtless you are popular and beloved, 
but it is the habit of no people, least of all 
your own, to stir actively and in concert, without 
leaders. The Duke knows the factions of Eng¬ 
land as well»as you do. Remember how closely 
he is connected with Tostig, your ambitious 
brother. #lfave you no fear that Tostig himself, 
Earl of the most warlike part of the kingdom, 
will not only do his best to check the popular 
feeling in your favour, but foment every intrigue 
to detain you here, and leave himself the first 
noble in the land P As for other leaders, save 
Gurth (who is but your own vice earl), \fh.o is 
there, that will not rejoice at the absence of 
Harold ? You have made foes of the only family 
that approaches the power of your own—die heirs 
of Leofric and Algar.—Your strong hand re¬ 
moved from the reins of the empire, tumults and 
dissensions ere long will break forth that will dis¬ 
tract men’s minds from an absent captive, and* 
centre them on the safety of their own hearths, 
or the advancement of their own interests. You 
see that I know something of the state qf your 
native land ; but deem not my own observation, 
though not idle, sufficed to bestow that know¬ 
ledge . I learn it more from William’s discourses; 
William, who from Flandersfrom Boulogne,from 
England itself, by a thousand channels, hears 
all that passes between the cliffs of Dover and 
the marches of Scotland.” • 

Harold paused long before he replied, for his 
mind fras now thoroughly awakened to his dan¬ 
ger ; and, while recognising the wisdofti and 
intimate acquaintance of affaire with which De 
Graville spoke, he was also rapidly revolving the 
best course for himself to pursue in such ex¬ 
tremes. At length he said—- 

” J pass by your remarks on the state of Eng¬ 


land, with but one comment. You underrate 
Gurth, my brother, when you speak of him but 
as the vice earl of Harold. You underrate one, 
w|p needs but an object, to excel, in arms and 
in council, my father Godwin himself.—That 
object a brother’s wrongs would create from a 
brother’s love, and three hundred ships would 
sail up the Seine to demand your captive, manned 
by warriors as hardy as those who wrested Neu- 
stria from King Charles.” 

“ Granted,” said De Graville. “ But, William, 
who could cut off the hands and feet of his own 
subjects for an idle jest on his birth, could as 
easily put out the eyes of a captive foe. And 
of what wojfh are the ablest brain, and the 
stoutest arm, when the man is dependent on 
another for very sight! ” 

Harold involuntarily shuddered, but recovering 
himself on the instant, he replied, with a smile— 

“ Thou makest thy Duke a butcher more fell 
than his ancestor Rolfganger. But thou saidst 
he needed but to be satisfied pn certain points. 
What are they ? ” . 

“ Ahj that thou must divine, or he unfold. 
But see, William himself approaches you.” 

And here the Duke, who had been till then 
in the rear, spurred up with courteous excuses to 
darold for his long defection from his side ; and, 
as they resumed their way, talked with all his 
former frankness and gaiety. 

“ By the way, dear brother in arms,” said he, 
“ I have provided thee this evening with com¬ 
rades more welcome, I fear, than myself—Haco 
and Wolnoth. That last is a youth whom I love 
dearly: the first is unsocial eno’, and methinks 
would make a better hermit than soldier. But, 
by St. Valery, I forgot to tell thee that an envoy 
fiom Flanders to-day, amongst other news, 
brought me some that may interest thee. There 
is a strong commotion 'in thy brother Tostig’s 
Northumbrian earldom, and the rumour runs 
that his' fierce vassals will drive him forth and 
select some other lord : talk was of the sons of 
Algar—so I think ye called the stout dead Earl. 
This looks grave, for my dear cousin Edward’s 
health is failing fast. May the saints spare him 
long from their rest! ’’ 

“ These are indeed ill tidings,” said the Earl; 
“and 1 trust that they suffice to plead at once 
my excuse for urging my immediate departure. 
Grateful I am for thy most gracious host ship, and 
thy j u&lgin d generous intercession with thy liege- 
wm«*JpHarold dwelt emphatically on the last 
word),™for my release from a capture disgraceful 
to all Christendom. The ransom so nobly paid 
for me I will not insult thee, dear my lord, by 
affecting to repay ; but such gifts as our cheap- 
mao hold most rare, perchance thy lady and thy 
fair children will deign to receive at my hands. 
Of these hereafter. Now may I ask but a vessel 
from thy nearest port.” 

“ We will tdlk of this, dear guest and brother 
knight, on some later occasion. Lo, yon castle 
—ye have no such in England. See its vawmures 
and fosses! ” 

“ A noble pile,” answered Harold. “But 
pardon me that I press for—” 

“ Ye have no such strongholds, I say, in Eng¬ 
land ? ” interrupted the Duke petulantly. 
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“Nay,'’ replied the Englishman, “we have 
two strongholds far larger than that—Salisbury 
Plain and Newmarket Heath!*—strongholds 
that.will contain fifty thousand men who need 
no walls but their shields. Count William, 
England’s ramparts are her men, and her 
strongest castles are her widest plains.” 

“ Ah ! ” said the Duke, biting his lip, “ ah, so 
be it—but to return:—in that castle, mark it 
well, the Dukes of Normandy hold their prisoners 
of state; ’’ and then he added with a laugh: 
“but we hold you, noble captive, in a prison 
more strong—our love and our heart.” 

As he spoke, he turned his eye full upon 
Harold, and the -gaze of the twc* encountered : 
that of the Duke was brilliant, but stem and 
sinister; that of Harold, steadfast and reproach¬ 
ful. As if by a spell, the eye of each rested 
long on that of the other—as the eyes of two 
lords of the forest, ere the rush and the spring. 

William was the first to withdraw his gaze, 
and as he did so, his lip quivered and his brow 
knit. • Then waving his hand for some of the 
lords behind to join him and the Earl, he spurred 
his steed, and all further private conversation 
was suspended. The train pulled not bridle 
before they reached a monastery, at which they 
rested for the night. * 


Chapter V. 

On entering the chamber set apart for him in 
the convent, Harold found Haco and Wolnotl. 
already awaiting him; and a wound he had re¬ 
ceived in the last skirmish against the Bretons, 
having broken out afresh on the road, allowed 
him an excuse to spend the rest of the evening 
alone with his kinsmen. 

On conversing with them—now at length, and 
unrestrainedly—Harold saw everything to in¬ 
crease his alarm; for even Wolnoth, when 
closely pressed, could not but give evidence of 
the unscrupulous astuteness with which, despite 
all the boasted honour of chivalry, the Duke’s 
character was stained. For, indeed in his ex¬ 
cuse, it must be said, that trom the age of eight, 
exposed to the snares of his own kinsmen, and 
more often saved by craft than by strength, 
William had been taught betimes to justify dis- 
simiftation, and confound wisdom with guile., 
Harold now bitterly recalled the paryjb? words 
of Edward, and recognised their justifflHsjhough 
as yet he did not see all that they pwtended. 
Fevered and disquieted yet more by the news 
from England, and conscious that not only the 
power of his house and the foundations of his 
aspiring hopes, but the very weal and safety-of 
the land, were daily imperilled by his continued 
absence, a vague and unspeakable terror for the 
first time in his life preyed on his bold heart—a 
terror like that of superstition, for, like super¬ 
stition, it was of the Unknown ; there was every¬ 
thing to shun, yet no substance to grapple with, 
He who could nave smiled at the brief pangs of 
death, shrunk from the thought of the perpetual. 

* Similar wa* thp answer of Goodyn the Bishop of 
Winchester, ambassador from, Henry VJII. to th<i 
French king.. To this day the English entertain the 
same notion of form as Harold and GoodyT, 


prison; he, whose spirit rose elastic to every 
storm of life, and exulted in the air of action, 
stood appalled at the fear of blindness ; blind¬ 
ness in the midst of a career so grand blind, 
ness in the midst of his pathway to a< throne; 
blindness, that curse which palsies the strong 
and entlaves the free, and leaves the whole man 
defenceless ; defenceless in an Age of Iron, 

What, too, were those mysteqous points on 
which he was to satisfy the Duke ? He sounded 
his young kinsmen; but Wolnoth evidently 
knew nothing ; Haco’s eye showed intelligence, 
but by his looks and gestures he seemed to sig. 
nify that what he knew he would only disclose 
to Harold. Fatigued, not more with his emo- 
tions than with that exertion to conceal them so 
peculiar to the English character (proud virtue 
of manhood so little appreciated, and so rarely 
understood !) he at length kissed Wolnoth, and 
dismissed him, yawning, to his rest. Haco, 
lingering, closed the door, and looked long and 
mournfully at the Earl. 

“ Noble kinsman,” said the young son of 
Sweyn, “ I foresaw from the first, that, as our 
fate will be thine only round thee will be wall 
and fosse; unless, indeed, thou wilt lav aside 
thine own nature;—it will give thee no armour 
here—and assume that which ” 

“ Ho ! ” interrupted the Earl, shaking with 
repressed passioD, “ I see already all the foul 
fraud and treason to guest and noble that sur¬ 
round me ! But if the Duke dare such shame, 
he shall do so in the eyes of day. I will hail 
the first boat I see on his river, or liis sea coast; 
and woe to those who lay hand on this arm to 
detain me ! ” « r 

Haco lifted his ominous eyes- to Harold’s; 
and there was something in their ca’<d and un- 
impassioned expression which seemed to repel 
all enthusiasm, and to deaden all courage. 

“ Harold,” said he, “ if but for one such mo¬ 
ment thou obeyest the impulse of thy manly 
prieje, or thy just resentment, thou art lost for 
ever; one* show of violence, one word of af¬ 
front, apd thou givest the Duke the excuse he 
thirsts for. Escape ! It is impossible. , For the 
last five years, I have pondered night and day 
the means of flight; for I deem that my host- 
ageship, by right, is long since over; and no 
means have I ■ seen or found. Spies dog my 
every step, as spies, no doubt, dog thine.” 

“ Ha! it is true,” said Harold ; “ never once 
have I wandered tjiree paces from the camp or 
the tipop, but, under some pretext, I have been 
followed by knight' or courtier. God and our 
Lady help me, if but for England’s sake ! But 
what counsellest thou-? Boy, teach me; thou 
hast been reared in this air of wile—to me it is 
strange, and I am as a wild beast encompassed 
by a circle of fire.” 

“Then,” answered Haco, “meet craft by 
craft, smile by smile. Feel that thou art under 
compulsion, and act,—as the Church itself par¬ 
dons men for acting, so compelled.” 

Harold started, and the blush spreid red over 
his cheeks. 

Haco continued. 

“ Once in prison, and thou art lost evermore 
to the sight of men. William would not then 
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dare to release thee—unless, indeed, he first ren¬ 
dered thee powerless to avenge. Though I will 
not malign him, and say that he himself is capable 
of secret murder, yet he has ever those about him 
who are. He drops in his wrath some hasty word; 
it is seized by ready and ruthless tools. The 
great Count of Bretagne was in his way ; Wil¬ 
liam feared him as he feais thee ; and ip nis own 
court, and amongst his own men, the great Count 
of Bretagne died by poison. For* thy doom, 
open or secret, William, however, could find 
ample excuse.” 

“ How, boy ? What charge can the Norman 
bring against a free Englishman ? ” 

“ His kinsman Alfred,” answered Haco, “was 
blinded, tortured, and murdered. And in the 
court of Rouen, they say these deeds were done 
by Godwin, thy father. The Normans who es¬ 
corted Alfred were decimated, in cold blood ; 
again they say Godwin thy father slaughtered 
them.” 

“ It is hell’s own lie ! ” cried Harold, “ and so 
I have proved already to the Duke.” 

“Proved? No! The lamb does not prove 
the cause which is prejudged by the wolf. Often, 
and often have I heard the Normans speak of 
those deeds, and cry that vengeance yet shall 
await them It is but to renew the old accusation, 
to say Godwin’s sudden death was God’s proof 
of his crime, and even Edward himself would for¬ 
give the Duke lor thy bloody death. But grant 
the best; grant that the more lenient doom 
were but the prison ; grant that Edward and the 
English invaded Normandy to enforce thy free¬ 
dom ; knowest thou what William haih ere now 
done with hostages ? He hath put them in the 
van of his anfiy, and seared out their eyes in the 
sight of both hosts. Deemest thou he would be 
more gentlfe to us and to thee ? Such are thy 
dangers. Be bold and frank,—and thou canst 
not escape them ; be wary and wise, promise and 
feign,—and they are baffled : cover thy lion heart 
with the fox’s hide until thou art free from the 
toils.’’ , 

“ Leave me, leave me,” said Harolfl, hastily. 
“Yet, hold. Thou didst seem to understand me 
when I hinted of—in a word, what is the oftject 
William^vould gain from me ? ” 

Haco looked round ; again went to the door 
—again opened and closed it—approached, and 
whispered, “ The crown of England ! ” 

The Earl bounded as if shot to the heart; then, 
again he cried, “ Leave me. I must be alone— 
alone now. Go ! go ! ” • 


Chapter VI. 

Only in solitude could that strong man give 
way to his emotions; and at first they rushed - 
forth so confused and stormy, so hurtling one the 
other, that hours elapsed before he could serenely 
face the terrible crisis of his position. 

The great historian ofltaly has said, that when¬ 
ever the simple and truthful German came amongst 
the plotting and. artful Italians, and experienced 
their duplicity and craft, he straightway became 
more false ana subtle than theltalians themselves; 
to his own countrymen, indeed, he continued to 
retain his characteristic sincerity and good faith; 


but, once duped And tricked by the Southern 
schemers, as if with a fierce scorn, he rejected 
troth with the truthless ; he exulted in mastering 
them in their own wily statesmanship; and if 
reproached for insincerity, retorted, with naive 
wonder, “ Yeltalians, and complainofinsincerity! 
How otherwise can one' deal with you—how be 
safe amongst you ? ” 

Somewhat of this revolution of all the natural 
elements of his character took place in HarrJfd’s' 
mind that stoi-my and solitary night. In the 
transport of his indignation, he resolved not 
doltishly to be thus outwitted to his ruin. The 
perfidious host had deprived himself of that 
privilege of Truth,—the large and heavenly secu¬ 
rity of man 4t was but a struggle of wit against 
wit, snare against snare. The state and law of 
warfare had started up in the lap of fraudful 
peace; and ambush must be met by ambush,, 
plot by plot. 

Such was the nature of the self excuses by which 
the Saxon defended his resolves, and they ap¬ 
peared to him more sanctioned by the stake which 
depended on success—a stake which his undying 
patriotism allowed to be far more vast than his 
individual ambition. Nothing was more clear 
than that if he were detained in a Norman prison,, 
at the time of King Edward’s death, the sole 
obstacle to William’s design on the English: 
throne would be removed. In the interim, the 
Duke’s intrigues would again surround the in¬ 
firm King with Norman influences; .and in the 
absence both of any legitimate heir to the throne 
capable of commanding the trust of the people, 
and of his own preponderating ascendancy both, 
in the Witan and the armed militia of the nation, 
what could arrest the designs of the grasping 
Duke ? Thus his own liberty was indissolubly 
’ connected with that of his country ;—and for 
that great end, the safety of England, all means 
grew holy. 

When the next morning he joined the caval¬ 
cade, it was only by his extreme paleness that 
the struggle and agony of the past night could 
be traced, and he answered with correspondent 
cheerfulness William’s cordial greetings. 

As they rode together—still accompanied by 
several knights, and the discourse was thus gene¬ 
ral, the features of the country suggested the 
theme of the talk. For, now in the heart of 
Normandy, but in rural districts remote fro® the 
’great towns, nothing could be more waste and 
neglected than the lace of the land. Miserable 
and sordid to the last degree were the huts of the 
serfs; and when these last # met them on their 
way, half naked and hunger-worn, there was ar 
‘wild gleam of hate and discontent irt their eyes, 
as they louted low to the Ncrman riders, and 
henrcl the bitter and scornful taunts with which 
they were addressed; for the Norman and the 
Frank had more than indifference for the pea¬ 
sants of their land ; they literally both despised 
and abhorred them, as of different race from the 
conquerors. TheNorman settlement especially 
was so recent in the land, that none of that 
amalgamation between class and class which 
centuries had created in England, existed there ; 
though in England the theowe was wholly a slave, 
and the ceorbin a political servitude to his lord. 
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yet public opinion, more mild than law, pre¬ 
served the thraldom from wanton aggravation; 
and slavery was felt to be wrong and unchristian. 
The Saxon Church—not the less perhaps, for its 
very ignorance—sympathised more with the sub¬ 
ject population, and was more associated with it, 
than the comparatively learned and haughty 
ecclesiastics of the continent, who held aloof from 
the ^unpolished vulgar. The Saxon Church in¬ 
variably set the example of freeing the theowe 
and emancipating the ceorl, and taught that such 
acts were to the salvation of the soul. The rude 
and homely manner in which the greater part of 
the Saxon thegns lived—dependent solely for 
their subsistence on their herds and agricultural 
produce, and therefore on the labour of their 
peasants—not only made the distinctions of rank 
less harsh and visible, but rendered it the interest 
of the lords to feed and clothe well their depen¬ 
dents. All our records of the customs of the 
Saxons prove the ample sustenance given to the 
poor, and a general care for their lives and rights, 
which, compared with the Frank laws, may be 
called enlightened and humane. And above all, 
the lowest serf ever had the great hope both of 
freedom and of promotion; but the beast of the 
field was holier in the eyes of the Norman, than 
the wretched villein.* We have likened the- 
Norman to the Spartan, and, most of all, he 
was like him in his scorn of the helot. 

Thus embruted and degraded, deriving little 
from religion - itself, except its terrors, the general 
habits of the peasants on the continent of France 
were against the very basis of Christianity— 
marriage. They lived together for the most part 
without that tie, and hence the common name, 
with which they were called by their masters, lay 
and clerical, was the coarsest word contempt 
can apply to the sons of'Women. 

“ The hounds glare at us,” said Odo, as a 
drove of these miserable serfs passed along. 
“ They need ever the lash to teach them to know 
the master. Are they thus mutinous and surly 
in England, Lord Harold ? ” 

“ No : but there our meanest theowes are not 
seen so clad, nor housed iu such hovels," said 
the Earl. 

“ And is it really true that a villein with you 
can rise to be a noble ? ” 

“ Of at least yearly occurrence. Perhaps the 
forefathers of one-fourth of our Anglo-Saxon 

* See Mr. Wright's very interesting article on the 
“Condition of the English Peasantry,” &c.. Archseo- 
logia, vol. xxx. pp. *05—244. I must, however, observe, 
that one very important fact seems to have been gene¬ 
rally overlooked by all inquirers, or, at least, not suffi¬ 
ciently enforced, viz., that it was the Norman’s con¬ 
tempt for the general -mass of the subject population 
which more, perhaps, than any other cause, broke up 
positive slavery in England. Thus the Norman vfey 
soon lost sight of that distinction the Anglo-Saxons had 
made between the agricultural ceorl and the theowe; 
*>., between the serf of the soil and the personal slave. 
Hence these classes became fnsed in each other, and 
were gradually emancipated by the same circum¬ 
stances. This, be it remarked, could, never have taken 
place under the Anglo-Saxon laws, which kept con¬ 
stantly feeding the class of slaves by adding to it con¬ 
victed felons and their children. The subject popula- 
tion ( liecame too necessary to the Norman barons, in 
1 their feuds with each other, or their king, to be long op¬ 
pressed; and, in thrt time of Froissart, that worthy 
chronicler ascribes the insolence, or high spirit of le 
nun* peuple to their grand aiu et abort dance de buna. 


thegns held the plough, or followed some craft- 
mechanical.” f 

Duke William politicly checked Odo’s answer, 
and said mildly,— 

“ Every land its own laws: and by them alone 
should it be governed by a virtuous and wise 
ruler. But, noble Harold, I grieve that' you 
should thu'S note the sore point in my realm. I 
grant that the condition of the pedants andfthe 
culture of the land* need reform. But'in my 
childhood, there was a fierce outbreak of rebel¬ 
lion among the villeins, needing bloody example 
to check, and the memories of wrath between 
lord and villein must sleep before we can do 
justice between them, as please St. Peter, and 
by Lanfranc’s aid, we hope to do. Meanwhile, 
one great portion of our villeinage in our 
larger towns we have much mitigated. For 
trade and commerce are the strength of rising 
states; and if our fields are barren our streets 
are prosperous.” 

Harold bowed, and rode musingly on. That 
civilisation he had so much admired bounded 
itself to the noble class, and, at farthest, to the 
circle of the Duke’s commercial policy. Beyond 
it, on the outskirts of humanity, lay the mass of 
the people. And here, no comparison in favour 
of the latter could be found between English 
and Norman civilisation. 

The towers of Bayeux rose dim in the distance, 
when William proposed a halt in a pleasant spot 
by the side of a small stream, overshadowed by 
oak and beech. A tent for himself and Harold 
was pitched in haste, and after an abstemious 
refreshment, the Duke, taking Harold’s arm, led 
him away from the train along the murgin of the 
murmuring stream. 

. They were soon in a remote, pastoml, primi¬ 
tive spot, a spot like those which the old menes- 
trels loved to describe, and in which some pious 
hermit might, pleased, have fixed his solitary 
home. 

Halting where a mossy bank jutted over the 
water* Willdam motioned to his companion to 
seat himself, and reclining at his side, abstractedly 
took the pebbles from the margin and dropped 
them into the stream. They fell to the bottom 
with a hollow sound; the' circle they made on 
the surface widened, and was lost; and the wave 
rushed and murmured on, disdainful. 

« “Harold,” said the Duke at last, “thou hast 
thought, I fear, that I have trifled with thy im¬ 
patience to return, i^ut there is on my mind a 
matter of greater moment to thee and to me, and 
it must out, before thou canst depart. On this 
very spot where we now sit, sate in early youth, 
Edward thy King, and William thy host. Soothed 
by the loneliness of the place, and the music of 
the bell from the church tower, rising pale through 
yonder glade, Edward spoke of his desire for the 
monastic life, and *f his content with his exile 
in the Norman land. Few then were the hopes 
that he should ever attain the throne of Alfred. 
I, more? martial, and ardent for him as myself, 
combated the thought of the convent, and pro¬ 
mised, that, if ever occasion meet arrived, and he 
needed the Norman help, I would, with arm and 
heart, do a chief’s best to win him his lawful 
crown. Heedest thou me, dear Harold f" 



HAROL&. 


121 


“ Ay, my host, with heart as with ear." 

“ And Edward then, pressing my hand as I 
now press thine, while answering gratefully, pro¬ 
mised, that if he did, contrary to all human fore¬ 
sight, gain his heritage, he, in case I survived 
him, would bequeath that heritage to me. Thy 
hand withdraws itself from mine.” • 

“But from surprise. Duke William, proceed.” 

‘^Now,” rqpumed William, “ when thy kins¬ 
men were sent to me as hostages for the most 
powerful House in England—the only one that 
could thwart the desire of my cousin—I natu¬ 
rally deemed this a corroboration of his promise, 
and an earnest of his continued designs ; and in 
this I was reassured by the prelate, Robert Arch¬ 
bishop of Canterbury, who knew the most secrit 
conscience of your King. Wherefore my perti¬ 
nacity in retaining those hostages ; wherefore my 
disregard to Edward's mere remonstrances, 
which, I not unnaturally conceived to be but his 
meek concessions to the urgent demands of thy¬ 
self and House. Since then, Fortune or Provi¬ 
dence hath favoured the promise of the King, 
and my just expectations founded thereon. For 
one moment, it seemed indeed, that Edward 
regretted or reconsidered the pledge of our youth. 
He sent for his kinsman, the Atheling, natural 
heir to the throne. But the poor prince died. 
The son, a mere child, if I am rightly informed, 
the laws of thy land will set aside, should Edward 
die ere the child grow a man; and, moreover, I 
am assured, that the young Edgar hath no power 
of mind or intellect to wield so weighty a sceptre 
as that of England. Your King, also, even 
since your absence, hath had severe visitings of 
sickness, and ere another year his new Abbey 
may hold his tomb.” 

Williamehere paused ; again dropped the peb¬ 
bles into the stream, and glanced furtively on 
the unrevealing face of the Earl. He resumed— 

“ Thy brother Tostig, as so nearly allied to 
my House, would, I am advised, back my 
claims; and wert thou absent from England, 
Tostig, I conceive, would be in thy pkce as* the 
head of the great party of Godwin. But to 
prove how little I care for thy brother’s aid oom- 
pared with thine, and how implicitly I count on 
thee, I* Have openly told thee what a wilier plot¬ 
ter would have concealed—viz., the danger to 
which thy brother is menaced in his own earl¬ 
dom. To the point, then, I pass at once. I 
might, as my ransomed captive, detain thee 
here, until, without thee, I h^d won my English 
throne, and I know that thou alone couldst ob¬ 
struct my jnst claims, or interfere with the 
King's will, by which that appanage will be 
left to me. Nevertheless, I unbosom myself to 
thee, and would owe my crown solely to thine 
aid. I pass on to treat with thee, dear Harold, 
not as lord with vassal, but as prince with prince. 
On my part, thou shalt hold foe me the castle of 
Dover, to yield to my fleet when the hour comes; 
thou shalt aid me in peace, and through thy 
National Witan, to succeed to Edward, by 
whose laws I will reign in all things conform¬ 
ably with the English rites, habits, and decrees. 
A stronger king t6 guard England from the 
Dane, and a more practised head to improve her 
prosperity, 1 am vain eno’ to say thou wilt not 


find in Christendom. On my part, I offer to 
thee my fairest daughter, Adeliza, to whom 
thou shalt be straightway betrothed : thine own 
young unwedded sister, Thyra, thou shalt give 
to one of my greatest barons: all the lands, 
dignities, and possessions thouholdest now, thou 
shalt still retain; and if, as I suspect, thy bro¬ 
ther Tostig cannot keep his vast principality 
north the Humber, it shall pass to thee. What¬ 
ever else thou canst demand in guarantee of my 
love and gratitude, or so to confirm thy power 
that thou shalt rule over thy countships as free 
and as powerful as the great Counts of Provence 
or Anjou reign in France over theirs, subject 
only to the n*ere form of holding in fief to the 
Suzerain, as I, stormy subject, hold Normandy 
under Philip of France,—shall be given to thee. 
In. truth, there will be two kings in England, 
though in name but one. And far from losing 
by the death of Edward, thou shalt gain by the 
subjection of every meaner rival, and the cordial 
love qf thy grateful William.—Splendour of 
God, ’ Earl, thou keepest me long for thine 
answer! ” 

“ What thou offerest,” said the Eari, fortify¬ 
ing himself with Jhe resolution of the previous 
night, and compressing his lips, livid with rage, 
“is beyond my deserts, and all that the greatest* 
chief under royalty could desire. But England 
is not Edward’s to leave, nor mine to give : its 
throne rests with the Witan.” 

“ And the Witan rests with thee,” exclaimed 
William sharply. “ I ask but for possibilities, 
man ; I ask but all thine influence on my be¬ 
half ; and if it be less than 1 deem, mine is the 
loss. What dost thou resign ? I will not pre¬ 
sume to menace thee: but thou wouldst indeed 
despise my folly, if now,, knowing my designs, 
I let thee forth—not to aid, but betray them. I 
know thou lovest England, so do I. Thou 
deemest me a foreigner; true, but the Norman 
and Dane are of precisely the same origin. 
Thou, of the race of Canute, knowest how popu¬ 
lar was the reign of that King. Why should 
William’s be less so ?, Canute had no right 
whatsoever, save that of the sword. My right 
will be kinship to Edward—Edward’s wish in 
my favour—the consent through thee of the 
Witan—the absence of all other worthy heir— 
my wife’s clear descent from Alfred, which, in 
•my children, restore the Saxon line, through its 
purest and noblest ancestry, to the throne. 
Think over all this, and then wilt thou tell me 
that I merit not this crown ?” 

Harold yet paused, and*the fiery Duke re¬ 
sumed— 

“ Are the terms I give not tempting eno’ to 
my (Sbptive—to the son of the great Godwin, 
who, no doubt falsely, but still by the popular 
voice of all Euiope, had power of life and death 
over my cousin Alfred and my Norman knights ? 
or dost thou thyself covet the English crown : 
and is it to a rival that I have opened my heart ? ” 

“ Nay,” said Harold in the crowning effort of 
his new and fatal lesson in simulation#. “ Thoy 
hast convinced me, Duke William: let it be as 
thou sayest.” 

The Duke gave way to his joy by a loud ex¬ 
clamation, and then recapitulated the articles of 
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the engagement, to which Harold simply bowed 
his head. Amicably, then the Duke embraced 
the Earl, and the two returned towards the tent. 

While the steeds were brought forth', William 
took the opportunity to draw Odo apart; and, 
after a short whispered conference, the prelate 
hastened to his barb, and spurred fast to Bayeux 
in advance of the party. All that day, and all 
that night, all the next mom till noon, couriers 
and riders went abroad, north and south, east 
and west, to all the jaare famous abbeys and 
churches in Normandy, and holy and awful was 
the spoil with which they returned for the cere- 
mony of the nextday. f 


Chapter VII. 

The stately mirth of the evening banquet seemed 
to Harold as the malign revel of some demoniac 
orgy. He thought he read in every face the 
exultation over the sale of England. Every light 
laugh in the proverbial ease of the social Nor¬ 
mans rang on his ear like the joy of a ghastly 
Sabbat. All his senses preternaturally sharp¬ 
ened to that magnetic keenness in which we less 
hear and see ih#n conceive and divine, the lowest 
murmur William breathed in the ear of Odo, 
boomed clear to his own; the slightest inter¬ 
change of glance between some dark browed 
priest, and Targe breasted warrior, flashed upon 
his vision. The irritation of his recent and ne¬ 
glected wound, combined with his mental excite¬ 
ment to quicken, yet to confuse his faculties. 
Body and soul were fevered. He floated, as it 
were, between a delirium and a dream. 

Late in the evening he was led into the cham¬ 
ber where the Duchess sat alone with Adeliza 
and her second son William—a boy who had the 
red hair and florid hues of the ancestral Dane, 
but was not without a certain bold and strange 
kind of beauty, and who, even in childhood, all 
eovered with broidery and gems, betrayed the 
passion for that extravagant and fantastic fop¬ 
pery for which William the Red King, to the 
scandal of Church and pulpit, exchanged the 
decorous pomp of his father’s generation. A 
formal presentation of Harold to the little maid 
was followed by a brief ceremony of words, 
which conveyed what to the scornful sense of the 
Earl seemed the mockery of betrothal between 
infant and bearded man. Glozing congratula¬ 
tions buzzed around him; then there was a flash 
of lights on his dizgy eyes, he found himself 
moving through a corridor between Odo and 
William. He was in his room hung with arras 
and strewed with rushes; before him in nicjges,. 
various images of the Virgin, the Archangel 
Michael, St. Stephen, St. Peter, St. John, St. 
Valery; and from the bells in tbe monastic 
edifice haid by,tolled the third watch* of the 
night—the narrow casement was out of reach, 
high in the massive wall, and the starlight was 
darkened by the great church tower. Harold 
loSged for air. Ail his earldom had he given at 
’ that moment to feel the cold blast of bis native 
skies moaning round his Saxon wolds. He 
opened his door, and looked forth. A lanthorn 
* Twelve o’clock. 


swung on high from the groined roof of the cor¬ 
ridor. By the lanthorn stood a tall sentry in 
arms, and its gleam fell red upon an iron grate 
that jealously closed the egress. The Earl closed 
the door, and sat down on his bed, covering his 
face witH his clenched hand. The veins throbbed 
in every pulse, his own touch seemed to him like 
fire. The pxophecies of Hilda on the fatal iyght 
by the bautastein, which had decided him to 
reject the prayer of Gurth, the fears of Edith, 
and the cautions of Edward, came back to him, 
dark, hannting, and over-masteringly. They 
rose between him and his sober sense, whenever 
he sought to re-collect his thoughts, now to 
madden him with the sense of Ins folly in belief, 
now to divert his mind from the perilous present 
to the triumphant future they foi etold ; and of 
all the varying ebaunts of the Vala, ever two 
lines seemed to burn into his memory, and to 
knell upon his ear as if they contained the counsel 
they ordained him to pursue : 

“ Guile by guile oppose, and never 
Crown and brow shall Force dissever 1 ” 

So there he sat, locked and rigid, not reclining, 
not disrobing, till in that posture a haggard, 
troubled, fitlul sleep came over him ; nor did he 
wake till the hour of prime,f when ringing bells 
and trampling feet, and the hum of prayer from 
the neighbouring chapel, roused him into waking 
yet more troubled, and well nigh* as dreamy. 
But now Godriih and Haco entered the room, 
and the former inquired with some surprise in 
his tone, if he had arranged with the Duke to 
depart that day; “ For,” said he, if the Duke’s 
hors-lhegn has just been with me, to say that the 
Duke himself, and a statelyretinue, ai e^o accom¬ 
pany you this evening towards Harfleur, where a 
ship will be in readiness for our transport: and 
I know that the chamberlain (a courteous and 
pleasant man) is going round to my fellow- 
thegns in your train, with gifts of hawks, and 
chains, an4 broidered palls.” 

“It is so,” said Haco, in answer to Harold’s 
brightening and appealing eye. 

“ Go then, at once, Godrith,” exclaimed the 
Earl, bounding to his feet, “ have all in Older to 
part at the first break of the trump. Never, I 
ween, did trump sound so cheerily as the blast 
that shall announce our return to England. 
Haste—haste ! ” 

As Godrith, pleased in the Earl's pleasure, 
though himself already much fascinated by the 
honours he had received and the splendour he 
had witnessed, withdrew, Haco said, “ Thou 
hast taken my coifhsel, noble kinsman ? ” 

“ Question me not, Haco ! Out of my me¬ 
mory, all that hath passed here ! ” 

“ Not vet,” said Haco, wiih that gloomy and 
intense seriousnes^of voice and aspect which was 
so at variance with his years, and which im¬ 
pressed all he said with an indescribable autho¬ 
rity. * Not yet; for even while the chamberlain 
went his round with the parting gifts, I, stand¬ 
ing in the angle of the wall in the yard, heard 
the Duke’s deep whisper to Roger Bigod, who 
has the guard of the keape, * Have the men all 
armed at noon in the passage below the council- 
* Six A.M, 
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hall, to mount at the stamp of my foot: and if then 
I give thee a prisoner—wonder not, but lodge 

him-’ The Duke paused ; and Bigod said, 

i Where, my liege ? ’ And the Duke answered 
fiercely, ‘ Where ? why where but in the Tour 
noir ? —where but in the cell in which Malvoisin 
rotted out his last hour ? ’ Not yet, tBen, let 
the memory of Norman wile pass away; let the 
lip guard the freedom still,” • 

AH the bright native soul that before Haco 
spoke had dawned gradually back on the Earl’s 
fair face, now closed itself up, as the leaves of a 
poisoned flower ; and the pupil of the eye re¬ 
ceding, left to the orb that secret and strange 
expression which had baffled all readers of the 
heart in the look of his impenetrable father. 

“ Guile by guile of pose ! ” he muttered 
vaguely; then started, clenched his hand, and 
smiled. 

In a few moments, more than the usual lev6e of 
Norman nobles thronged into the room; and what 
wij;h the wonted order of the morning, in the re¬ 
past, the church service of tierce, and a ceremonial 
visit to Matilda, who confirmed the intelligence 
that all was in preparation for his departure, and 
charged him with gifts of her own needlework to 
his sister the Queen, and various messages of gra¬ 
cious nature, the time waxed late into noon with¬ 
out his having yet seen either William or Odo. 

He was still with Matilda, when the Lords 
Fitzosbome and Raoul de Tancarville entered 
in full robes of state, and with countenances un¬ 
usually composed and grave, and prayed the Earl 
to accompany them into the Duke’s presence. 

Harold obeyed in silence, not unprepared for 
covert danger by the formality of the counts, as 
by the warnings of Haco; but, indeed, undivin¬ 
ing the solemnity of the appointed snare. On 
entering the lofty hall, he beheld William seated 
in state ; his sword of office in his hand, his ducal 
robe on his imposing form, and with that pecu¬ 
liarly erect air of the head which he assumed upon 
all ceremonial occasions.* Behind him stood 
Odo of Bayeux, in aube and pallium; some 
score of the Duke’s greatest vassals; and at a 
little distance from the throne chair was what 
seemed a table, or vast chest, covered all over 
with cloth of gold. 

Small time for wonder or self-collection did 
the Duke give the Saxon. 

“Approach, Hfirold,” said he, in the full 
tones of that voice, so singularly effective in 
command ; “ approach, an<^ without fear, as 
without regret. Before the members of this noble 
assembly—all witnesses of thy faith, and all 
guarantees of mine—I summon thee to confirm 

* A celebrated antiquary, in his treatise in the 

Arcbaeologia," on the authenticity of the Bayeux 
tapestry, very justly invites attention to the rude at¬ 
tempt of the artist to preserve individuality in his por¬ 
traits ; and especially to tbe.singularly erect bearing of 
the Duke, by which he is at once recognised wherever 
he is introduced. Less pains are taken with the portrait 
of Harold; but even in that a certain elegance of pro¬ 
portion, and length of limb, as well as height of stature, 
•«e generally preserved. 


by oath the promise thou mad’st me yesterday ; 
namely, to aid me to obtain the kingdom of Eng¬ 
land on the death of King Edward, my cousin; 
to many my daughter Adeliza; and to send thy 
sister hither, that I may wed hy, as we agreed, to 
one of my worthiest and prowest counts. ■ Ad¬ 
vance thou, Odo, my brother, and repeat to the 
noble Earl the Norman form by which he will 
take the oath.” 

Then Odo Stood forth by that mysterious re¬ 
ceptacle covered with the cloth of gold, and sa.id 
briefly, “Thou wilt swear, as far as is in thy 
power, to fulfil thy agreement with William, 
Duke of the Normans, if thou live, and God aid 
thee ; and in witness of that oath thou wilt lay 
thy hand upon the reliquaire,” pointing to a 
small box that lay on the cloth of gold. 

All this was so sudden—all flashed so rapidly 
upon the Earl, whose natural intellect, however 
great, was, as we have often seen, more delibe¬ 
rate than prompt—so thoroughly was the bold 
heart, which no siege could have sapped, taken 
by surprise and guile—so paramount through all 
the whirl and tumult of his mind, rose the 
thought of England irrevocably lost, if he who 
alone could save her was in the Norman dun¬ 
geons—so darkly did all Haco’s fears, ancl his 
own just suspicions, quell and ma'ster him, that 
mechanically, dizzily, dreamily, he laid his hand 
on the reliquaire, and repeated, with automaton 
lips— 

“ If I live, and if God aid me to it! ” 

Then all the assembly repeated solemnly— 

“ God aid him ! ” 

And suddenly, at a sign from William, Odo 
and Raoul de Tancarville raised the gold cloth, 
and the Duke’s voice bade Harold look below. 

As when man descends from the gilded se¬ 
pulchre to the loathsome charnel, so at the lift¬ 
ing of that cloth, all the dread ghastliness of 
Death was revealed. There, from abbey and 
from church, from cyst ancr from shrine, had 
been collected all the relics of human nothing¬ 
ness in which superstition adored the mementos 
of saints divine; there lay, pell mell and hud¬ 
dled, skeleton and mummy—the dry dark skin, 
the white gleaming bones of the dead, mockingly 
cased in gold, and decked with rubies; there, 
grim fingers protruded through the hideous 
chaos, and pointed towards the living man en>' 
snared; there the skull grinned scoff under the 
holy miface;—and suddenly rushed back, lumi¬ 
nous and searing, upon Harold’s memory, the 
dream long forgotten, or but dimly remembered 
in the healthful business of* life—the gibe and 
the wirble of the dead men’s bones. 

“ At that sight,” say the Norman chronicles, 
“ the*Earl shuddered and trembled.” 

“ Awful, indeed, thine oath, and natural thino 
emotion,” said this Duke; “ for in that cyst are 
all those relics which religion deems the holiest 
in our land. The dead have heard thine oath, 
and the saints even now record it in the halls of 
heaven ! Cover again the holy bones! ” 
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BOOK X. 

THE SACRIFICE ON THE ALTAR. 


Chapter I. 

The good bishop Aired, now raised to the See 
of York, who had been summoned from his ca¬ 
thedral seat by Edward, who had indeed under¬ 
gone a severe illness, -during the absence of 
Harold; and that illness had been both preceded 
and followed by mystical presentiments of the 
evil days that were to fall on England after his 
death. He had therefore sent for the best and 
the holiest prelate in his realm, to advise and 
counsel with. 

The Bishop had returned to his lodging in Lon¬ 
don (which was in a Benedictine Abbey, not far 
from the Aldgate), late one evening, from visit¬ 
ing the king at his rural palace of Havering; and 
he was seated alone in his cell, musing over an 
interview with Edward, which had evidently 
much disturbed him, when the door was abruptly 
thrown open, and pushing aside in haste the 
monk, who was about formally to announce him, 
a man so travel-stained in garb, and of a mien so 
disordered, rushed in, and Aired gazed at first as 
on a stranger, and not till the intruder spoke did 
he recognise Harold the Earl. Even then, so 
wild was the Earl’s eye, so dark his brow, and so 
livid his cheek, that it rather seemed the ghost of 
themanthanthemanhimself. Closingthe dooron 
the monk, the Earl stood a moment on the thres¬ 
hold, with a breast heaving with emotions which 
he sought in vain to master ; and, as if resigning 
the effort,he sprang forward, clasped the prelate’s 
knees, bowed his head on his lap, and sobbed 
aloud. The good bishop, who had known all 
the sons of Godwin from their infancy, and to 
whom Harold was las dear as his own child, 
folding his hands over the Earl’s head, sooth¬ 
ingly murmured a benediction. 

“ No, no,” cried the Earl, starting to his feet, 
and tossing the dishevelled hair from his eyes, 
“ Bless me not yet! Hear my tale first, and 
then say what comfort, what refuge, thy Church 
can bestow! ” 

Hurriedly then the Earl poured forth the dark 
story, already known to the reader,—the prison 
at Belrem, the detention at William’s court, the 
fears, the snares, the discourse by the river-side, 
the oath over the relics. This told, he continued, 
“ I found myself in tiie open air, and knew not, 
till thelightof the sun smote me, what might have 
passed into ray soul. I was, before, as a corpse 
which a witch raises from the dead, endows with, 
a spirit not its own—passive to her hand—life¬ 
like, not living. Then, then it was as if a demon 
had passed from my body, laughing scorn at the 
foul things it had made the clay do. O, father, 
father! is there not absolution from this oath,— 
an oath I dare not keep ? rather perjure myself 
than betray my land ! ’’ 

*The prelate’s face was as pale as Harold’s, and 
it was some moment's before he could reply. 

“ The Church can loose and unloose—such is 
its delegated authority. But speak op; what 
saidst thou at the last to William ?” 


u I knew not, remember not—aught save these 
words. ‘ Now, then, give me those for whom I 
placed myself in thy power; let me restore Haco 
to his fatherland, and Wolnoth to *his mother’s 
kiss, and wend home my way.’ And, saints in 
heaven! what was the answer of this caitiff Nor¬ 
man, with his glittering eye and venomed smile ? 
* Haco thou shalt have, for he is an orphan, and 
an uncle’s love is not so hot as to bum from a 
distance; but Wolnoth, thy mother's son, must 
stay with me as a hostage for thine own faith. 
Godwin’s hostages are released; Harold’s hos¬ 
tage I retain: it is but a form, yet these forms 
are the bonds of princes.’ • 

“ I looked at him, and his eye quailed. And 
I said, ‘That is not in the compact.’ And 
William answered, ‘ No, but it is the seal to it" 
Then 1 turned from the Duke and I called my 
brother to my side, and I said, • Over the seas 
have I come for thee. Mount thy steed and ride 
by my side, for I will not leave the land without 
thee.’ And Wolnoth answered, ‘Nay, Duke 
William tells me that he hath made treaties with 
thee, for which I am still to be the hostage ; and 
Normandy has grown my home, and I love 
William as my lord.’ Hot words followed, and 
Wolnoth, chafed, refused entreaty and command, 
and suffered me to see that his heart was not with 
England ! O, mother, mother, how shall I meet 
thine eye! So I returned with Hacg. The mo¬ 
ment I set foot on my native England, that mo¬ 
ment her form seemed to rise from the tall cliffs, 
her voice to speak in the winds ! Ail the gla¬ 
mour by which I had been bound, forsook me ; 
and I sprang, forward in scorn, above the fear of 
the dead men’s bones. Miserable overcraft of the 
snarer! Had my simple word alone bound me, 
or that wqrd been ratified after slow and deli¬ 
berate thought, by the ordinary oaths that appeal 
to Gpd, far stronger the bond upon my soul than 
the mean surprise, the covert tricks, the insult and 
the mocking iraud. But as I rode on, the oath 
pursued me—pale spectres mounted behind me 
on my steed, ghastly fingers pointed from the 
welkin; and then suddenly, O my father—I who, 
sincere in my simple faith, had, as thou knowest 
too well, never bowed submissive conscience to 
priest and Church—.fnen suddenly I felt the might 
of some power, surer guide than that haughty 
conscience which had so in the hour of need be¬ 
trayed me ! Then I recognised that supreme 
tribunal, that mediator between Heaven and man, 
to which I might come with the dire secret of my 
soul, and say, as I say now, on my bended knee, 
O father—father-r-bid me die, or absolve me 
from my oath! ” 

Then Aired rose erect, and replied, “ Did I 
need Subterfuge, O son, I would say, that William 
himself hath released thy bond, in detaining the 
hostage against the spirit of the guilty compact; 
that in the very words themselves of the oath, lies 
the release—‘ if God aid thee' God aids no child 
to parricide—and thou art England’s child ! But 
L all school casuistry is here a meanness. Plain is 
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•the law, that oaths extorted by compulsion, 
through fraud and in fear, the Church hath the 
right to loose : plainer still the law of God and 
of man, that an oath to commit crime it is a 
deadlier sin to keep than to forfeit. Wherefore, 
not absolving thee from the misdeed of avow that, 
if trusting more to God’s providence anfl less to 
man’s vain strength and dim wit, thou wouldst 
nevfr have uttered even lor England’s sake— 
leaving her to the angels;—not, I say, absolving 
thee from that sin, but pausing yet to decide 
what penance and atonement to fix to its com¬ 
mittal, I do in the name of the Power whose 
priest I am, forbid thee to fulfil the oath ; I do re¬ 
lease and absolve thee from all obligation thereto. 
Aud if in this I exceed iny authority as Romish 
priest, I do but accomplish my duties as living 
man. To these grey hairs I take the sponsorship. 
Before this holy cross, kneel, O my son, with me, 
and pray that a life of truth and'virtue may atone 
the madness of an hour.” 

, So by the crucifix knelt the warrior and the 
priest. 


* 

Chapter II. 

ALL other thought had given way to Harold’s 
impetuous yearning to throw himself upon the 
Church, to hear his doom from the purest and 
wisest of its Saxon preachers. Had the prelate 
deemed his vow irrelragable, he would have died 
the Roman’s death, rather, than live the traitor’s 
life ; and strange indeed was the revolution cre¬ 
ated in this man’s character, that he, “ so self- 
dependent,” he who had hitherto deemed himself 
bis sole judgie below of cause and action, now felt 
the whole life of his life committed to the word 
of a cloistered shaveling. All other thought had 
given way to that fiery impulse—home, mother, 
Edith, king, power, policy, ambition ! Till the 
weight was from his soul, he was as an outlaw in 
his native land. But when the next sun rose, and 
that awful burthen was lifted from his heartland 
his being—when his own calm sense,^returning, 
sanctioned the fiat of the priest,—when, though 
with deep shame and rankling remorse a* the 
memory of the vow, he yet felt exonerated, not 
from the guilt of having made, but the deadlier 
guilt of fulfilling it,—all the objects of existence 
resumed their natural interest, softened and 
chastened, but still vivid in the heart restored to 
humanity. But from that time, Harold’s stem 
philosophy and stoic ethics jvere shaken to the 
•lust; re-created, as it were, by the breath of 
religfbn, he adopted its tenets even after the 
fashion of his age. The secret of his shame, the 
error of his conscience, humbled him. Those un¬ 
lettered monks whom he had so despised, how 
had he lost the right to stand aloof from their 
control! how had his wisdom, and his strength, 
and his courage, met unguarded the hour of 
temptation! 

Yes, might the time come, when England 
could spare him from her side ! when he, like 
Sweyn the outlaw, could pass a pilgrim to the 
Holy Sepulchre, and there, as the creed of the 
age taught, win full pardon for the single lie of 
his truthful life, and regain the old peace of his 
stainless conscience! m 


There are sometimes event and season in the 
life of man the hardest and most rational, when 
he is driven perforce to faith the most implicit 
and submissive ; as the storm drives the wings 
of the petrel over a measureless sea, till it falls 
tame, andi rejoicing at refuge, on the sails of 
some lonely ship. Seasons when difficulties, 
against which reason seems stricken into palsy, 
leave him bewildered in dismay—when darkness, 
which experience cannot pierce, wraps the con¬ 
science, as sudden night wraps the traveller in the 
desert—when error entangles his feet in its inex¬ 
tricable web—when, still desirous of the right, 
he sees before him but a choice of evil; and the 
Angel of the <Past, with a flaming sword, closes 
on him the gates of the Future. Then, Faith 
flashes on him, with a light from the cloud. 
Then, he clings to Prayer as a drowning wretch 
to the plank. Then, that solemn authority which 
clothes the Priest, as the interpreter between the 
soul and the Divinity, seizes on the heart that 
trembles with terror and joy; then, that myste¬ 
rious recognition of Atonement, of sacrifice of 
purifying lustration (mystery which lies hid in the 
core of all religions), smooths the frown on the 
Past, removes the flaming sword from the Fu¬ 
ture. The Orestes escapes from the hounding 
Furies, and follows the oracle to the spot where 
the cleansing dews shall descend on the expiated 
guilt. 

He who hath never known in himself, nor 
marked in another, such strange crisis in human 
fate, cannot judge of the strength and the weak¬ 
ness it bestows. But till he can so judge, the 
spiritual part of all history is to him a blank 
scroll, a sealed volume. He cannot comprehend 
what drove the fierce Heathen, cowering and 
humbled, into the fold of the Church ; what 
peopled Egypt with eremites ; what lined the 
roads of Europe and Asia with pilgrim homi¬ 
cides ; what, in the elder world, while Jove yet 
reigned on Olympus, is codmed in the dim tradi¬ 
tions of the expiation of Apollo, the joy-god, 
descending into Hades; or why the sinner went 
blithe and light-hearted from the healing lustra¬ 
tions of Eleusis. In all these solemn riddles of 
the Jove world and the Christ’s is involved the 
imperious necessity that man hath of repentance 
and atonement: through their clouds, as a rain¬ 
bow, shines the covenant that reconciles the God 
and the man. 

Now Life with strong arms plucked the re¬ 
viving Harold to itself. Already the news of his 
return had spread through the city, and his cham¬ 
ber soon swarmed with jdyous welcomes and 
anxious friends. But the first congratulations 
over, each had tidings, that claimed his instant 
attention, tp relate. His absence had sufficed to 
loosen half the links of that ill-woven empire. 

All the North was in arms. Northumbria had 
revolted as one man, from the tyrannous cruelty 
of Tostig ; the insurgents had marched upon 
York ; Tostig had fled in dismay, none as yet 
knew whither. The sons of Algar had sallied 
forth from their Mercian fortresses, ancLwere no # w 
in the ranks of the Northumbrians, who it was 
rumoured had selected Morcar (the elder) in the 
place of Tostig. 

Amidst these disasters, the King’s health was 
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fast decaying; his mind seemed bewildered and 
distraught; dark ravings of evil portent that had 
escaped from his lip in his mystic reveries and 
visions, had spread abroad, bandied with all 
natural exaggerations, from lip to lip. The 
country was in one state of gloomy and vague 
apprehension. 

But all would go well, now Harold the great 
Earl—Harold the stout, and the wise, and the 
loved—had come back to his native land! 

In feeling himself thus necessary to England, 
—all eyes, all hopes, all heads turned to him, 
and to him alone,—Harold shook the evil memo¬ 
ries from his soul, as a lion shakes the dews from 
his mane. His intellect, that seeded to have 
burned dim and through smoke in scenes un¬ 
familiar to its exercise, rose at once equal to the 
occasion. His words reassured the most des¬ 
pondent. His orders were prompt and decisive. 
While, to and fro, went forth his bodes and his 
riders, he himself leaped on his horse, and rode 
fast to Havering. 

At length, that sweet and lovely retreat broke 
on his sight, as a bower through the bloom of a 
garden. This was Edward’s favourite abode : 
he had built it himself for his private devotions, 
allured by its woody solitudes and the gloom of 
its copious verdure. Here it was said, that once 
at night, wandering through the silent glades, 
and musing on heaven, the loud song of the 
nightingales had disturbed his devotions ; with 
vexed and impatient soul, he had prayed that the 
music might be stilled : and since then, never 
more the nightingale was heard in the shades of 
Havering ! 

Threading the woodland, melancholy yet glo¬ 
rious with the hues of autumn, Harold reached 
the low and humble gate of the timber edifice, 
all covered with creepers and young ivy; and in 
a few moments more he stood in the presence of 
. the King. 

Edward raised hi#self with pain from the 
couch on which he was reclined,* beneath a 
canopy supported by columns and surmounted 
by carved symbols of the bell towers of Jeru¬ 
salem : and his languid face brightened at the 
sight of Harold. Behind the King stood a man 
with a Danish battle-axe in his hand, the cap¬ 
tain of the royal house-carlejf yvho, on a sign 
from the King, withdrew. 

“Thou art come back, Harold,” said Edward 
then, in a feeble voice ; and the Earl drawing 
near, was grieved and shocked at the alteration 
of his face. “ Thou art come back, to aid this 
benumbed hand, from«which the earthly sceptre 
is about to fall. Hush ! for it is so, and I re¬ 
joice.” Then examining Harold’s features, yet 
pale with recent emotions, and now saddenedby 
sympathy with the King, he resumed “ Well, 
man of this world, that went forth confiding in 
thine own strength, and in the faith of men of 
the world like thee,—well, were my warnings 
prophetic, or art thou contented with thy mis¬ 
sion ? ” 

“ Alas ! ” said Harold, mournfully. “ Thy 
wis&om was greater than , mine, O King ; and 
'dread the snares laid for me and our native land, 
under pretext of a promise made by thee to 
* Sayeux tapestry. 


Count William, that he should reign in England, 
should he be your survivor.” 

Edward’s face grew troubled and embarrassed. 
“ Such promise,” he said, falteringly, “ when 1 
knew not the laws of England, nor that a realm 
could not pass like house and hyde by a man’s 
single t«tament, might well escape from my 
thoughts, never too bent upon earthly affairs. 
But I marvel not that my cousin’s mind, is tnjjre 
tenacious and mundane. And vefily in those 
vague words, and from thy visit, 1 see the Future 
dark with fate and crimson with blood.” 

■ Then Edward’s eyes grew locked and set, 
staring into space ; and even that reverie, though 
it awed him, relieved Harold of much disquiet¬ 
ude, for he rightly conjectured, that on waking 
from it Edward would press him no more as to 
those details, and dilemmas of conscience, oi 
which he felt that the arch-worshipper of relics 
was no fitting judge. 

When the King, with a heavy sigh, evinced 
return from the world of vision, he stretched 
forth to Harold his wan, transparent hand, and 
said:— 

“ Thou seest the ring on t his Winger; it comes 
to me from above, a merciful token to prepare 
my soul for death. Perchance thou mayest have 
heard that once an aged pilgrim stopped me on 
my way from God’s House, and asked for alms 
—and I, having nought else on my person to be¬ 
stow, drew from my finger a ring, and gave it to 
him, and the old man went his way, blessing 
me.” 

“I mind me well of thy gentle charity,” said 
the Earl; “ for the pilgrim bruited it abroad as 
he passed, and much talk was there of it.” 

The King smiled faintly. “Now this was 
years ago. It so chanced this year, thjt certain 
Englishers, on their way from the Holy Land, 
fell in with two pilgrims—and these last ques¬ 
tioned them much of me. And one, with face 
venerable and benign, drew forth a ring and 
said, ‘When thou readiest England, give thou 
this td the King’s own hand, and say, by this 
token, that on Twelfth-Day Eve he shall be with 
me. For what he gave to me, will I prepare re¬ 
compense without bound ; and already the saints 
deck for the new comer the halls where the worm 
never gnaws and the moth never frets.’ ‘And 
who,’ asked my subjects amazed, ‘ who shall we 
ray, speaketh thus to us ? ’ And the pilgrim 
answered, ‘ He on whose breast leaned the Son 
of God, and my name is John ! ’ * Wherewith 
the apparition vanished. This is the ring I gave 
to the pilgrim; on the fourteenth night lrom*thy 
parting, miraculously returned to me. Where¬ 
fore, Harold, my time here is brief, and I rejoice 
that thy Coming delivers me up from the cares of 
state to the preparation of my soul for thejoyous 
day.” 

Harold, suspectisg under this incredible mis¬ 
sion some wily device of the Norman, who, by 
thus warning Edward (of whose precarious health 
he was* well aware), might induce his timorous 
conscience to take steps for the completion of the 

* Rn..de Vit . Edw .—Many other chroniclers mention 
this legend, of which the stones of Westminster Abbey 
itself prated, in the statues of Edward and the Pilgrim, 
placed ejpr the arch in Dean’s Yard, 
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‘ oM promise,—Harold, we say, thus suspecting, 
in vain endeavoured to combat the King’s pre¬ 
sentiments, but Edward interrupted him, with 
displeased firmness of look and tone— 

‘ ‘ Come not thou, with thy human reasonings, 
between my soul and the messenger divine; but 
rather nerve and prepare thyself for the dire 
calamities that lie greeding in the days to come ! 
Be* thine, things temporal. All the land is in 
rebellion. Arnaf, whom thy coming dismissed, 
hath just wearied me with sad tales of bloodshed 
and ravage. Go and hear him;—go hear the 
bodes of thy brother Tostig, who wait without 
in our hall; go, take axe, and take shield, and 
(lie men of earth's war, and do justice and right; 
and on lliy relurn thou shalt see with what rap¬ 
ture sublime a Christian King can soar aloft from 
his throne! Go ! ” 

Moie moved, and more softened, than in the 
former dav he had been with Edward’s sincere, 
if fanatical piety, Harold, turning aside to con¬ 
ceal his face, said,— 

“ Would, O royal Edward, that my heart, 
amidst worldly cares, were as pure and serene as 
thine! But, at J?ast, what erring mortal may do 
to guard this realm, and face the evils thou fore¬ 
sees! in the Far—that will I do; and, perchance 
then, in my dying hour, God’s pardon and peace 
may descend on me ! ” He spoke, and went. 

The accounts he received from Anlaf (a veteran 
Anglo- Dane)^ were indeed more alarming than 
lie had yet heard. Morcar, the bold son of Al- 
gar, was already proclaimed* by the rebels, Earl 
of Northumbria; the shires of Nottingham, 
Derby, and Lincoln, had poured forth their hardy 
Dane populations on his behalf. AH Mercia was 
in arms under bis brother Edwin; and many of 
(he Cymfian chiefs had already joined the ally 
ot the butchered Gryffyth. 

Not aYnoment did the Earl lose in proclaim¬ 
ing the Herbann ; sheaves of arrows were splin¬ 
tered, and the fragments, as announcing the 
War-Fyrd, were sent from thegn to thegry and 
town to town. Fresh messengers wereWespatched 
to Gurth to* collect the whole force of his own 
earldom, and haste by quick marches to Lortdon; 
and, these preparations made, Harold returned 
to the metropolis, and with a heavy lieait sought 
his mother, as his next care. 

Githa was already prepared for his news ; for 
Jlaco had of his own accord gone to break the* 
first shock of disappointment. There was in 
this youth a noiseless sagacity that seemed ever 
provident for Harold. With his sombre, smile¬ 
less cheek, and gloom of beauty, bowed as if be¬ 
neath the weight of some invisible doom, he had 
already become linked indissolubly with the Earl’s 
fate, as its angel,—but as its angel of darkness ? 

To Harold’s intense relief, Gitba stretched 
forth her hands as he entered, and said, “ Thou 
hast tailed me, but against *thy will! Grieve 
not; I am content! ” 

“ Now our Lady be blessed, mother— 

“ I have told her,” said Haco, who was stand¬ 
ing, with arms folded, by the fire, the blaze of 
which reddened fitfully his hueless countenance 
with its raven hair; “I have told thy mother that 
Wolnotli loves his captivity, and enjqys the'cage. 
And the lady hath had comfort in my w|pis.” 


“ Not in thineouly, son of Sweyn, but in those 
of fate: for before thy coming I prayed against the 
long blind yearning ofmyheart, prayed thatWol- 
noth might not cross the sea with his kinsmen.” 

“ How ! ” exclaimed the Ea*l, astonished, 

Githa took his arm, and led him to the farther 
end of the ample chamber, as if out*of the hear¬ 
ing of Haco, who turned hisf face towards the 
fire, and gazed into the fierce blaze with musing, 
unwinking eyes. 

“Couldst thou think, Harold, that in thy 
journey, that on the errand of so great fear and 
hope, I could sit brooding in my chair, and count 
the stitches on the tremulous hangings ? No ; 
day by day have I sought the lore of Hilda, and 
at night I have watched with her by the fount, 
and the elm, and the tomb; and I know that 
thou hast gone through dire peril; the prisort, 
the war, and the snare ; and I know also, that 
his Fylgia hath saved the life of my Wolnoth: 
for had he returned to his native land, he had 
returned but to a bloody grave ! V 

“Says I-Iilda this?” said the Earl, thought¬ 
fully. 

“ So say the Vala, the nine, and the Scin- 
Iscca! and such is the doom that now darkens 
the brow of Haco ! Seest thou not that the 
hand of death is in the hush of the smilelcss lip, 
and the glance of the unjoyous eye ? ” 

“Nay, it is but the thought born to captive 
youth, and nurtured in solitary dreams. Thou 
hast seen Hilda ?—and Edith, my mother ? 
Edith is—” 

“ Well,” said Githa kindly, for she sympa¬ 
thised with that love which Godwin would have 
condemned, “ though she giieved deeply after 
thy departure, and would sit for hours gazing into 
space, and moaning. But even ere Hilda divined 
thy safe return, Edith knew it; I was beside 
her at the time; she started up, and cried— 
—‘Harold is in Engl ami ! ’—‘How?—Why 
thinkest thou so ? ’ said I. And Edfth answered, 
‘ I feel it by the touch of the earth, by the breath 
of the air.’ This is more than love, Harold. I 
knew two twins who had the same instinct of 
each other’s comings and goings, and were pre¬ 
sent each to each even when absent: Edith 1$ 
twin to thy souH Thou goest to her now, 
Harold : thou wilrfind there thy sister Thyra. 
The child hath drooped of late, and I besought 
Hilda to revive her, with herb and charm. Thou 
wilt come back, ere thou departest to aid Tostig, 
thy brother, and tell me how Hilda hath pros¬ 
pered with my ailing child ? ” 

“ I will, my mother, fit cheered !—Hilda is 
a skilful nurse. And now bless thee, that thou 
hast not reproached me that my mission failed to 
fulfil my promise. Welcome even our kins¬ 
woman's sayings, sith they comfort thee for the 
loss of thy darling! ” 

Then Harold left the room, mounted his steed, 
and rode through the town towards the bridge. 
He was compelled to ride slowly through the 
streets, for he was recognised; and cheapman 
and mechanic rushed from house and from stall 
to hail the Man of the Land and the Time. 

“All is safe now in England, for Harold is 
come back ! ” They seemed joyous as the chil¬ 
dren of the mariner, when, with wet garments, 
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he struggles to shore through the storm. And 
kind and loving were Harold’s looks and brief 
words, as he rode with vailed bonnet through 
the swarming streets. 

At length he cleared the town and the bridge; 
and the yellowing boughs of the orchards drooped 
over the road towards the Roman home, when, 
as he spurred his steed, he heard behind him 
hoofs as in pursuit, looked back, and beheld 
Haco. He drew rein,—“ What* wantest thou, 
my nephew ? ” 

“ Thee! ” answered Haco, briefly, as he gained 
his side. “ Thy companionship.” 

“ Thanks, Haco; but I pray thee to stay in 
my mother’s house, for I would fajfi ride alone.” 

“ Spurn me not from thee, Harold ! This 
England is to me the land of the stranger; in thy 
mother’s house I feel but the more the orphan. 
Henceforth I have devoted to thee my life ! 
And my life my dead and dread father hath left 
to thee, as a-doom or a blessing; wherefore 
cleave I to thy side ;—cleave we in life and in 
death to each other ! ” 

An undefined and cheerless thrill shot through 
the Earl’s heart as the youth spoke thus; and 
the remembrance that Haco’s counsel had first 
induced him to abandon his natural hardy and 
gallant manhood, meet wile by wile, and thus 
suddenly entangled him in his own meshes, had 
already mingled an inexpressible bitterness with 
his pity and affection for his brother’s son. But, 
struggling against that uneasy sentiment, as 
unjust towards one to whose counsel—however 
sinister, and now repented—he probably owed, 
at least, his safety and deliverance, he replied 
gently,— 

“ I accept thy trust and thy love, Haco ! Ride 
with me, then; but pardon a dull comrade, for 
when the soul communes with itself the lip is 
silent.” 

“True,” said Haco, “ and I am no babbler. 
Three thing* are evef silent: Thought, Destiny, 
and the Grave.” 

Each then, pursuing his own fancies, rode on 
fast, and side by side ; the long shadows of de¬ 
clining day struggling with a sky of unusual 
brightness, and thrown from the djm forest trees 
and the distant hillocks. Alternately through 
shade and through light rod Whey on; the bulls 
gazing on them from holt and glade, and the 
boom of the bittern sounding in its peculiar 
mournfulness of tone as it lose from the dank 
pools that glistened in the western sun. 

It was always by the rear of the house, where 
stood the ruined temple, so associated with the 
romance of his life, that Harold approached the 
home of the Vala ; and as now the hillock, with 
its melancholy diadem of stones, came in view, 
Haco for the first time broke the silence. 

“ Again—as in a dream ! ” he said, abruptly. 
“ Hill, ruin, grave-mound—but where the tall 
image of the mighty one ? ” 

“ Hast thou . then seen this spot before ? ” 
asked the Earl. 

‘‘Yea, a? an infant here was I led by my father 
( Sweyn; here too, from thy house yonder,, dim 
seen through the fading leaves, on the eve before 
I left this land for the Norman, here did I wander 
alone; and there, by that altar, did the great 


Vala of the North chaunt her runes for my 
future.” 

“ Alas ! thou too ! ” murmured Harold; and 
then he asked aloud, “ What said she ? ” 

* “ That thy life and mine crossed each other in 
the skein; that I should save thee from a great 
peril, aifd share with thee a greater." 

“Ah, youth,” answered Harold, bitterly, 
“ these vain prophecies of human jvit guard (the 
soul from no danger. They mislead us by 
rjjldles which our hot hearts interpret accord¬ 
ing to their own desires. Keep thou last to 
youth’s simple wisdom, and trust only to the pur 
spirit and the watchful God.” 

He suppressed a groan as he spoke, and spring¬ 
ing from his steed, which he left loose, advanced 
up the hill. When be had gained the height, 
he halted, and made sign to Haco, who had also 
dismounted, to do the same. Half way down 
the side of the slope which faced the ruined peri¬ 
style, Haco beheld a maiden, still young, and of 
beauty surpassing all that the^ourt of Normandy 
boasted of female loveliness. She was seated 
on the sward;—while a girl younger and scarcely 
indeed grown into womanhoot, reclined at her 
feet, and leaning her cheek upon her hand, seemed 
hushed in listening attention. In the face of the 
younger girl Haco recognised Thyra, the last- 
born of Githa, though he had but once seen her 
before—the day ere he left England for the Nor¬ 
man court—for the face of the girl was but little 
changed, save that the eye was nrfore mournful, 
and the cheek was paler. 

And Harold’s betrothed was singing, in the 
still autumn air, to Harold’s sister. The song 
chosen was on that subject the most popular with 
the Saxon poets, the mystic life, death and re¬ 
surrection of the fabled Phoenix, and this rhyme¬ 
less song, in its old native flow, may yet find 
some grace; in the modern ear. 

THE LAY OF THE PHCENIX * 

“ Shinetli far hence—so 
' *, Sing the wise elders— 

Far to the fire-east 
The fairest of lands. 

“ Daintily digbt is that 
Dearest of joy fields ; 

Breezes are balmy-filled 
Glide through its groves. 

“ There to the blest, ope 
i. The high doors of heaven. 

Sweetly sweep earthward 
Their wavelets of song. 

“ Frost robe^tbe sward not, 

Rusheth no hail-steel; / , 

Wind-cloud ne’er wanders, 

Ne’er falleth the rain. 

“Warding the woodholt, 

Girt with gay wonder, 

Sheen with the plumy shine, 

Phoenix abides. 

* This ancient Saxon lay, apparently of the date of 
the tenth or eleventh century, maybe found, admirably 
translated by Mr. George Stephens, in the Archseologia, 
vol. xxx., p. asp. In the text the poem is much 
abridgeU, reduced into rhythm, and in some stanzas 
wholly altered from the original. But it is, neverthe¬ 
less, greatly indebted to Mr. Stephen’s translation, from 
which several lilies are borrowed verbatim. The more 
careful reader will note the great aid given to a rhyme- 
less metre by alliteration. I am not sure that this old 
Saxon mode of verse might not be profitably restored to 
our national muse. 
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“Lord of the Lleod,* 
Whose home is the air, 
Winter* a thousand 



the haunts we have kopwn,” answered the be¬ 
trothed. “Those persons at leaat we shall 
J again, trad wherever they .are—them is 


Year-Worn and oh. ... 

Whirl Of the earth'. 

" Then the high bolt-t6p, 

Mounting, the bird soars; ■ 

There, where the winds sleep, 
fie buildetba nest 

“ Gums the meat precious, and 
Balms of the sweetest,, 

Spices'and odours, he 
Weaves in the nest. 

“ There, in that sun-arls, Id, 

Waiteth he wistful; 

Summer comes smiling, lo, 

Rays smite the pile! 

“ Burden'd with eld-years, and 
Weary with slow time, 

Slow in his odour-nest 
Burneth the bird. ■ • 

“ Up from .those ashes, then, 
springeth a rare fruit; 

Dew in tbe rare fruit 
There coiieth a worm. 

“ Weaving bliss-meshes 
Around and around it, 

Silent and blissful, the 
Worm worfceth on, 

“ Lo, from the airy web, 

Blooming and brigbtsome, 

Young and exulting, the 
Phoenix breaks forth. 

“ Round him the birds troop. 

Singing and hailing; 

Wings of all glories 
Engarland the king, 

** Hymning and hailing, 

"Through forest and sun-air, 

Hymning and hailing, 

• And speaking him * King.’ 

“ High flies the phoenix, 

Escap e from the worm-web 
He soars in the sunlight, 

Ha bathes in the dew- 

“ He visits his old haunts, 

11 The bolt and the sun-hill; 

The founts of his youth, and • 

The fields of his love. 

" The stars in the welkin, 

The blooms on the earth, 

Are glad hi his gladness, 

Are young in his youth. * 

“ While round him the birds troop, the 
Hosts of the 
Blisses of music, and 
Glories of wings; , 

“ Hymning and hailigg, 

And fifl|ttg the sun- air 
With music, and glonr, ; 

‘ And praise of the hang.” 

As the lay ceased# Thyra sand,— 

“ Ah, Edith, who would not brave the funeral 
pyre to live again like the pbcenix! ” 

“ Sweet sister mine,’’ answered Edith# “ the 
singer doth wean to image but in the phoenix 
the riring of our Lord# in whom we all live again.” 
And Thyra said, mournfully,— i 

- “But thephcenix gees once,more toe/uaunts 
of his youth—the things and places dear to him in 
his life before. Shall we do the same,O'Edith ? ,r 
f* it is the persons we love that mahehe&utiful 

’ People. 
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Harold could restrun.himself no longer- With 
one bound he wag at Edith’s side, and with one 
wild cry of joy he clasped her to hi& heart. 

“ I knew that thou wouldst come to-night— 
I knew it, Harold,” murmured the betrothed. 


* Chapter HI. 

While, full of themselves, Harold and Edith 
wandered, hand in hand, through the neigh¬ 
bouring glaftes—while into that breast which 
had forestalled, at least, in this pure and sublime 
union, the wife’s privilege to soothe and console, 
the troubled man poured out the tale of the sole 
trial from which he had passed with defeat and 
shame,—Haco drew near to Thyra, and sate 
down by her side. Each was strangely attracted 
towards the other; there was something con¬ 
genial in the gloom which they shared in com¬ 
mon ; though in the girl the sadness was soft 
and resigned, in the youth it was stem and 
solemn. They conversed in whispers, and then 
talk was strange for companions so young; for, 
whether suggested by Edith’s song, or the neigh¬ 
bourhood of the Saxon grave-stone, which 
gleamed on their eyes, grey and wan, through 
the crommell, the theme they selected was of 
death. As if fascinated, as children often are. 
by the terrors of the Dark King, they dwelt on 
those images with which the northern fancy has 
associatedthe eternal rest,—on the shroud and 
the worm and the mouldering bones—on the gib¬ 
bering ghost,' and the sorcerers spell that couldcall 
the spectre from the grave* They talked of the pain 
of the parting soul, parting while earth was yet 
fair, youth fresh, an& joy not yet ripened from 
the blossom—of the wutfuilingering look which 
the glazing eyes would give to toe latest sunlight 
it should behold on earth; and then pictured toe 
shivering and naked soul, forced qrom the re¬ 
luctant clay, wandering through cheerless apace 
to the intermediate tortures', which the Church 
taught that none were so pure as not for a while 
to undergo; and Rearing, as it wandered# toe 
knell of the muffled bells and the burst of un¬ 
availing prayer. At length Haco paused 
abruptly, and said#— * ‘ 

“ But thou, cousin, hast before thee love and 
sweet life, andthese discourses are not for thee.” 

Thyri shook her head naournfidly,— 

■ “ Not so, Haco; for when Hilda consulted the 
runes, while# last night, she mingled the herbs 
for, my pain# which rests ever not and sharp 
here,” and toe girl laid her hand on her breast, 
“I saw that her face grew dark and overcast; 
and I felt, as X looked, that my doom was set. 
And when . thou didst come so noiselessly to 
nay side, with thy sad# cold eyes, Q Haco, me- 
thought I saw toe Messenger of Death. But 
thou art Strang, Haco, and life wtU.be long for 
thee; let Us taSc of life.” < ■ - ’ ; i ■ 

Haco stooped dowm and pressedhis bp--spots, 
toe girl’s pale forehead. ' 

“Hiss me too, Thyra,” 


■ The child kissed him, and they sate silentam 

•A*.. ■' 1 ^ 'JLtiL- V>V-w .'>Me ■*. •- 


And, as stats jrose^ Harold ai^d 
joined them. Harold’s face was serene no me 
starlight, ftmthttpure soul of his betrothed had 
breath , d peafee into his own.; and. 'In Ins willing 
supersljtiphj 'he felt as if, ncntr restored to Ms 
guardjak 4hg^ the dead men's bones had re- 
reasedt 'ihltSf'uhhallowed hold. 

But 1 fehddenly Edith’s hand trembled in Ms, 
and her form shuddered.; Her eyes were fixed 
upon those of Haco. 

; ‘‘Forgive me, young kinsman, that T forgot 
thee so long,” said the Earl. “This is my 
brother’s son,; Edith ; thou hast not, that I re¬ 
member, seenfcM before.” f V 
“ Yes, yessaid Edith, falferingly. , 

“ When, and where.? ” < 

Edith’s soul answered the question, 11 In a 
^pawj»^":3% , Vr iqfryra* silent. 

Arid Haco, rising, took her by the hand, while 


the Earl turned to his sister—that aster whom 
he was pledgiid to send to the Norman court;, 
and Thyra said plaintively,— 

^ “ Take me in thiue arms, Harold, and wrap 
ita mantle round me, for the air is cold.” 

The Earl lifted the child to his breast, and 
gazed on her cheek long and wistfully; then, 
questioning her tenderly, he took her within the 
house; andEdith followed with Haco. 

“Is Hilda within ? ” asked the son of Sweyn. 

“Nay, she hath bpen in the forest since noon,” 
answered Edith, with an effort, for she could not 
recover her awe of his presence. 

“Then,” said Haco, halting at the threshold, 
“I will go across the woodland to your house, Ha¬ 
rold, and prepare yourceorls for your coming.” 

“ I shall tarry here tiUEGlda returns,” answered 
Harold, “ and it may Tap .late in ihe night ere I 
read) home ; but Sdapplf already ha th my orders. 
^ishutWU^hmturti to Xpndon, and thence we 
ipaielim llm jn®J*{^ts/’ 

, “AUshaflbe ready. Farewell, noble Edith ; 
and tEoo, Thyra my cousin, one kiss more to our 
meethigagam.” 

The child loudly held, out her arms to him, and 
as she kissed bis cheek, whispered,— 

“ In the grave, Haco ! ” - 

The young man drew his mantle around him, 
and moved away., .Brit he aid not mount his 
steed, which stiH grazed by the road.; while 
Harold's,, more familiar with the place, had 
found ifti way to the staU r imr did ne teke Ms 
path through the glades to tHe houseof his kins¬ 
man. Entering th| Druid temple, he stood 
mustagbyJthe Teuton tomb. 

life pjyght "grew deep and deeper, the stars 
hitto} IrimPgtW, and the Mr more hushed, when a 
voice Close st his side said, clear and abrupt*— 

" “ Whit does youth the restless, by Death the 

stai?” 

It was the .peculiarity of Ifoco that nothing 
ever seemed fh flairde or surprise him. In; that 
brooding bovboodMfEe safeaMhtmiet, arid usd 
experience uE foM-inwed, of#g»*had something 

iflWH rV ■":< y'v'.M 'J\ ‘ 


Hilda placed her hand on his shoulder, and 
stooped to look into his-fitce/ • ■ 

“ Thy rlebuke is jutd, sonofSweyn. In Time, 
and : iu the Universe, thtfre is no stillness! 
Through all eternity the state impossible to the 
•soul is repose I—So again thouart in thy native 
land?” • • 

“ An«ffor-what eai^PrmAftfps i I remember, 
when but an infant, who till then had enjoyed the 
common air and the daily sun, thou didst robfme 
evermore of childhood and youth. For thou 
didst say to my father, that ‘ dark was the woof 
of my fate, and that its most glorious hour 
should be its last! - v . , 

“ But thou wert surely too childlike fl see thee 
now as thou Wert then, stretched on the grass, 
and playing with thy father's v falcon!)—too 
childlike to heed my words/’ 

“ Does the new ground reject the germs of the 
sower, or the young heart the first lessons of 
wonder and awe ? Since then. Prophetess, 
Night hath been my comrade, and Jjeatb my 
familiar. Remembefost thou again the hour 
when, stealing, a boy, from Harold’s house in his 
absence—the night ere I left my land—I stood 
on this mound by thy side? Then did I tell 
thee that the sole so it thought that relieved the 
bitterness of my soul, when all the rest of my 
kinsfolk seemed to behold in me but the htir of 
Sweyn, the outlaw and homicide, was the love 
that I bore to Harold; but that that love itself 
was mournful and bodeful as the hwata* of dis¬ 
tant sorrow. And thon didst take me, O Pro¬ 
phetess, to thy bosom, and thy cold kiss touched 
my lips and my brow; and there, beside this 
altar and grave-mound, by leaf anthby water, by 
staff and by song, thou- didst bid mb take com¬ 
fort ; for that as the mouse gnawed the toils of 
the lion, so the exile obscure shotild deliver from 
peril the pride and the prince of my House— 
that, from that hour with the skein of his fate 
should mine be entwined.; and Ms fate was that 
of kings and kingdoms. And then, when the 
joy flushed xny check, and melhought youth 
came back* in warmth to the night of my soul— 
thenaHilda, I asked thee if my life would be 
spared till I had redeemed the name of my father. 
Thy seidstaff passed over the leaves that, burning 
with fire-sparks, symbolled the life of the man, 
and from the third leaf the flame leaped up and 
died; arid again a voice from thy breast, hollow, 
’as if borne from a hill-top afar, made answer, 
‘ At thine entrance to manhood life bursts into 
a blaze, and shuvelstup iuto ashes/ So I knew 
that the doom o'f the infant still weighed un¬ 
annealed cm the yeare of the man; and I come 
here to my native land as to glory and the grave. 
But,” said the young man, with a wild-enthu¬ 
siasm, “still with mine links the fate which is 
loftiest in England ; and the till’and ikdtiver 
shall rush ihone to the Terrible Sea.”' 

“ I know not that,” answered Hilda, pale, as 
if in awe of herself: “for nevcr.yet hath' the 
rune, pr the fount, or die tomb. rhvealed to me 
dear and distinct the close of; tbft;grea!t course of 
Hamid; only know I *fa» his 

glwy and: greatness; -mad - glory&dim, 

and greatnme ismenaried,! kriow it -bat from the 
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star* of others, the rays ofwhose influenee blend 
own. - So long, at least, as the fair and 
thepureone keep* watch in the still House of 
life,the dark and the trembled one cannot wholly 
prevail. Font-Edith is given to Harold as the 
Fylgia, that noiselessly blesses and saves: and 
thou-r-” Hilda, checked herself, and lowered her 
hood cv<r her face. So that it suddenly became 
invisible. ±. 

And I ? " asked Haco, moving near to her 
side. . ■■ " " ; ■ ■ , ■ 

"Away, son of Sweyn; thy feet trample the 
grave of the mighty dead! " : 

Then Hilda lingered no longer, but took her 
way towards the house. Haco’s eye followed 
her in silence. The cattle, grazing m the great 
space of the crumbling peristyle, looked up as 
She passed; the watch-dogs, wandering through 
the star-lit columns, came snorting round their 
mistress. And when she had vanished within 
the house, Haco turned to his steed,— 

“ What matters," he murmured, “ the answer 
which the Vala cannot or dare not give ? To 
me is not destined the love of woman, nor the 
ambition of life. All I know of human affection 
binds me to Harold; all 1 know of human am¬ 
bition is to share in his fate. This love is strong 
as hate, and terrible as doom,—it is jealous, it 
admits no rival. As the shell and the sea-weed 
interlaced together, we are dashed on the rush¬ 
ing surge; whiiher ? oh, whither ? ’’ 

Chapter IV. 

‘‘I TELE thee, Hilda,” said the Earl, impa¬ 
tiently, " h tell thee that X .renounce henceforth 
all fauh save in Him whose w.iys are concealed 
from ouneyes. Thy seid and thy galdra have 
not guarded me against peril, not armed me 
against sin. Nay, perchance—but peace: I will 
no more tempt the dark art, I will no more seek 
to disentangle the awful truthiiom the juggling 
lie. All so foretold me I will seek to forget,— 
hope from no prophecy, fear from %o warning. 
Let the soul go to the future under the shadow 
of God!" - '■ . ■ • 

■PaSs on thy way as .thou: wilt. Its goal is tlje 
same, whether sees or unmarked. Peradventure 
thou art,wise/' said the Vala, gloomily,: 1 
** For «iy country’s sake, heaven be my wit¬ 
ness, not my own,” resumed the Earl, " I havfi 
blotted my conscience and sullied my truth. .My 
country alone can redeem gne, by taking :my life 
as a thing hallowed evermore to her service. 
Selfish ambition do X lay aside, selfish power 
shall tempt me no more; lost is the charm that 
I beheld in a throne, and, save for Edith—'” 
"No! not evett for Edith/’ cned 'tke be- 
trothed, advancing^ "not even for Edith Shalt 
thou listen to other voice than that of thy country 
andthy souh” 1 • ; , 

- The-Earl turned round abruptly, and his eyes 
wetemolsf. 1 ... 

"O Hilda,” he cried, "see henceforth my 
only Yafesiet that noble Heart ktone” 
ho us the oracles Of the fiUuw?* , V * 

Tbenext day Harold returned with 
a numerous train of his hotiSe-earfes to fbe.eifyj 
'Their ride was as silent as that of the day bdfore; 



but on reaching Southwark, Hafold turned away 
fi*om the bridsp towards thejeft, gained the 
river side, anddistitounted at thehbuse ofone of 
his lithsmen (a trtokfing, or freed ceorl). leav¬ 
ing there his Jhorse, he summoned a boat, arid, 
with Haoo, Was rowed Over towards the fortified 
palace which then rose towards : the west of Lon¬ 
don, jutting into the Thames, add which seems 
to have formed the outwork of the old Homan 
city. The palace, of remotest antiquity, and 
blending all work and architecture, Roman, 

. Saxqpv and (Danish, had been repaired by 
Canute; tod from a high window inthe hpper 
storey, where were,the royal apartment^the; body 
of the traitor Edric Streone (the fouhaisr‘e^ the 
house of Godwin) had been thrown into the river. 

“ Whither go wej Harold? “’asked, thd son of 
’Sweyn. ■ 1 ■ ; 1 ■ { . .• 

“we go to visit ;ithe,,yotm|f Atheti&|^ 
natural hto to the Saxon throne;" replied Harold 
in a firm voice. “ He lodges, to the old palace 
of our kings.’’ ‘ py; 

“ They say in Normandy that the boy is im¬ 
becile.” 

“ That is not true,” returned Harold. “I will 
present thee to him,—judge.” . ' 

Haco mused a moment and said,— 

“ Methinks I divine thy purpose; is it not 
formed on the sudden, Harold ? ’* 

■ " It was the. counsel’ of Edith,” ■ amfWfSed 
Harold, with evident emotion. "And'Jyfet, if 
that counsel prevail, I may lose the power to sof¬ 
ten the Church and to call her mine.” 

"So thou wouldest sacrifice even Edith for 
thy country.” : ''"v : 

" Since I have, shuted, methinks I could,*' said 
the proud man bumbl^t, ■ 

The boat shotinto a little creek, or ratherCtoal, 
which then ran inland, beside the black arid rot¬ 
ting walls of the tort.. The two Earl-born leapt 
ashore, passed under a Roman such, entered a 
Court the interior of which waS rudelyfilled tip by 
early Saxon habitations of rough timber work, 
already, since the time of Canute; falling imp de¬ 
cay, (as all things did which came under the;Care 
of Edward) and mounting a stair that ran ildztg 
the outside of the hotlse,.gained a low riatro.w 
door, which stoo^open. In the passagte within 
Were one or two of the King’s house-caries who 
had been assigned to the young Atheling, with 
liveries of blue and Dairish axeS^apd Scwe/fbur 
or five German servitors, who had attended, his 
father fitonibe Bmj^br's Cbu^^^ : 0rie't^' i mese 
last usheredthe noble Saxons In to a' low; forlorn 
ante-halland • thetki-:,to JBjWSd^r sqrprwr^Le 
found Aired, the Arhhbishop of Yprk, and three 
thegns of high rank, and of lirieage dneitnt and 
ptftrely Saxon. . 

= Aired ^somdte¥vHtooM with a faint smile 
on his benign face 

"Mefbinkis, tod mky I think aright !—thou 
corniest hitlsier wHh the same purpose as thyself, 
and yon noble thegns.” 

" And that purpose ? " 

"Is to sefe and tq jadge calmjy^f;* deVito His 
! years,; < 

S «mha .prince, as wemay ssMmtottiiiif'.our 
ring King as his heiF, and to thfe(Wfe«n : as 
a chief fit to defend the land.” ! 1 
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“ Thou speakest the cause of my own coming. 
With your ears will I hear, with your eyes will I 
see; as ye judge, will judge I,” said Harold, 
drawing the prelate towards the thegns, so that 
they might hear his answer. 

The chiefs, who belonged to a party that had 
often opposed Godwin’s House, had exchanged 
looks of fear and trouble when Harold entered; 
but at his words iheir frank faces showed equal 
str prise and pleasure. 

Harold presented to them his nephew, with 
whose grave dignity of bearing beyond his years 
they were favourably impressed, though the good 
bishop sighed when he saw in his face the sombre 
beauty of the guilty sire. The groijp then con¬ 
versed anxiously on the declining health of the 
King, the disturbed state of the realm, and the 
expediency, if possible, of uniting all suffrages in 
favour of the fittest successor. And in Harold’s 
voice and manner, as in Harold’s heart, there was 
nought that seemed conscious of his own mighty 
stake and just hopes in that election. But as 
time wore, the faces of the thegns grew overcast; 
proud men and great satraps* were they, and i 
they liked it ill that the boy-prince kept them so j 
long in the dismal ante-room. i 

At length the German officer, who had gone 
to announce their coming, returned; and in 
words, intelligible indeed from the affinity be¬ 
tween Saxon and German, but still disagreeably 
foreign to English ears, requested them to follow 
him into the presence of the Atheling. 

In a room yet retaining the rdde splendour 
with which it had been invested by Canute, a 
handsome boy, about the age of thirteen or four¬ 
teen, but seeming much younger, was engaged 
in the construction of a stuffed bird, a Jure for a 
young hawk that stood blindfold on its perch. 
The employment made so habitual a part of 
the serious education of youth, that the thegns 
smoothed their brows at the sight, and deemed 
the boy worthily occupied. At another end of 
the room, a grave Norman priest was seated at 
a table on which were books and writing imple¬ 
ments ; he was the tutor commissioned by Ed¬ 
ward to teach Norman tongue and saintly lore to 
the Atheling. A profusion of toys strewed the 
floor, and some children of Edgar’s own age 
were playing with them. His little sister Mar¬ 
garet t was seated seriously, apart from all the 
other children, and employed in needlework. 

When Aired approached the Atheling, with a 
blending of reverent obeisance and paternal cor¬ 
diality, the boy carelessly cried, in a barbarous 
jargon, half German, half Norman-French,— 

“There, come not too near, you scare my 
hawk. What are you doing ? You trample my 
toys, which the good Norman bishop William 
sent me as a gift from the Duke. Art thou blind, 
man ? ” 

“ My son,” said the prelate, kindly, “ these are 
the things of childhood—childhood ends sooner 
with princes than with common men. Leave 

* The Eastern word Satraps (Satrapcs) made one of 
the ordinary And most inappropriate titles iborrowed, 
no doubt, from the Byzantine Court}, by which the 
‘Saxons, in their Latinity, honoured their simple nobles. 

+ Afterward* married to Malcolm of Scotland, through 
whom, by the female line, the present royal dynasty of 
England assumes descent from the Anglo-Saxon kings. 


thy lure and thy toys, and welcome these noble 
thegns, and address them, so please you, in our 
own Saxon tongue.” 

“ Saxon tongue!—language of villeins! not I. 
Little do I know of it, save to scold a ceorl or a 
nurse. King Edward did not tell me to learn 
Saxon, hit Norman ! and Godfroi yonder says, 
that if I know Norman well, Duke William will 
make me his Ijnight. But I don’t desire to le^rn 
anything more to-day.” And the 'child turned 
peevishly from thegn and prelate. 

The three Saxon lords interchanged looks of 
profound displeasure and proud disgust. But 
Harold, with an effort over himself, approached, 
and said winningly,— 

“Edgar the Atheling, thou art not so young 
but thou knowest already that the great live for 
others. Wilt thou not be proud to live lor this 
fair country, and these noble men, and to speak 
the language of Alfred the Great ? ” 

“Alfred the Great! they always weary me wilh 
Alfred the Great,” said the boy, pouting. “Al¬ 
fred the Great, he is the plague of my life ! if I 
am Atheling, men are to live for me, not I for 
them ; and if you tease me any more, I will run 
away to Duke William in Rouen ; Godfroi says 
I shall never be teased there ! ” 

So saying, already tired of hawk and lure, the 
child threw himself on the floor with the other 
children, and snatched the toys from their hands. 

The serious Margaret then rose quietly, and 
went to her brother, and said, in good Saxon,— 

“ Fie! if you behave thus, 1 shall call you 
NTDDERtNG ! ” 

At the threat of that word, the vilest in the 
language — that word which the Iqwest ceorl 
would forfeit life rather than endure—a threat ap¬ 
plied to the Atheling of England, the d^cendant 
of Saxon heroes—the three thegns drew close, 
and watched the boy, hoping to see that he 
would start to his feet with wrath and in shame. 

“ Call me what you will, silly sister,” said the 
child, indifferently, “ I am not so Saxon as to 
care f&r youf ceorlish Saxon names.” 

“Enow,’ ’ cried the proudest and greatest of the 
thegn!), his very moustache curling with ire. 
“ He who can be called niddering shall never be 
crowned king! ” 

“ I don’t want to be crowned king, rude man, 
with your laidly moustache; I want to be made 
knight, and have a banderol and baldric.—Go 
away! ” 

“ We go, son,” said Aired, mournfully. 

And with slow and tottering step he moved to 
the door; there he halted, turned back,—and 
the child was pointing at him in mimicry, while 
Godfroi, the Norman tutor, smiled as in pleasure. 
The prelate shook his head, and the group 
gained again the ante-hall. 

“ Fit leader of bearded men ! fit king for the 
Saxon land !” cried a thegn. “No moie of your 
Atheling, Aired my father ! ” 

“ No more of him, indeed ! ” said the prelate, 
mournffilly. 

“ It is but the fault of his nurture and rearing, 
—a neglected childhood, a Norman tutor, Ger¬ 
man hirelings. We may remould yet the pliant 
clay,” said Harold. 

“Nay,” returned Aired, “ no leisure for such 
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hopes, no time to undo what is done by circum- 
htance, and, I fear, by nature. Ere the year is 
out the throne will stand empty in our halls.” 

“ Who then,” said Haco, abruptly, “ who then, 
—(pardon the ignorance of youtti wasted in cap¬ 
tivity abroad !) who then, failing the Atheling, 
will save this realm from the Norman Difke, who, 
I know well, counts on it as the reaper on the 
liaiwest ripenjpg to his sickle ? • 

“ Alas, who then ? ” murmured Aired. 

“Who then?” cried the three thegns, with 
one voice, “ why the worthiest, tfye wisest, the 
bravest! Stand forth, Harold the Earl, Thou 
art the man! ” And without awaiting his answer, 
they strode from the hall. 

Chapter V. 

Around Northampton lay the forces of Mor- 
I'tir, the choice of the Anglo-Dane men of 
Noithnmbria. Suddenly there was a shout as 
to arms from the encampment; and Morcar, the 
young Earl, clad in his link mail, save his hel¬ 
met, came forth, and cried,— 

“ My men are fools to look that way for a foe; 
yonder lies Mercia, behind it the hills of Wales. 
The troops that come hitherward are those 
which Edwin my brother brings to our aid.” 

Morcar’s words were catrierl into the host by 
his captains and warbodes, and the shout changed 
tram alarm into joy. As the cloud of dust 
through which gleamed the spears of the corning 
force rolled away, and lay lagging behind 
the march of the host, there rode forth from 
the van two riders. Fast and far from the rest 
they rode, aftd behind them, fast as they could, 
spurred two others, who bore on high, one the 
pennon of* Mercia, one the red lion of North 
Wales. Right to the embankment and palisade 
which begirt Morcar’s camp rode the riders ; 
and the head of the foremost was bare, and the 
guards knew the face of Edwin the Comely, 
Morcar’s brother. Morcar stepped down from 
the mound on which he stood, and tlft brothers 
embraced amidst the halloos of the forces. 

“ And welcome, I pray thee,” said Mdlcar, 
“ our kinsman Caradoc, son of Gryflyth* the 
bold.” 

So Morcar reached his hand to Caradoc, step¬ 
son to his sister Aldyth, and kissed him on the 
brow, as was the wont of our fathers. The young 
and crownless prince was scarce out of boyhood, 
but already his name was suRg by the bards, and 
circled in the halls of Gwynedd with the Hulas 
horn ; for he had harried the Saxon borders, and 
given to fire and sword even the fortress of Ha¬ 
rold himself. 

But while these three interchanged salutations, 
and ere yet the mixed Mercians and Welch had 
gained the encampment, from a curve in the 
opposite road, towardsTowcester and Dunstable, 
broke the flash of mail like a river of light, 
trumpets and fifes were heard in the distance; 
and all in Morcar’s host stood hushed but stern, 
gazing anxious and afar, as the coming armament 
swept on. And from the midst were seen the 
Martlets and Cross of England’s king, and the 
Tiger heads of Harold; banners which, seen to- 
# By his first wife; Aldyth was his second. 


gellier, had planted victory on every tower, on 
every field, towards which they had rushed on 
the winds. 

Retiring, then, to the central mound, the chiefs 
of the insurgent force held their brief council. 

The two young Earls, whatever their ancestral 
renown, being yet new themselves to fame and 
to power, were submissive to the Anglo-Dane 
chiefs, by whom Morcar had been elected. And 
these, on recognising the standard of Harold, 
were unanimous in advice to send a peaceful de¬ 
putation, setting forth their wrongs under Tostig, 
and the justice of their cause. “For the Earl,” 
said Gamel Beorn (the head and front of that 
revolution), T*is a just man, and one who would 
shed his own blood rather than that of any other 
free-born dweller in England; and he will do us 
right.” 

“What, against his own brother?” cried 
Edwin. 

“Against his own brother, if we convince but 
his Reason,” returned the Anglo-Dane. 

And the other chiefs nodded assent. Cara- 
doc’s fierce eyes flashed fire ; but he played with 
his torque, and spoke not. 

Meanwhile, the vanguard of the King’s force 
had defiled under the very walls of Northampton, 
between the town and the insurgents ; and some 
of the light-armed scouts who went forth from 
M< rear’s camp to gaze on the procession, with 
that singular fearlessness which characterised, at 
that period, the rival parties in civil war, returned 
to say that they had seen Harold himself in the 
foremost line, and that he was not in mail. 

This circumstance the insurgent thegns re¬ 
ceived as a good omen; and, having already 
agreed on the deputation, about a score of the 
principal thegns of the north went sedately to¬ 
wards the hostile lines. 

By the side of Harold,—armed in mail, with 
his lace concealed by the strange Sicilian nose- 
piece used then by most of the Northern nations, 
—had ridden Tostig, who had joined the Earl 
on his march, with a scanty band of some fifty 
or sixty of his Danish house-carles. • All the men 
throughout broad England that he could com¬ 
mand or bribe to his cause, were those fifty or sixty 
hireling Danes. And it seemed that already there 
was dispute between the brothers, for Harold’s 
face was flushed, and his voice stern, as he said, 
“ Rate me as thou wilt, brother, but 1 cannot 
advance at once to the destruction of my fellow 
Englishmen without summons and attempt at 
treaty,—as has ever been, the custom of our 
ancient heroes and our own House.” 

“ By all the fiends of the North ! ” exclaimed 
Tostig, “ it is foul shame to talk of treaty and 
smnfnons to robbers and rebels. For what ai t 
thou here but for chastisement and revenge ?” 

“ For justice and right, Tostig.” 

“Ha! thou comest not then, to aid thy bro¬ 
ther ?” 

“Yes, if justice and right are, as I trust, with 
him.” 

Before Tostig could reply, a line wa^suddenly 
cleared through the armed men, and, with bare 
heads, and a monk lifting the rood on high, 
amidst the procession advanced the Northum¬ 
brian Danes. 
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*, “ By the red sword of St. Olave! ” cried Tos¬ 
tig, “ yonder comes the traitors. Game! Beorn and 
Gloneion! You will not hear them ? If so, I 
will not stay to listen. I have but my axe for 
my answer to such knaves.” 

“Brother, brother, those men are the most 
valiant and famous chiefs in thine earldom. Go, 
Tostig, thou art not now in the mood to hear 
reason. Retire into the city; summon its gates 
to open to the King’s flag. I will hear the men.” 

“ Beware how thou judge, save in thy brother’s 
favour! ” growled the tierce warrior; and, tossing 
his arm on high with a contemptuous gesture, 
he spurred away towards the gates. 

Then Harold, dismounting, stood on the 
ground, under the standard of his King, and 
round him came several of the Saxon chiefs, who 
had kept aloof during the conference with Tostig. 

The Northumbrians approached, and saluted 
the Earl with grave courtesy. 

Then Gamel Beorn began. But much as 
Harold had feared and foreboded as to the causes 
of complaint which Tostig had given to the 
Northumbrians, all fear, all foreboding, fell short 
of the horrors now deliberately unfolded; not 
only extortion of tribute the most rapacious and 
illegal, but murder the fiercest and most foul. 
Thegns of high birth, without offence or sus¬ 
picion, but who had either excited Tostig’s 
jealousy, or resisted his exactions, had been 
snared under peaceful pretexts into his castle,* 
and butchered in cold blood by his bouse-carles. 
The cruelties of the old heathen Danes seemed 
revived in the bloody and barbarous tale. 

“And now,” said the thegn, in conclusion, 
“canst thou condemn us that we rose?—no 
partial rising;—rose all Northumbria! At first 
but two hundred thegns; strong in our cause, 
we swelled into the might of a people. Our 
wrongs found sympathy beyond our province, 
for liberty spreads over human hearts as fire over 
a heath. Wherever we march, friends gather 
round* us. Thou warrest not on a handful of 
rebels,—half England is with us!” 

“And ye,—thegns,” answered Harold, “ye 
have ceased to war against Tostig, your Earl. 
Ye war now against the King and the Law. 
Come with your complaints to your Prince and 
your Witan, and, if they are just, ye are stronger 
than in yonder palisades and streets of steel.” 

“ And so,” said Gamel Beorn, with marked 
emphasis, “ now thou art in England, O noble 
Earl,—so are we willing to come. But when 
thou wert absent fropi the land, justice seemed 
to abandon it to force and the battle-axe.” 

“ I would thank you for your trust,” answered 
Harold, deeply moved. “ But justice in Eng¬ 
land rests not on the presence and life of a siBgle 
man. And your speech I must not accept as a 
grace, for it wrongs both my King and hu Coun¬ 
cil. These charges ye.have made, but ye have 
not proved them. Armed men are not proofs ; 
and granting that hot blood and mortal infirmity 
of judgment have caused Tostig to err against 
you and the right, think still of his qualities to 
reign Over men whose lands, and rivers, lie ever 
exposed to the dread Northern sea-kings. Where 
will ye find a chief with arm as strong, and heart 
* Flor, Wig. 


as dauntless ? By his mother’s side he is allied- 
to your own lineage. And for the rest, if ye 
receive him back to his earldom, not only do 1 
Harold in whom you profess to trust, pledge full 
oblivion of the past, but I will undertake, in his 
name, that he shall rule you well for the future, 
according to the laws of King Canute.” 

“ That will we not hear,’’ cried the thegns.'with 
one voice; while the tones of Gamel Bearn, 
rough with the rattling Danish burr, rose above 
all, “ for we were bom free. A proud and bad 
chief is by us not to be endured; we have learned 
from our ancestors to live free or die! ” 

A murmur, not of condemnation, at these 
words, was heard amongst the Saxon chiefs 
round Harold: and beloved and revered as lie 
was, he felt that, had he the heart, he had scarce 
the power, to have coerced those warriors to 
march at once on their countrymen in such a 
cause. But foreseeing great evil in the surrender 
of his brother’s interests, whether by lowering 
the King'sdignity to the demands of armed force, 
or sending abroad in all his fierce passions a man 
so highly connected with Norman and Dane, so 
vindictive and so grasping, as Tostig, the Earl 
shunned 'further parley at that time and place. 
He appointed a meeting in the town with the 
chiefs ; and requested them, meanwhile, to re¬ 
consider their demands, and at least shape them 
so as that they could be transmitted to the King, 
who was then on his way to Oxford. 

It is in vain to describe the rage of Tostig, 
when his brother gravely repeated to him the 
accusations against him, and asked for hig justi¬ 
fication. Justification he could give not. His 
idea of law was but force, and by force alone he 
demanded now to be defended. Harold, then, 
wishing not alone to be judge in hiS brother’s 
cause, referred further discussion to the chiefs of 
the various towns and shires, whose troops had 
swelled the War-Fyrd: and to them he bade 
Tostig plead his cause, 

V$in as a woman, while fierce as a tiger, Tos¬ 
tig assented, and in that assembly he rose, his 
gonna all blazing with crimson and gold, his hair 
all cfirled and perfumed as for a banquet; and 
such, in a half barbarous day, the effect of per¬ 
son, especially when backed by warlike renown, 
that the Proceres were half disposed to forget, 
in admiration of the earl’s surpassing, beauty of 
form, the dark tales of his hideous guilt. But 
his passions hurrying him away ere he had gained 
the middle of his discourse, so did his own rela¬ 
tion condemn himself, so clear became his own 
tyrannous misdeeds, that the Englishmen mur¬ 
mured aloud their disgust, and their impatience 
would not suffer him to close. 

“ Enough,” cried Vebba, the blunt thegn from 
Saxon Kent; “it is plain that neither King nor 
Witan can replace thee in thy earldom. Tell us 
not farther of these atrocities ; or, by’re Lady, if 
the Northumbrians had chased thee not, we 
would.” 

“ Take treasure and ship, and go to Baldwin 
in Flanders#” said Thorold,a great Anglo-Dane 
from Lincolnshire, “ for even Harold’s name can 
scarce save thee from outlawry.” 

Tostig glared round on .the assembly, and met 
but one common expression in the face of ail. 
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“ These are thy henchmen, Harold! ” he said 
through his gnashing teeth: and, without vouch* 
safer g farther word, strode from the council-hall. 

Thai evening he left the town and hurried to 
tell Edward the tale that had so miscarried the 
chiefs. The next day, the Northumbrian dele¬ 
gates were heard; and they made the customary 
proposition in those cases of civil differences, to 
refer all makers to the King and the Witan; 
each party remaining under arms meanwhile. 

'This was finally acceded to. Harold repaired 
to Oxford, where the King (persuaded to the 
journey by Aired, foreseeing what would come 
to pass) had just arrived. 


Chapter Vi. 

The Witan was summoned in haste. Thither 
came the young earls Morcar and Edwin, but 
Caradoc, chafing at the thought of peace, retired 
into Wales with his wild,band. 

Now, all the great chiefs, spiritual and tem¬ 
poral, assembled in Oxford for the decree of that 
Witan on which depended the peace of England. 
The imminence of the time made the concourse 
of members entitled to vote in the assembly even 
larger than that which had met for the inlawry 
of Godwin. There was but one thought upper- 
most in the minds of men, to which the adjust¬ 
ment of an earldom, however mighty, was com¬ 
paratively insignificant—viz., the succession of 
the kingdom. That thought turned instinctively 
and irresistibly to Harold. 

The evident and rapid decay of the King; the 
utter failure of all male heir in the House of 
Cerdic, save only the boy Edgar; whose cha¬ 
racter (which throughout life remained puerile 
and frivolous) made the minority which excluded 
him from the throne seem cause rather for re¬ 
joicing than grief: and whose rights, even by 
birth, were noj: acknowledged by the general 
tenor of the Saxon laws, which did not recognise 
as heir to the crown the son of a fatlter who had 
not himself been crowned;*—forebodings of 
coming evil and danger, originating in Edward’s 
perturbed visions; revivals of obscure and till 
then forgotten prophecies, ancient as the days of 
Merlin; rumours, industriously fomented into 
certainty by Haco, whose whole soul seemed de¬ 
voted to Harold’s cause, of the intended claim' 
of the doorman Count to the throne;—all con¬ 
curred to make the eiection,of a man matured in 
camp and council, doubly necessary to the safety 
of the realm. 9 

Warm favourers, naturally, of Harold, were 
the genuine Saxon population, and a large part 
of the Anglo-Danish—all the thegns in his vast 
Earldom of Wessex, reaching to the southern 
and western coasts, from Sandwich and the 
mouth of the Thames to the Land’s End in Corn- 


opinion prevailed," says Palgrave, “ Jinsr.’Ch 
monwealth,” pp. 559, 560, h that if the Atheimg was 
bom before his father and mother were ordained to the 
royal dignity, the crown did not descend to the.child of 
uncrowned ancestors.’' Our great legal historian quotes 
Eadmer, “ Do Vit. Sanct. Dunstan, p. 220, tor the ob¬ 
jection made to the succession of Edward the Martyr, 
on this score. 


wall; and including the free men of Kent, whose 
inhabitants even from the days of Caesar had 
been considered in advance of the rest of the 
British population, and from the days of Hengist 
Had exercised an influence that nothing save the 
warlike might of the Anglo-Danes counter¬ 
balanced. With Harold, too, were many of the 
thegns from his earlier earldom of East Anglia, 
comprising the county of Essex, great part of 
Hertfordshire, and so reaching, into Cambridge, 
Huntingdon, Norfolk, and Ely. W ith him, were 
all the wealth, intelligence, and power of London, 
and most of the trading towns; with him all the 
veterans of the armies he had led; with him too, 
generally throughout the empire, was the force, 
less distinctly demarked, of public and national 
feeling. 

Even the priests, save those immediately about 
the court, forgot in the exigency of the time, 
their ancient and deep-rooted dislike to Godwin's 
House; they remembered, at least, that Harold 
had, never, in foray or feud, plundered a single 
convent; or in peace, and through plot, appro¬ 
priated to himself a single hyde of Church land; 
and that was more than could have been said of 
any other earl of the age—even of Leofric the 
Holy. They, caught, as a church must do, when 
sb intimately, even in its illiterate errors, allied 
with the people as the old Saxon Church was, 
the popular enthusiasm. Abbot combined with 
thegn in zeal for Earl Harold. 

The only party that stood aloof was the one 
that espoused the claims of the young sous Of 
Algar. But this party Was indeed most formid¬ 
able ; it united all the Old friends of the virtuous 
Leofric, of the famous Siward; it had a numerous 
party even in East* Anglia (in which earldom 
Algar had succeeded Harold); it comprised 
nearly all the thegns of Mercia, (the heart of the 
country) and the population of Northumbria; 
and it involved in its wide range the terrible 
Welch on the oiie hand, and the Scottish domain 
of the sub-king Malcolm, himself a Cumbrian, 
on the other, despite Malcolm’s personal pre¬ 
dilections for Tostig, to whom he was strongly 
attached. But then the chiefs of this party wlule 
at present they stood aloof, were all, with the ex¬ 
ception perhaps of the young earls themselves, 
disposed, on the slightest encouragement, to 
blend their suffrage with the friends of Harold; 
and his praise was as loud on their lips as on 
those of the Saxons from Kent, or the burghers 
from London. All factions, in short, were wil¬ 
ling, in this, momentous c{isis, to lay aside old 
dissensions ; it depended upon the conciliation 
of the Northumbrians, upon a fusion between the 
friends of Harold and the supporters of the young 
son? of Algar, to form such a concurrence of in¬ 
terests as tnust inevitably bear Harold to the 
tnrone of the empire. : 

Meanwhile, the Earl himself wisely and pat¬ 
riotically deemed it right to remain neuter in the 
approaching decision between Tostig and the 
young earls. He could not be so unjust and so 
mad as to urge to the utmost (and riskln the urg¬ 
ing) hi* party influence, on the side of oppres&ibn 
and injustice, solely for the sake of his brother ; 
nor, on the other, was .it decorous or natural to 
take part himself against Tostig; nor could he, 
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as a statesman, contemplate without anxiety and 
alarm the transfer of so large a portion of the 
realm to the vice-kingship of the sons of his old 
foe—rivals to his power, at the "very time when, 
even for the sake of England alone, that power 
should be the most solid and compact. 

But the final greatness of a fortunate man is 
rarely made by any violent effort of his own. He 
has sown the seeds in the time foregone, and the 
ripe time brings up the harvest. , His fate seems 
taken out of his own control; greatness seems 
thrust upon him. He has made himself, as it 
were, a want to the nation,, a thing necessary to 
it; he has identified himself with his age, and in 
the wreath or the crown on his brcrtv the age it¬ 
self seems to put forth its flower. 

Tostig, lodging apart from Harold in a fort 
near the gate of Oxford, took slight pains to con¬ 
ciliate foes or make friends; trusting rather to 
his representations to Edward, (who was wroth 
with the rebellious House of Algar,) of the dan¬ 
ger of compromising the royal dignity.by conces¬ 
sions to armed insurgents. 

It was but three days before that for which the 
Witan was summoned; most of its members had 
already assembled in the city; and Harold, from 
the window of the monastery in which he lodged, 
•eras gazing thoughtfully into the streets below, 
where, with the gay dresses of the thegns cnehts, 
blended the grave robes of ecclesiastic and youth¬ 
ful scholar;—for to that illustrious university (pil¬ 
laged and persecuted by the sons of Canute), 
Edward had, to his honour, restored the schools, 
—when Haco entered^ pud announced to him 
that a numerous body of thegns and prelates, 
headed by Aired Archbishqpof York, craved an 
audience. 

“ KnOwest thou the cause, Haco ? ” 

The youth's cheek was yet more pale than 
usual as he answered slowly,— 

“Hilda’s prophecies are ripening into truths.’ 
The Earl started, and his old ambition reviv¬ 
ing, flushed on his brow, and sparkled from his 
eye—he checked the joyous' emotion, and bade 
Haco briefly'admit the visitors. 

They came in, two by two,—a body so nume¬ 
rous that they filled the ample chamber; and 
Harold, as he greeted each, beheld the most 
powerful lords of the land—the highest digni¬ 
taries of the Church—and, oft and frequent, came 
old foe by the side of trusty friend. They all 
paused at the foot of the narrow dais on which 
Harold stood, and Aired repelled by a gesture his 
invitation to the foremost to mount the platform. 

Then Aired began an harangue, simple and 
earnest. He described briefly the condition or 
the country ; touched with grief and with feeling 
on the health of the king, and the failure of ter- 
dic’s line. He stated honestly his own strong 
wish, if possible, to have concentrated the popu¬ 
lar suffrages on the young Atbeling; and under 
thd emergence <?f tpe case, ter,have waived the 
objection to his matnature years. But as dis¬ 
tinctly and empharicaUy he stated, that that hope 
and intent*he had now formally abandoned, and 
that there was but one sentiment on the subject 
With aft the chiefs hud dignit aries of the re^lm. 

“ Wherefore,” continued be„ “afteranpous 
consultations with each other, those whom ’ you 


see around have come to you : yea, to you, Earl • 
Harold, we offer our hands and hearts to do pur 
best to prepare for you the throne on the demise 
Of Edward, and to seat you thereon as firmly, as 
ever sate King of England and son, of Cerdic ;— 
knowing that in you, and in you alone, we find 
the man who reigns already in the English heart; 
to whose strong arm we can trust the defence of 
our land; to Whose just thoughts, our laws.-<As 
I speak, so think we all! ” 

With downcast eyes Harold heard; and but by 
a slight heaving of his breast under his crimson 
robe, could his emotion be seen. But as soon as 
the approving murmur, that succeeded the pre¬ 
late’s speech, had closed, he lifted his head, and 
answered,— ; « 

“Holy father, and you, Right Worthy my fel- 
low-thegns, if ye could read my heart at this mo¬ 
ment, believe that you would not find there the 
vain joy of aspiring man, when the greatest of 
earthly prizes is placed within his reach. There, 
you would see, with deep and wordless gratitude 
tor your trust and your love, grave and solemn 
solicitude, earnest desire to divest my decision of 
all mean thought of self, and judge only whether 
indeed, as king or as subject, I can best guard 
the weal of England. Pardon me, then, if I an¬ 
swer you not as ambition alone would answer; 
neither deem me insensible to the glorious lot of 
presiding, under heaven, and by the light of our 
laws, over the destinies of lire English realm,— 
if I pause to weigh well the responsibilities in¬ 
curred, and the obstacles to be surmounted. 
There is that on my mind that I would lain un¬ 
bosom, not of a nature to discuss in an assembly 
so numerous, but which I would rat Iter submit to 
a chosen few whom you yourselves may select to 
hear me, in whose cool wisdom, aparf from per¬ 
sonal love to me, ye may best confide;—your 
most veteran thegns your most honoured pre¬ 
lates : To them will I speak, to them make clean 
my bosom ; and to their answer, their counsels, 
will.I in all things defer: whether with loyal 
heart to se*rve another, whom, hearing me, they 
may decide to choose ; or to fit my soul to bear, 
not Unworthily, 'he weight of a kingly crown.” 

Aired lifted his mild eyes to Harold, and there 
Were both pity and approval in his gaze, for he 
divined the Earl. 

“ Thou hast chosen ihe right course, my son; 
and we will retire at once, and elect those with 
whom thou mayst freely confer, and by whose 
judgment thou inaysd nghteou-ly abide.” 

The prelate turned, and with him went the 
conclave. 

• : Lefc alone with Haco,' the la-t said, abruptly,— 

“Thou wilt not be so indiscreet, O Harold, 
as to confess thy compelled oath .to the fraudful 
Norman.” 

“ That is my design,” replied Harold, coldly. 

The son of Sweyn began to remonstrate, but 
the Earl cut him short. 

“ Ifithe Norman say that be has been deceived 
in Harold, never so shall say tbernen ot England, 
f |ieaye roe. ;I know opt wky ( Haco, but.in thy 
presence, at times, there is a glamour as sttong 
as in the spells ot Hilda- Go, near boy ; the fault 
if not in thee but in the superstitious infirmities 
of a man who hath once lowered, or, it may be, 
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too highly strained, his reason to the things of a 
haggard fancy. Go! and send to hie my brother 
Gurth. I would have him alone of my House 
pressnt at this solemn crisis of Ms fate.’* „ 

Haco bowed his head, and went, 

In a few moments more, Gutth cam&in. To 
this pure and spotless spirit Harold had already 
related the events of his unhappy visit to the 
Notto ah; and he telt, as the young?chief pressed 
his hand, and looked on him with his clear and 
loving eyes, as if Honour made palpable stood 
by his side. 

Six of t he ecclesiastics, most eminent for Church 
learning,—small as was that which they could 
boast, compared with the scholars of Normandy 
and the Papal States, but at least more intelligent 
and more free from mereformal monasticism than 
most of their Saxon contemporaries,—and six of 
the chiefs most renowned for experience in war 
or council, selected under the sagacious prompt¬ 
ings of AJred, accompanied that prelate to the 
presence of the Earl.. 

, “Close, thou! close! close! Gurth,” whispered 
Harold: “for this is a confession against man’s 
pride^and sorely dothit shame;—so that I would 
have thy bold sinless heart beating near to mine.” 

Then, leaning his arm upon his brother’s shoul¬ 
der, and in a voice, the first tones of which, as 
betraying earnest emotion, irresistibly chained 
and affected his noble audience, Harold began 
his tale. , 

Various were the emotions though all more 
akin to terror than repugnance, wiiti which the 
listenersheard the Earl’s plain and candid recital. 

Among the lay-chiefs the impression made by 
the compelled bath was comparatively slight: for 
it was the worst vice of the Saxon laws, to en¬ 
tangle all*charges, trom tire smallest to the great¬ 
est, in a reckless multiplicity of oaths,* to the 
grievous loosening of the bonds of truth : and 
Oaths then had become almost as much mere 
matter of legal form, as certain oaths—bad relic 
of those trines !—stjll existing in ourjiarliamen- 
tary and collegiate proceedings, are deemed by 
men, not otherwise dishonourable, even now. 
And to no kind of oath was more latitude*given 
than to such as related to fealty to a chief: for 
these, in the constant rebellions which happened 
year after year, were openly violated, and with¬ 
out reproach. Not a sub-king in Wales who # 
harried the border, not an Earl who raised ban¬ 
ner against the Basileus of Britain, but infringed 
his oath to be good ‘mankind true to the lord 
paramount ; and even William the Norman him¬ 
self never found his oath of fealty stand in his 
way, whenever he deemed if right and expedient 
to take arms against his suzerain of France. 

On the churchmen the impression was stronger 
and more serious: not that made by the oath it¬ 
self, but by the relics on which tne hand had 
been laid. They looked at each other, doubtful 
and appalled, when the Earl ceased his tale; 
while only among the laymen circled a musmur of 
mingjed wrath at William’s bold design: on their, 
native land, and of scorn at the thought that an 

* See the Judicious remarks of Henry, “ Hist, of Bri¬ 
tain,” on this head. From the lavish abuse of oaths, 
perjury had corne to be reckoned one of the national 
vices of the Saxon. 


oath, surprised and compelled, should be made 
the instrument of treason to a whole people. 

“Thus,” said Harold,, after a pause, “thus 
have I made clesr to you. the only obstacle be¬ 
tween your offers and my choice. From the 
keeping of an oath so extorted, and so deadly to 
England, this venerable prelate andmine own soul 
have freed me. Whether as king or as subject, 
I shall alike revere the living and their long pos¬ 
terity more than the dead men’s bones, arid, with 
sword and with battle-axe, hew out against the 
invader my best atonement for the lip’s weak¬ 
ness and the heart’s desertion. But whether, 
knowing uhat hath passed, ye may not deem it 
saier for the land to elect another king,—this it 
is which, free and fore-thoughtful of every chance, 
ye should now decide.” 

With these words he stepped from the dais, 
and retired into the oratory that adjoined the 
chamber, followed by Gurth. The eyes of the 
priests then turned to Aired, and to them the 
prelate spoke as he had done before to Harold ; 
—he distinguished between the oath and its ful¬ 
filment—between the lesser sin and the greater 
—the one which the Church could absolve—the 
one which no Church had the right to exact, and 
Which, if fulfilled, no penance could expiate. 
He owned frankly, nevertheless; that it was the 
difficulties so created, that had made him incline 
to the Atheling; but, convinced of that prince’s 
incapacity, even in the most ordinary times, to 
rule England, he shrunk yet more from such a 
choice, when the swords of the Norman were 
already sharpening for contest. Finally he said, 
“ If a man as fit to defend us as Harold can be 
found,'let us prefer him : if not-” 

“ There is no other man ! ” cried the thegns 
with one voice. “And,” said a wise old thief, 
“ had Harold sought to play a trick to secure the 
throne, he could not have devised one more sure 
than the tale he hath now told us. What! just 
when we are most assured that the doughtiest 
and deadliest foe that our land can brave, waits 
but for Ed ward’sdeath to enforce on us a stranger’s 
yoke—wfaat! shall we for that very reason deprive 
ourselves of the only man able to resist him ? 
Harold hath taken an oath! God wot, who 
among us have not taken some oath at law for 
which they have deemed it meet afterwards to 
do a penance, or endow a convent ? The wisest 
means to strengthen Harold against that oath, is 
to show the moral impossibility of fulfilling it, by 
placing him on thb throne. The best proof we 
can give tothis insolent Norman that England 
is riot for prince to leave, or subject to barter, is 
to choose solemnly in our Witan the very chief 
whom his frauds prove to us that he fears the most. 
Why, William would laugh in his own sleeve to 
summon a king to descend from his throne to do 
him the homage which that king, in the different 
capacity of' subject, had (we will grant, even 
willingly,) promised to render.” 

This speech spoke all the thoughts of the lay¬ 
men, and; with Alred’s previous remarks, reas¬ 
sured all the ecclesiastics. They frere easily 
Induced to believe that the usual Church penances, 
and ample Church gifts, would suffice for the in¬ 
sult offered to the relics; and,if they in so 
grave a case outstripped, in absolution, an $utho- 
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rity amply sufficing for all ordinary matters,— 
Harold, as king, might easily gain from the Pope 
himself that full pardon and shrift, which as mere 
earl, against the Prince of the Normans, he 
would fail of obtaining. 

These or similar reflections soon terminated 
the suspense of the select council; and Aired 
sought the Earl in the oratory, to summon him 
back to the conclave. The two brothers were 
kneeling side by side before the little altar; and 
there was something inexpressibly touching in 
their humble attitudes) their clasped suppli¬ 
cating hands, in that moment when the crown 
of England rested above their House. 

The brothers rose, and at Alred’s lign followed 
the prelate into the council-room. Aired briefly 
communicated the result of the conference; and 
with an aspect, and in a tone, free alike from 
triumph arid indecision, Harold replied :— 

“ As ye will, so will I. Place me only where 
I can most serve the common cause. Remain 
you now, knowing my secret, a chosen and stand¬ 
ing council : too great is my personal stake in 
this matter to allow my mind to be unbiassed; 
judge ye, then, and decide for me in all things : 
your minds should be calmer and wiser than 
mine; in all things I will abide by your counsel; 
and thus I accept the trust of a nation’s freedom. ” 

Each lhegn then put his hand into Harold’s, 
and called himself Harold’s man. 

“ Now, more than ever,” said the wise old 
thegn who had before spoken, “ will it be needful 
to heal all dissension in the kingdom—to recon¬ 
cile with us Mercia and Northumbria, and make 
the kingdom one against the foe. You, as Tos- 
tig’s brother, have done well to abstain from 
active interference; you do well to leave it to 
us to negotiate the necessary alliance between all 
brave and good men.” 

“ And to that end, as imperative for the public 
weal, you consent,” said Aired, thoughtfully, 
“ to abide by our advice, whatever it be ?” 

“ Whatever it be, so that it serve England,” 
answered the Earl. 

A smile, somewhat sad, flitted over the pre¬ 
late’s pale lips, and Harold was once more alone 
with Gurth. 


Chapter VII. 

The soul of all council and cabal on behalf of 
Harold, which had led to the determination of 
the principal chiefs, and which now succeeded 
it—was Haco. * 

His rank as son of Sweyh, the first born of God¬ 
win’s house—a rank which might have authorised 
some pretensions on his own part, gave him,, all 
field for the exercise of an intellect singularly 
keen and profound. Accustomed to an atmo¬ 
sphere of practical state-craft in the Norman 
court, with faculties sharpened from boyhood by 
vigilance and meditation, he exercised an extra¬ 
ordinary influence over the simple understandings 
of the homely clergy and the uncultured thegns. 
Impressed with the conviction of his early doom, 
he felt no interest in the objects of others; hut 
equally believing that whatever of bright, and 
brave, and glorious, in his brief, condemned 
career, was to be reflected on Mitt from the light 


of Harold’s destiny, the sole desire of a nature, 
which, under other auspices, would have been 
intensely daring and ambitious, was to administer 
to Harold’s greatness. No prejudice, no prin¬ 
ciple, stood in the way of this dreary enthusiasm. 
As a father, himself on the brink of the grave, 
schemes for the worldly grandeur of the son, in 
whom he confounds and melts his own life, so 
this sombre aftd predestined man, dead to eaf th 
and to joy and the emotions of the heart, looked 
beyond his own tomb, to that existence in which 
he transferred and carried on his ambition. 

If the leading agencies of Harold’s memorable 
career might be, as it were, symbolised and alle¬ 
gorised, by the living beings with which it was 
connected—as Edith was the representative of 
stainless Truth — as Gurth was the type of 
dauntless Duty—as Hilda embodied aspirin," 
Imagination—so Haco seemed the personatiou 
of Worldly Wisdom. And cold in that worldly 
wisdom Haco laboured on, now conferring with 
Aired and the partisans of Harold; now closeted 
with Edwin and Morcar; now gliding from the 
chamber of the sick king.—That wisdom foresaw 
all obstacles, smoothed all difficulties; ever calm, 
never resting ; marshalling and harmonising the 
things to be, like the ruthless hand of a tranquil 
fate. But there was one with whom Haco was 
more often than with all others—one whom the 
presence of Harold had allured to that anxious 
scene of intrigue, and whose heart leaped high 
at the hopes whispered from the smileless lips of 
Haco. 


Chapter VHI. ♦ 

It was the second day after that which assured 
him the allegiance of the thegns, lhat*a message 
was brought to Harold from the Lady Aldyth 
She was in Oxford, at a convent, with her young 
daughter by the Welch king ; she prayed him to 
visit her. The Earl, whose active mind, abstain¬ 
ing from the intrigues around him, was delivered 
up to the thoughts, restless and feverish, which 
haunt the repose of all active minds, was not 
unwilling to escape awhile from himself. He 
went to Aldyth. The royal widow had laid by 
the signs of mourning ; she was dressed with the 
usual stately and loose-robed splendour of Saxon 
, matrons, and all the proud beauty of her youth 
was restored to .her cheek. At her feet was that 
daughter who afterwards married the Fleance so 
familiar to us in Shalcspeare, and became the 
ancestral mother of those Scottish kings who had 
passed; in pale shadows, across the eyes of Mac¬ 
beth ;* by the side of that child, Harold to his 
surprise saw the ever ominous face of Haco. 

But proud as was Aldyth, all pride seemed 
humbled into woman’s sweeter emotions at the 
sight of the Earl, and she was at first unable to 
command words to answer his greeting. 

Gradually, however, she warmed into cordial 
confidence. She touched lightly on her past sor¬ 
rows; she permitted it to be seen that: her lot 
with the fierce Gryffyth had been one not more 
of public calamity than of domestic grief, and 
that in the natural awe and horror which the 

* And so, from Gryffyth, beheaded by bis subjects, 
descended Charles Stuart. 
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murder of her lord had caused, she felt rather for 
the ill-starred king than the beloved spouse. She 
then passed to the differences still existing be¬ 
tween her house and Harold’s, and spoke, well 
and wisely of the desire of the young earls to 
conciliate his grace and favour. . 

While thus speaking, Morcar and Edwin, as 
if accidentally, entered, and their salutations of 
Harold were«uch as became theirirelative posi¬ 
tions ; reserved, not distant—respectful, not ser¬ 
vile. With the delicacy of high natures, they 
avoided touching on the cause before the Witan 
(fixed for the morrow), on which depended their 
earldoms or their exile. 

Harold was pleased by their bearing, and 
attracted towards them by the memory of the 
affectionate words that had passed between him 
and Leofric, their illustrious grandsire, over his 
father’s corpse. He thought then of his own 
prayer: “Let there be peace between thine and 
mine!” and looking at their fair and stately 
youth, and noble carriage, he could not but feel 
that the men of Northumbria and Mercia had 
chosen well. The discourse, however, was 
naturally brief, since thus made general; the 
visit soon ceased, and the brothers attended 
Harold to the door with the courtesy of the times. 
Then Haco said, with that faint movement of 
the lips which was his only approach to a smile, 

“ Will ye not, noble thegns, give your hands 
to my kinsman ? ” 

“ Surely,” said Edwin, the handsomer and 
more gentle of the two, and who, having a poet’s 
nature, felt a poet’s enthusiasm for the gallant 
deeds even of a rival,—“surely if the Earl will 
accept the Bands of those who trust never to be 
compelled to draw sword against England’s 
hero.” * 

Harold stretched forth his hand in reply, and 
that cordial and immemorial pledge of our 
national friendships was interchanged. 

Gaining the street, Harold said to his nephew, 

“ Standing as I do towards the young Earls, 
that appeal of thine had been better omitted.” 

“Nay,” answered Haco; “their cause is 
already prejudged in their favour. And* thou 
must ally thyself with tire heirs of Leofric, and 
the successors of Siward.” 

Harold made no answer. There was some¬ 
thing in the positive tone of this beardless youth, 
that displeased him; but he remembered that 
Haco was the son of Sweyn, Godwin’s first-bom, 
and that, but for Sweyn’s •crimes, Haco might 
have held the place in England he held himself, 
and looked to the same august destinies beyond. 

In the evening a messenger from the Roman 
house arrived, with two letters for Harold ; one 
from Hilda, that contained but these words : 
“ Again peril menaces thee, but in the shape of 
good. Beware! and, above all, of the evil that 
wears the form of wisdom.” 

The other letter was from Edith; it was long 
for the letters of that age, and every sentence 
spoke a heart wrapped in his. 

Reading the last, Hilda’s warnings were for¬ 
gotten. The picture of Edith—the prospect of 
a power that might at last effect their union, and 
reward her long devotion-rose before him, to 
the exclusion of wilder fancies and loftier hopes ; 


and his sleep that night was full of youthful and 
happy dreams. 

The next day the Witan met. The meeting 
was less stormy than had been expected; for the 
minds of most men were made up, and so far as 
Tostig was interested, the facts were too evident 
and notorious, the 1 witnesses too numerous, to 
leave any option to the judges. Edward, on 
whom alone Tostig had relied, had already, with 
his ordinary vacillation, been swayed towards a 
right decision, partly by the counsels of Aired 
and his other prelates, and especially by the re¬ 
presentations of Haco, whose grave bearing and 
profound dissimulation had gatned a singular in¬ 
fluence overthe formal and melancholy King. 

By some previous compact or understanding 
between the opposing parties, there was no 
attempt, however, to push matters against tlfo 
offending Tostig to vindictive extremes. There 
was no suggestion of outlawry, or punishment, 
beyond the simple deprivation of the earldom he 
had abused. And in return for this moderation 
on the one side, the other agreed to support and 
ratify the new election of the Northumbrians. 
Morcar was thus formally invested with the vice- 
ldngship of that great realm ; while Edwin was 
, confirmed in the earldom of the principal part of 
Mercia. 

On the announcement of these decrees, which 
were received with loud applause by all the crowd 
assembled to hear them, Tostig, rallying round 
him his house-carles, left the town. He went 
first to Githa, with whom [his wife had sought 
refuge; and, after a long conference with his 
mother, he, and his haughty Countess, journeyed 
to the sea-coast, and took ship for Flanders. 


Chapter IX. 

Gurth and Harold were seated in close com¬ 
mune in the Earl’s chamber, at an hour long 
after the complin (or second vespers), when 
Aired entered unexpectedly. The old man's 
face was unusually grave, and Harold’s pene¬ 
trating eye saw that he was gloomy with some 
matters of great moment. 

“Harold," said the prelate, seating himself, 
“ the hour has come to test thy truth, when thou 
saidst that thou wert ready to make all sacrifice 
to thy land, and further, that thou wouldst 
abide by the counsel of those free from thy 
passions, -and looking on thee only as the in¬ 
strument of England’s weal.” 

“ Speak on, father,” said Harold, turning 
somewhat pale at the solemnity of the address; 
“ ^am ready, if the council so desire, to remain 
a subject, and aid in the choice of a worthier 
king.” 

“ Thou divinest medll,” answered Aired; “ I 
do not call on thee to lay aside the crown, but to 
crucify the heart. The decree of the Witan 
assigns Mercia and Northumbria to the sons of 
Algar. Tie, old demarcations of the heptarchy, 
as thou knowest, are scarce worn out^ it is even 
now less one monarchy, than various states re¬ 
taining their own laws, and inhabited by dif¬ 
ferent races, who under the sub-kings, called 
earls, acknowledge a supreme head in the Basi- 
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leus of Britain. Mercia bath its March law and 1 
its prince ; Northumbria its Dane law, and its 
leader. To elect a king without civil war, these 
realms, for <so they are, must unite with and 
sanction the Witans elsewhere held. Only-thus 
can the kingdom be firm against foes without 
and anarchy within ; and the more so, frotn the 
alliance between the new earls of those great 

{ novinces and the House of Gryffyth, which still 
ives in Caradoc his son. What if at Edward’s 
death Mercia and Northumbria refuse to sanc¬ 
tion thy accession? What, if, when all our 
force were needed against the Normau, the 
Welch broke loose from their hills, and the Scots 
from their moots ! Malcolm of Cfimbria, now 
King of Scotland, is Tostig’s dearest iriend, 
jvhile his people side with Morcar. Verily these 
are dangers enow lor a new king, even if Wil¬ 
liam's sword slept in its sheath.” 

“ Thou speakest the words of wisdom,” said 
Harold, “ but I knew beforehand that he who 
wears a crown must abjure repose.” 

“ Not so; there is one way, and but one, to 
reconcile all England to thy dominion—to win 
to thee not the cold neutrality but the eager zeal 
of Mercia and Northumbria; to make the first 
guard thee from the Welch, the last be thy ram¬ 
part against the Scot. In a word, thou must 
ally thyself with the blood of these young earls ; 
thou must wed with Aldyth their sister.” 

The Earl sprang to his feet aghast. 

“ No—no ! ” he exclaimed ; “not that!—any 
sacrifice but that!—rather forfeit,the throne than 
resign the heart that leans on mine ! Thou 
knowest my pledge to Edith, rhy cousin; pledge 
hallowed by the faith of long years. No—no, 
have, mercy—human mercy; I can wed no other! 
—any sacrifice but that! ”, * 

The good prelate, though not unprepared for 
this burst. Was much moved by its genuine 
anguish; but, steadfast to his purpose, he 
resumed 

“Alas my son, so say we all in the hour of 
trial—any sacrifice but that which duty and 
heaven ordain. Resign the throne thou canst 
not, or thou leaves! the land Without a ruler, dis¬ 
tracted by rival claims and ambitions, an easy 
prey to theNorman. Resign jbyhumanaffections 
thou canst and must; and the more, O Harold, 
that even if duty compelled not this new alliance, 
the old tie is one of sin, which, as king, and as 
high example in high place to all men, thy 
conscience within, and the Church without, 
summon thee to break. How purify the erring 
lives of the churchmen, if thyself a rebel to the 
Church ? and if thou hast thought ; that thy 
power as king might prevail on the Roman f^on- 
tiffto grarit dispensation for wedlock within the 
degrees, and that so thou mightest legally confirm 
thy now illegal troth; bethink thee well, thou 
hast a more dread arid urgent boon now to ask— 
in absolution from thine oath to William, Both 
prayers, surely, our Roman father will not grant. 
Wilt thouehoose that which absolves from sin. 
or that which consults but thy carnal affections? ” 
Harold covered his face with his hands, and 
groaned aloud in his strong agony. 

“ Aid me,'<jurth,” cried Aired, “ thou, sinless 
and spotless; thou, in whose voice a brother’s 


love can blend with a Christian’s zeal; aid me, 
Gurth, to melt the stubborn, but to comfort the 
human, heart.” 

Then Gurth, with a strong effort over himself, 
knelt by Harold’s side, and in strong simple 
language, backed the representations of the 
priest. In truth, all argument drawn from 
reason, whether in the state of the land, oj the 
new duties, tft which Harold was committed, 
were on the one side, and unanswerable; on the 
other, was but that mighty resistance which love 
opposes ever to reason. And Harold continued 
to murmur, while his hands concealed his face. 

“ Impossible !—she who trusted, who trusts— 
who so loves—she whose whole youth hath been 
consumed in patient faith in me!—Resign her ! 
and for another! I cannot—I cannot. Take 
from me the throne !—Oh vain heart of man, that 
so long desired its own curse! —Crown the 
Atheling ; my manhood shall defend his youth. 
But not this offering! No, no—I will not! ” 

It were tedious»to relate the rest of 'that pro¬ 
longed and agitated conference. All that night, 
till the last stars waned, and the bells of prime 
were heard from church and convent, did the 
priest and the brother alternately plead and 
remonstrate, chide and soothe; and still 
Harold’s heart clung to Edith’s, with its bleeding 
roots. At length they, perhaps! not unwisely, 
left him to himself; and as, whispering low their 
hopes and their fears of the result of the self- 
conflict, they went forth from the convent. Haco 
joined them in the courtyard, and while his cold 
mournful eye scanned the faces of priest and 
brother, he asked them “ how they had sped ? ” 

Alredshook his head and answered,— 

“ Man’s heart is more strong in the flesh than 
true to the spirit.” * 

“Pardonme, father,”said Haco, “if I suggest 
that your most eloquent and persuasive ally in 
this, were Edith herself. Start not so inciedu- 
lously; it is because she loves the Earl more than 
her own li$s, that,—once show her that the Earl’s 
safety, greatness, honour, duty, lie in release 
from t his troth to her—that nought save Ins 
erring love resists youf councils and his country’s 
claims—and Edith’s voice will have more power 
than yours.” 

The virtuous prelate, more acquainted with 
| t man’s selfishness than woman’s devotion, only 
replied by an impatient gesture. But Gurtli, 
lately wedded to a woman worthy of him, said 

“ Haco speaks well, my father; and methinks 
itis due to both that Edith should not, uncon¬ 
sulted, be abandomed by him for whom she has 
abjured all others ; to whom sbe has been as 
devoted in heart as if sworn wife already. Leave 
we awhile, my brother, never the slave of passion, 
and with whom England must at last prevail 
over all selfish thought; and ride we at once to 
tell to Edith what we have told to him ; dr rather 
—woman can best in such a case speak to woman 
—let us tell all to our Lady—Edward’s wife, 
Harold's sister, and Edith's holy godmother— 
and abide by her counsel. On the third day we 
shall return.” • 

“ Go we so charged, noble Gurth,” said Haco, 
observing the prelate’s reluctant countenance. 



HAROLD. 


“ and leave we our reverend father to watch over 
the Earl’s sharp struggle.” 

“ Thou speakest well, my son,” said the pre¬ 
late, “ and thy mission suits the young and the 
layman, better than the old and the priest.” 

“JLet us go, Haco,” said Gurtji, briefly. 
“ Deep, sore, and lasting is. the wound I inflict 
on the brother of my loVe ; and my own heart 
bleeds, in his; but he himself hath taught me to 
jjoki England as a Roman held Rome.” 


CHAPTER X. 

It is the nature of that happiness which we 
derive from our affections to be calm; its im¬ 
mense influence upon our outward life is not 
known till it is troubled or withdrawn. By 
lacing, his heart at peace, man leaves vent to 
is energies and passions, and permits their 
current to flow towards the aipis and objects 
which interest labour or arouse ambition. Thus 
absorbed in the occupation without, he is lulled 
into a certain forgetfulness of the value of that 
internal repose which gives health and vigour to 
the faculties he employs abroad. But once mar 
this scarce-felt, almost invisible harmony, and 
the discord extends to the remotest chords of 
our active being. Say to the busiest man whom 
thou seest in mart, camp, or senate, who seems 
to thee all intent upon his worldly schemes, 
“Thy home is reft from thee—thy household 
gods are shattered—that sweet noiseless content 
in the regular mechanism of the springs which 
set the large wheels of thy soul into movement 
is thine nevermore! ”—and straightway all ex¬ 
ertion seems robbed of its object—all aim of its 
alluring* charm. “ Othello’s occupation is 
gone! ” With a start, that man will awaken 
from the sunlit visions of noontide ambition, and 
exclaim in bis desolate anguish, “ What are all 
the rewards to my labour, now thou hast robbed 
me of repose ? How little are all the# gains 
wrung from strife, in a world of rivals and foes, 
compared to the smile whose sweetness I knew 
not till it was lost, and the sense of security 
from mortal ill which I took from the trust and 
sympathy of love ? ” 

Thus was it with Harold in that bitter and 
terrible crisis of his fate. This rare and spiritual 
love* which had existed on hope, which had never 
known fruition, had become the subtlest, the 
most exquisite part of hfe being; this love, to 
the full and holy possession of which every step 
in his career seemed to advance him, was it now 
to be evermore reft from his heart, his existence, 
at the very moment when he had deemed him¬ 
self most secure of its rewards—when he most 
needed its consolations ? Hitherto, in that love 
he had Mved in the future—he had silenced the 
voice of the turbulent human passion by the 
whisper of the jsatient angel, “A little while 
yet, and thy bride sits beside thy throne! ” 
How what was that future 1 how joyless.{ how 
desolate ! The splendour vanished from Ambi¬ 
tion—the glow from the face of Fame—the sense 
of Duty remained alone to counteract five plead¬ 
ings of Affection ; but Duty, no longer dressed 
in all the gorgeous colourings it took before from 


glory and power—Duty stern, and harsh, and 
terrible as the iron frown of a Grecian Destiny. 

And thus, front to front with that fluty, he 
sate alone one evening, while his lips murmured, 

“ Oh fatal voyage, Oh lying truth in the hell- 
bom prophecy ! this, then, this Was the wife my 
league with the Norman was to win to my 
arms ! ” In the streets below Were heard the 
tramp of busy feet hurrying homeward, and the 
confused uproar of joyous wassail from the 
various resorts of entertainment crowded by care¬ 
less revellers. And the tread of steps mounted 
the stairs without his door, and there paused; 
and there was the murmur of two voices without; 
one the cftar voice of Gurth—one softer and 
more troubled. The Earl lifted his head from 
his bosom, and his heart beat quick at the faint 
and scarce-heard sound of that last voice. The 
door opened gently, gently : a form entered, and 
halted on the shadow of the threshold ; the door 
closed again by a hand from without. The Earl 
rose to his feet, tremulously, and the next mo¬ 
ment Edith was at his knees, her hood thrown 
back, her face upturned tp his, bright with un. 
faded beauty, serene with the grandeur of self¬ 
martyrdom. 

“ O Harold! ” she exclaimed, “ dost thou re¬ 
member that in the old time I said,' Edith had 
loved thee less if thou hadst not loved England 
more than Edith ? ’ Recal, recal those words. 
And deeraest thou now that I, who have gazed 
for years into thy clear soul, and learned there 
to sun my woman’s heart in the light of all 
glories native to noblest man—deemest thou, 
O Harold, that I am weaker now than then, when 
I scarce knew what England and glory were ? ” 

“ Edith, Edith, what wouldst thou say ?— 
What knowest thou ?—Who hath told thee ?— 
What led thee hither, to take part against thy¬ 
self?” 

“ It matters not who told me; I know all. 
What led me ? Mine own soul, and mine own 
love ! ” Springing to her feet, and clasping his 
hand in both hers, while she locked into his 
face, she resumed: “I do not say tothee, ‘Grieve 
not to part; ’ for I know too well thy faith, thy 
tenderness—thy heart, so grand and so soft. 
But I do say, ‘Soar above thy grief, and be 
more than man for the sake of men!' Yes, 
Harold, for this last time I behold thee. I 
clasp thy hand, I lean on thy heart, I hear its 
beating, and I shall go hence without a tear.” 

“It cannot, it shall not be!” exclaimed 
Harold, passionately. “.Thou deceivest thyself 
in the divine passion of the hour: thou canst not 
foresee the utterness Of the desolation to which 
t^ou wouldst doom thy life. We were betrothed 
to each other by ties strong as those of the 
Church,—over the grave of the dead, under the 
Vault of heaven, in the form of ancestral faith! 
The bond cannot be broken. If England de¬ 
mands me, let England take me with the ties it 
were unholy, even for her sake, to rend ! ” 

“ Alas, mas ! ” faltered Edith, while the flush 
on her cheek sank intomomnful paleness. “It 
is not as thou sayest. So has thy love sheltered 
me from the world—so utter was my youth's 
ignorance or my heart’s oblivion of the stern laws 
of man, that when it pleased thee that we should 
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love each other, I could not believe that that love 
was sin; and that it was sin hitherto I will not 
think;— now it hath become one,” 

“ No, no I .” cried Harold; all the eloquence 
on which thousands had hung, thrilled and spell¬ 
bound, desertmg him in that hour of need, and 
leaving to him only broken exclamations,—frag¬ 
ments, in each of which his heart itself seemed 
shivered; “ no, no,—not sin!—sin only to for¬ 
sake thee,—Hush! hush!—This is a dream— 
wait till we wake ! True heart! noble soul!—I 
will not part from thee! ” 

“ But I bom thee! And rather that thou 
shouldst be lost for my sake—the sake of woman 
—to honour and conscience, and alk for which 
thy sublime life sprang from the hands of Nature 
—if not the cloister, may I find the grave ?— 
Harold, to the last let me be worthy of thee ; 
and feel, at least, that if not tjhy wife—that 
bright; that blessed fate not mine !—still, remem¬ 
bering Edith, just men may say, ‘ She would not 
have dishonoured the hearth of Harold ! ’ ” 

“ Dost thou know,” said the Earl, striving to 
speak calmly, ‘‘dost thou know that it is not 
only to resign thee that they demand—that it is 
to resign thee, and for another ? ” 

“I know it," said Edith; and two burning 
tears, despite her strong and preternatural self¬ 
exultation, swelled from the dark fringe, and 
rolled slowly down the colourless cheek, as she 
added, with a loud voice, “I know it: but that 
other is not Aldyth, it is England! In her, in 
Aldytli, behold the dear cause of thy native land; 
with her enw&ve the loVe which thy native land 
should command. So thinking, thou art recon¬ 
ciled, and I consoled. It is not for woman that 
thou desertest Edith.” 

“ Hear, and take from those lips the strength 
and the valour that belong to the name of Hero! ” 
said a deep and clear voice behind ; and Gurth, 
—who, whether distrusting the result of an inter¬ 


view so prolonged, or tenderly desirous to termi¬ 
nate its pain, had entered' unobserved,—ap¬ 
proached, and wound his arm caressingly round 
his brother. “Oh, Harold!” he said, “dear 
to me as the drops in my heart is my young 
bride, newly wed; but if for one tithe of the 
claims that now call thee to the torture and trial 
—yea, if but for one hour of good, service to free¬ 
dom and law —*1 would consent witljput a groafSi 
to behold her no more. And if men asked me 
how I could so conquer man’s affections, I woulfl 
point to thee, and say, ‘ So Harold taught my 
youth by his lessons, and my manhood by Ins 
life.’ Before thee, visible, stand Happiness and 
Love, butwitluhemShame; beforethee invisible, 
stands Woe, but with Woe are IjEngland and 
eternal glory! Choose between them.” 

“ He hath chosen,” said Edith,' as Harold 
turned to the wall, and leaned against it, hiding 
liis face; then, approaching softly, she knelt, 
lilted to her lips the hem of his robe, and kissed 
it with devout passion. 

Harold turned suddenly, and opened his arms. 
Edith resisted not that mute appeal; she rose, 
and fell on his breast, sobbing. 

Wild and speechless Was that last embrace. 
The moon which had witnessed their union 
by the heathen grave, "now rose above the tower 
of the Christian church, and looked wan and 
cold upon their parting. 

Solemn and clear paused the orb—a cloud 
pa>sed over the disk—and Edith was gone. The 
cloud rolled away, and again the moon shone 
forth; and where had knelt the fair form, and 
looked the last look of Edith, stood the motion¬ 
less image, and gaaed the solemn eye, of the 
daik son of Sweyn. But Harold leant on the 
breast of Gurth, and saw not who had *upplan- 
ted the soft and loving Fylgia of his life—saw 
nought in the universe but the blank of deso¬ 
lation ! 


#* 

BOOK XI. 

THE NORMAN SCHEMER, AND THE'NORWEGIAN SEA-KING. 


Chapter I. 

It was the eve of the 5 th of January—the eve of 
the day announced to King Edward as that of 
his deliverance from earth; and whether or not 
the prediction bad wrought its own fulfilment on 
the fragile frame and susceptible nerves of the 
King, the last of the line ofCerdic was fast pass¬ 
ing into tlm solemn shades of eternity. 

Without the, walls of the palace, through the 
whole city of London, the excitement was inde¬ 
scribable. All the river before the palace wtfs 
crowded with boats; all the broad space on the 
Isle of Theraey itself, thronged with anxious 
groups. But a few days before, the new-built 
Abbey had .been solemnly consecrated; with the 
completion,Qf that holy edifice, Edward’s life 
itself seemed done. Like the kings of Egypt, he 
had built histomb. ? 

< Within the palace, if posable, silll greater was 
the agitation, more dread thesuspense. Hobbies, 
bails, ccHxkHmv staiii, ante-rooms, were filled 
with churchmen and thegns. Nor was it alone 


for news of the King’s state that their brows were 
so knit, that their breath came and went so short. 
It is not when a great chief is dying, that men 
c&mpose their minds <0 deplore a loss. That 
comes long after, when the worm is at its work, 
and comparison between the dead and the living 
often rights the one to. wrong the other. But 
while the breath is struggling, and the eye glaz- 
irfg, life, busy in the bystanders, murmurs, 
“ Who shall be the heir ? ” And, in this instance, 
never had suspense been so keenly wrought up 
into hope and terror. For the news of Duke 
William’s designs had now spread far and near • 
and awful was the doubt, whether the abhorred 
Norman should receive his sole sanction to so 
arrogant,a claim from the parting assart of Ed¬ 
ward. Although, as we have seen, the Crown 
was not absolutely within the bequest of a dying 
king, but at the will of the Witan, stiff, iu cir¬ 
cumstances so unparalleled, the utter failure of 
all natural heirs, save a boy feeble in mind as 
body, and half foreign by birth and rearing; the 
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love 'borne by Edward to the Church ; and the 
sentiments, half of pity, half of reverence, with 
which he was regarded throughout the land;— 
his. dying word would go far to influence the 
council and select the successor. Some whisper¬ 
ing to each other, with pale lips, all the dire 
predictions then current in men’s mouths and 
bqpasts ; some in moody silence; all lifted eager 
eyes, as frbnf time to time, a glooi&y Benedictine 
passed in the direction to or fro the King’s 
chamber. 

In that chamber, traversing the past of eight 
centuries, enter we with hushed and noiseless 
feet—a room known to us in many a later scene 
and legend of England’s troubled history, as 
“The PAtNTED Chamber,” long called “The 
Conerssor’s.” At the farthest end of that long 
and lofty space, raised upon a regal platform, and 
roofed with regal canopy, was the bed of death. 

At the foot stood Harold; on one side knelt 
Edith, the King’s lady; at the other Aired; 
while S ligand stood near—the holy rood in his 
hand—and the abbot of the new monastery of 
Westminster by Stigand’s side ; and all the 
greatest t beg as, including Morcar and Edwin, 
Crurth and Leofwine, all the more illustrious pre¬ 
lates and abbots, stood also on the dais. 

In the lower end of the hall, (he King’s phy¬ 
sician was warming a cordial d|’er the brazier, 
and some of the subordinate officers of the house¬ 
hold were standing in the niches,of the deep set 
windows ; and they—not great eno’ 1 for other 
emotions than those Of human love for their 
kindly lord —they rvept. 

The Kiijg, who had already undergone the last 
holy offices of the Church, was lying quite quiet, 
his eyes^talf closed, breathing low but regularly. 
He had been speechless the turo proceeding days; 
on this ho had uttered a few words, which showed 
returning consciousness. His hand, reclined on 
the coverlid, was clasped in his wife’s, who was 
praying fervently. Something in the touch of 
her hand, or the sound of her mmynur, stirred 
the King from the growing lethargy, and his 
eyes opening, fixed on the kneeling lady. 

“Ah?” said he faintly, “ ever good, ever 
meek ! Think not I did not love thee; hearts 
will be read yonder ; we shall have our guerdon.” 

The lady looked up through her streaming 
tears. Edward released his hand, and laid it op 
her head as in benediction. Then motioning to 
the abbot of Westminster, he drew from his fin¬ 
ger the ring which the palmers had brought to 
him,* and murmured scarce audibly,— 

“ Be this kept in the house of St. Peter in 
memory of me! ” 

“ He is alive now to us—speak—” whispered 
more than one thegtf, one abbot, to Aired and 
to Stigand. And Stigaud, as the harder and 
more worldly !man of the two, moved up, and 
bending over the pillow between Aired and the 
King, said- . , , , . ■ : fv 

; “ 0 royal son, about to win the crown to which 
that of earth is but an idiot’s wreath of withered 
leaves, juot yet may thy soul forsake us. Whom 
commepdest thou to us as siippherd to- thy be- 
reaven Sock ? whom shall we admonish to trend 
in those traces thy footsteps leave below ? ” 7 

* Brompt. Cbrcm. 


The King made a slight gesture of impatience; 
and the Queen, forgetful of all but her wotnanly 
sorrow, raised her eye and finger in reproof that 
the dying was thus disturbed. But the Stake 
was too weighty, the suspense too keen, for that 
reverent delicacy in those around; and the thegiis 
pressed on each other, and a murmur rose, Which 
murmured the name of Harold. 

“ Bethink thee, my son,” said'Aired, in a ten¬ 
der voice, tremulous with emotion; “ the young 
Atheling is too much an infant yet for these 
anxious times.” 

Edward signed his head in assent. 

“Then,” said the Norman bishop of London, 
who till that moment had stood in the rear, al¬ 
most forgotten amongst the crowd of Saxon pre¬ 
lates, but who himself had been all eyes and 
ears. “ Then,” said Bishop William, advancing, 
“ if thine own royal line so fail, who so near to 
thy love, who so worthy to succeed, as William 
thy cousin, the Count of the Normans ? ” 

Dark was the scowl on the brow of every 
thegn, and a muttered “ No, no: never the Nor¬ 
man!” was heard distinctly. Harold’s face 
flushed, and his hand was on the hilt of his 
ateghar. But no other sign gave he of his in¬ 
terest in the question. 

The King lay for some moments silent, but 
evidently striving to re-collect his thoughts. 
Meanwhile the two arch-prelates bent over him 
—Stigand eagerly, Aired fondly. 

Then raising himself on one arm, while with 
the other he pointed to Harold at the foot of the 
bed, the King said,— 

“Your hearts, I see, are with Harold the 
Earl; so be it.” 

At those words he fell back on his pillow; a 
loud shriek burst from his wife’s lips; all crowded 
around; he lay as the dead. 

At the cry, and the indescrible movement of 
the throng, the physician came .quick from the 
lower part of the -hall. He made his way 
abruptly to the bedside, and said chidingly, 
“Air, give him air.” The throng parted, the 
leach moistened the King’s pale lips with the 
cordial, but no breath seemed to come forth, no 
pulse seemed to beat; and while the two prelates 
knelt before the human body and by the blessed 
rood, the rest descended the dais, and hastened 
to depart. Harold only remained ;- but he had 
passed from the foot to the head of the bed. 

The crowd had gained the centre of the hall, 
when a sound that startled them as if it had 
come from the grave, chained every footstep— 
the sound of the King’s voice, loud, terribly 
distinct, and full, as with' the vigour of youth 
rgstored. All turned their eyes, appalled; all 
stood spellbound. 

There sate the King upright on the bed, his 
face seen above the kneeling prelates, and his 
eyes bright and shining down the hall. 

M Yea," he said, deliberately, “ yea, as this 
shall be a real vision or a false illusion^ grant me, 
Almighty One, the power of speech to tell it.” 

He paused a moment, and thus resumed :— 

“It was oxi the banks of the frozefi Seinef 
this day thirty-and-One witaters ago, that two 
holy monks, to whom the gift of prophecy was 
vouchsafed, told me Of direful woes that should 
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fall- on England; ‘ For God,’ said they, * after 
thy death, has delivered England into the hand 
of the enemy, and fiends shall wander over the 
land.’ Then I asked in my sorrow, * Cannought 
avert the doom ? and may not my people free 
themselves by repentance, like the Ninevifes of 
old ?’" And the Prophets answered, ‘ Nay, nbr 
shall the calamity cease, and the curse be com¬ 
pleted, till a green tree be sundered in twain, 
and the part cut off be carried away ; yet move, 
of itself, to the ancient trunk, unite to the stem, 
bad out with the blossom, and stretch forth its 
fhiit.’ So said the monks, and even now, ere I 
spoke, I saw them again, there, standing mute, 
and with the paleness of dead met* by the side 
of my bed ! ” 

These words were said so calmly, and as it 
were so rationally, that their import became 
doubly awful from the cold precision of the tone. 
A shudder parsed through the assembly, and 
each man shrunk from the King’s eye, which 
seemed to each man to dwell on himself. Sud¬ 
denly that eye altered in its cold beam; suddenly 
the voice changed its deliberate accent; the grey 
hairs seemed to bristle erect, the whole face to 
work with horror; the arms stretched forth, the 
form writhed on the couch, distorted fragments 
from the older Testament rushed from the Kps: 
“Sanguelac i Sanguelac ! —the Lake of Blood,” 
shrieked forth the dying King, “ the Lord hath 
bent his bow—the Lord hath bared his sword. 
He comes down as a warrior to war, and his 
wrath is in the steel and the flame. He boweth 
the mountajls, and comes down, and darkness 
is under his feet! ” 

As if revived but for these tremendous denun¬ 
ciations, while the last word left his lips the 
frame collapsed, the eyes set, and the King fell 
a corpse in the arms of Harold. 

But one smile of the sceptic or the world-man 
was seen on the paling lips of those present: 
that smile was not on the Kps of warriots and 
men of mail. It distorted the sharpened features 
of Stigand, the world-man and the miser, as, 
passing down, and amidst the group, he said, 
“ Tremble ye at the dreams of a sick old man P ” * 


CHAPTER H. 

The time of year customary for the National 
Assembly ; the recent consecration of West¬ 
minster, for which Edward had convened all his 
chief spiritual lords, the anxiety felt for the it#* 
firm state of the King* and the interest as to the 
impending succession—all concurred to permit 
the instantaneous meeting of a Witan worthy, 
from rank and numbers, to meet the eraergerfly 
of the time, and proceed to the most momentous 
election evet yet known in England. The thegns 
and prelates met ih faaste. Harold’s marriage 
with Aldyth, which has taken place but a few 
weeks before, had united all parties with his 
own; not, a claim chmrter «> the great;:Earl’s 
was advanced; the choice was utfanimous. The 
•necessity of terminating at sueh a crisis aS sus¬ 
pense ttr*ghent”the.lan|^oa», ; '»nd ■exringuish- 
ing the danger of all counter intrigues, forbade 
• Sea note P. 


to men thus united any delay in solemnising their 1 
decision; and the august obsequies of Edward 
were followed On the Same day by the coronation 
of Harold. 

It was in the body of the mighty Abbey 
Church, not indeed as we see it now, after suc¬ 
cessive restorations and remodellings, but simple 
in its, long rows of Saxon arch and massive 
column, blending the first Teuton jwith the last 
Roman masonries, that the crowd ,of the Saijpn 
freemen assembled to honour the monarch of 
their choice. First Saxon king, since England 
had been one. monarchy, selected not from the 
single House of Cerdic—first Saxon king, not 
led to the throne by the pale shades of fabled 
ancestors tracing their descent from the Father- 
God of the Teuton, but by the spirits that never 
know a grave—the arch-eternal givers of crowns, 
and founders of dynasties—Valour and Fame. 

Aired and Stigand, the two great prelates of 
llie realm, had conducted Harold to the church,* 
and up the aisle to the altar, followed by the 
chiefs of the Witan in their long robes; and the 
clergy with their abbots and bishops sung the 
anthems—“ Fermetur manus tua ” and “ Gloria 
Patri .” 

And now the music ceased ; Harold prostrated 
himself before the altar, and the sacred melody 
burst forth with the great hymn, “ Te Deum." 

As it ceased, prelate and thegn raised their 
chief from the’floor, and in imitation of , the old 
custom of Teuton and Northman—when the 
lord of their armaments was borne on shoulder 
and shield—Harold mounted a platform, and 
rose in full view of the crowd. 

” Thus,” said the Archprelate, ‘•'we choose 
Harold son of Godwin for lord and for king.” 
And the thegns drew round, and placed’ hand on 
Harold’s knee, and cried aloud, “ We choose 
thee, O Harold, for lord and for king.” And 
row by row, line by line, all the multitude 
shouted forth, “Wechoose thee, O Harold, for 
lord and king.” So there fie stood with his 
calm brow,*facing all, Monarch of England, and 
Basileus of Britain. 

Nofr unheeded amidst the throng, and lean¬ 
ing against a column in the arches of the aisle, 
was a woman with her veil round her face : and 
she Kited the veil for a moment to gaze on that 
lofty brow, and the tears were streaming Fast 
Sown her cheek, but her face was not sad. 

“ Let the vulgar not see, to pity or scorn thee, 
daughter of kings as •great as he who abandons 
and forsakes thee! ” murmured a voice in her 
ear ; and the form of Hilda, needing no sup¬ 
port from column or wall, rose erect by tike side 

* It seem* by the’coronation service of Ethelred H. 
still extant, that two bishop* officiated in the crowning 
of the King ;: and hence, perhaps, the discrepancy in 
the chronicler*, some contending that Harold was 
crowned by Aired, others, by Stigand- It is noticeable, 
however, *v.at it is the apt togists of the Norman# who 
assign thafoffice to Stigand, who vat in disgrace with 
the Pope: and deemed no lawful bishop. Thus in the 
B&yeux Tapestry the label, ” Stigand," is significantly 
{fixed to the officiating prolate, as if to. conveyinsinua- 
tion, that Harold MM not lawfully croWned. Florence, 
by far the best authority/says distinctly, that Harold 
was crowned by Aired. The ceremonial of the corona¬ 
tion described in the text, is forthe most part given oa 
the authority b? the “ Cotton MS.” quoted by Sbaiton 
Tumeti, voh'ki. p; igt. 
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■of Edi\h. Edith bowed her head and lowered 
the veil, as the king descended the platform and 
stood again by the altar, while clear through the 
hushed assembly rang the words of his triple 
promise \o his people : , 

“ Peact to his Church and the Christian flock. 
“Interdict of rapacity and injustice. • 
“Equity and mercy in his judgments, as 
Got the gkdous and just might* snow mercy 
to him,” T . ■ 

And deep from the hearts of thousands came 
the low “ Arisen/’ 

. Then after \ short prayer, which each prelate 
repeated, the Vrowd saw afar the glitter of the 
crown held ovbr the head of the King. The 
voice of the coksecrator was heard, low till it 
came to the wt>rds “ So potently and royally 
may he rule, against all visible and invisible foes, 
that the royal throve of the Angles and Saxons 
may not desert his sceptre.’' 

As the prayer ceased, came the symbolical 
rite of anointment. \Then pe&led the sonorous 
organ,* and solemn along the aisles rose, the 
anthem that closed with the chorus, which the 
voice of the multitude,swelled, “ May the King 
live for ever! ” Thdp the crown that had 
gleamed in the trembllftg hand of the prelate, 
rested firm in its splenctour on the front of the 
King. And the sceptreof rule, and the rod of 
justice, “to soothe the pious and terrify the 
bad,” were placed in the royal hands. And the 
prayer and the blessings were renewed,—till the 
dose ; “ Bless, Lord, the courage of this Prince, 
and prosper the works of hit hand. With his 
horn, as the horn of the rhiooderos, may he blow 
the waters to the extremities Of the earth; and 
may He who has ascended to the skies be his 
aidforevwr!” , 

Then Hilda stretched forth her hand to lead 
Edith from the place. But Edith shook her 
head and murmured,— 

“But once again, but once!” and with in¬ 
voluntary step moved on. 

Suddenly, close where she paused", the crowd 
parted, and down the narrow lane, so formed 
amidst the wedged and breathless crowd »came 
the august procession;—prelate and thegn swept 
on from tne church to the palace; and alone, 
with firm and measured stepi, the diadem on his 
brow, the sceptre in his hand, came the King. 
Edith checked the rushing impulse at her heartf 
but she bent forward, with veil half drawn aside, 
and so gazed on that face qpd form of more than 
royal majesty, fondly* proudly. The King 
swept on and saw her not; love lived no more 
for him, 

Chapter HI. 

The boat shot over the royal Thames. Borne 
along thy waters, thy shouts and the hymns of 
swarming thousands from the land shook like a 
blast, the gelid air of the Wolf-month. All 
space seemed filled and noisy With the name of 
Harold the King. Fast rowed the rowers,—-on 
shot the boat ; and Hilda’s face, stern and omi¬ 
nous, turned to the still towers of the palace, 
gleaming wide; and white in the wintry sun. 
* Introduced into our churchei in the ninth century. 


Suddenly Edith lifted her hand from her bosom, 
and said passionately,— 

Oh ! mother of my mother, I cannot live 
a gain'in the house where the very walls speak to 
me Of him; all things chain my soul to the 
earth ; and my soul should be in heaven, that, its 
prayers may be heard by the heedful angels. 
The day that the holy Lady of England pre¬ 
dicted hath come to pass, and the silver cord is 
loosed at last. Ah why, why did I not believe 
her then ? why did J then reject the cloister P 
Yet no, I will not repent; at least I have been 
loved! But how I will go to the nunnery of 
Waltham, and kheel at the*altars he hath hal¬ 
lowed to the jnone and the monechyn.” 

Edith,” said the Vala, “ thou wilt not bury 
thy life yet young in the living grave! And, 
despite all tnat now severs you—yea, despite 
Harold’s new and loveless ties—still clearer than 
ever it is written in the heavens, that a day shall 
come, in which you are to be evermore united. 
Many of the shapes I have seen, many of the 
sounds I have heard, in the trance and the 
dream, fade in the troubled memory of waking 
life. But never yet hath grown doubtful or dim 
the prophecy, that the truth pledged by the 
grave shall be fulfilled.” 

“ Oh, tempt not! Oh, delude not! ” cried 
Edith, while the blood rushed over her brow. 

“ Thou knowest this cannot be. Another’s 1 he 
is another’s! and in the words thou hast uttered 
there is deadly sin.” 

“ There is no sin in the resolves of a fate that 
rales us in spite of ourselves. Tarry only till 
the year bring round the birth-day of Harold ; 
for my sayings shall be ripe with'the grape, and 
when the feet of the vineherd, are red in the 
Month of tpe Vine,* the Nomas shall knit ye 
together again! ” 

Edith clasped her hands mutely, and looked 
hard into the face of Hilda,—looked and shud¬ 
dered she knew not why. 

TJfie boat landed on the eastern shore of the 
river, beyond the walls of the city, and then 
Edith bent her way to the holy walls of Walt¬ 
ham. The frost was sharp in the' glitter of the 
unwarming sun ; upon leafless boughs hung the 
barbed ice-gems; and the crown was on the 
brows of Harold! And at night, within the 
walls of the convent, Edith heard the hymns of 
the kneeling monks; and the blasts howled, 
arid the storm arose, arid the voices of destroy¬ 
ing hurricanes were blent with the swell of the 
choral hymns. 

Chapter IV. 

Tostig sate in the.halls of Bruges, and with him 
sate Judith, his haughty wife. The Earl and his 
Countess were playing at chess, (or the game 
resembling it, which amused the idlesse of that 
age) and the Countess had put her lord’s game 
into mortal disorder, ■when Tostig swept his, hand 
over the board, and the pieces rolled on the floor. 

41 That is one way to prevent <jpfeat,” said 
Judith, With a half smile and half frown. 

♦+ It is the wiy of the bold and the. wise,, wife 1 
mine,” answered Tostig, rising, “ let qtl be de~ 

* The Wyn-moutb : October. 
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struction where thou thyself canst win not. Peace 
to these, trifles ! I cannot keep ray mind to the 
mock fight; it flies to the real. Our last news 
sours the taste of the wine, and steals the sleep 
from ray conch* It says that Edward cannot live 
through the winter, and that all men bruit abroad, 
there can be no king save Harold my brother.” 

“ And will thy brother as King give to thee 
again thy domain as Earl ?” 

“ He must! ” answered Tostig, “ and, despite 
all our breaches, with soft message he will. For 
Harold has the heart of the Saxon, to which the 
sons of one father are dear; and Githa, my mo¬ 
ther, when we first fled, controlled the voice of 
my revenge, and bade me wait patient and hope 
yet.” 

Scarce had these words fallen from Tostig’s 
lips, when the chief of his Danish house-carles 
came in, and announced the arrival of a bode 
from England. 

“ His news ? his news ? ” cried the Earl, “ with 
his own lips let him speak his news.” 

The house-carle withdrew but to usher in the 
messengerj an Anglo-Dane. 

" The weight on thy brow shows the load on 
thy heart,” cried Tostig. "Speak, and be brief.” 

" Edward is dead.” 

" Ha ! and who reigns ?” 

“ Thy brother is chosen and crowned.” 

The face of the Earl grew red and pale in a 
breath, and successive emotions of envy and old 
rivalship, humbled pride and fierce discontent, 
passed across his turbulent heart. But these 
died away as the predominant thought of self- 
interest, and somewhat of that admiration for 
success which often seems like magnanimity in 
grasping minds, and something too of haughty 
exultation, that he stood a King’s brother in the 
halls of his exile, came to chase away the more 
hostile and menacing feeelings. Then Judith 
approached with joy on her brow, and said,— 

" We shall no more eat the bread of depen¬ 
dence even at the hand of a father ; and since 
Harold hath no dame to proclaim to the Church, 
and to place on the dais, thy wife, O my Tostig, 
will have state in fair England little less than her 
sister in Rouen.” 

“ Methinks so will it be,” said Tostig. “ How 
now, nuncius ? why lookest thou so grim, and 
why shakest thou thy head ? ” 

. " Small chance for thy dame to keep state in 
the halls of the King ; small hope for thyself to 
win back thy broad earldom. But a few weeks 
ere thy brother won /he crown, he woii also a 
bride in the house of thy spoiler and foe. Aldyth, 
the sister of Edwin and Morcar, is Lady of Eng¬ 
land ; and that union shuts thee out from No#h- 
umbria for eyer.” 

At these words, as if stricken by some deadly, 
and inexpressible insult, the Earl recoiled, and 
stood a moment mute with rage and amaze. His 
singular beauty became distorted into thfe linea¬ 
ments of a fiend. He stamped with bis foot, as 
he thundered a terrible curse. Then haughtily 
waving his *h and to the bode, in sign of dismissal, 

' he strode to and fro the room m gloomy pertur¬ 
bation.:,, 

Judith:, like her sister Matilda, a woman fierce 
and vindictive, continued, by that sharp venom. 


that lies in the tongue of the sex, to incite, still 
more the intense resentment of her lord. Perhap- 
some female jealousies of Aldyth might coiitri. 
bute to increase her own indignation. / 

But without such frivolous addition to anger, 
there was cause eno' in this marriage thoroughly 
to complete the alienation between the King and 
his brother. It was impossible thai one scy re¬ 
vengeful as 'fostig should not chedsfi the deepest 
animosity, not only against the people that bad 
rejected, but the new Earl tEat Jstd succeeded 
him. In wedding the sister of this fortunate 
rival and despoiler, Harold coulc not, therefore, 
but gall him iu his most sensitive sores of soul. 
The King, thus, formally approved arid sanc¬ 
tioned his ejection, solemnly took part with his 
foe, robbed him of all legal chance of recovering 
his dominions, and, in the yords of the bode, 
"shut him out from Northumbria for ever.” 
Nor was this even all. Grart his return to Eng¬ 
land ; grant a reconciliation with Harold: still 
those abhorred and more fortunate enemies, 
necessarily made now the most intimate part ol 
the King’s family, must be most in his confi¬ 
dence, would curb and chafe and encounter Tos¬ 
tig in every scheme for his personal aggrandise¬ 
ment. His foes, in a vord, were in the camp o( 
his brother. 

While gnashing his teeth with a wrath the 
more deadly because, he saw not yet his way to 
retribution,—Judith, pursuing the separate 
thread of her own cogitations, said— 

"And if my sister’s lord the Count of the 
Normans, had, as rightly he ought to have, sue 
ceeded his cousin the Monk-king, tpen I should 
have a sister on the throne, and thou in her 
husband a brother more tender thzyi Harold. 
One who supports his barons with sword and 
mail, and gives the villeins rebelling against him 
but the brand and the cord.” 

“ Ho ! ” cried Tostig, stopping suddenly in his 
disordered strides, " Kiss me, wife, for those 
words! Tjjtey have helped thee to power, and 
lit me to revenge. IF thou wouldst send love to 
thy sister, take graphium and parchment, and 
write fast as a scribe. Ere the sun is ah hour 
older, I, am on my road to Count William.” 

Chapter V. 

C 

The Duke of the Normans was in the forest, or 
park land, of Rouvray, and his Quens and his 
knights stood around! him, expecting sortie new 
proof of his strength and his skill with the how. 
For the Duke was trying some arrows, a weapon 
he was ever employed in seeking to improve; 
sometimes shortening, sometimes lengthening, 
the shaft; and suiting the wing of the feather, 
and the weight of the point, to the nicest refine¬ 
ment ip the law of mechanics. Gay and de- 
bonnair, in the brisk fresh air of the frosty winter, 
the great Count jested and laughed as the squires 
fastened a live bird, by the string to a stake jn 
the distant sward; and “Pardex” said Duke 
William, " Conan of Bretagne, and Philip of 
France, leave us. now so’unkindly in peace, that 
I trow we shall never again have larger butt for 
our arrows than the breast of yon poor plumed 
trembler.” 
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■ As the Duke spoke and laughed, all the sere 
boughs behind him rattled and crunched, and a 
horse at full speed came rushing over the hard 
rime of toe sward. The Duke’s smile vanished 
in the frqwm of his pride. “ Bold rider and 
graceless,’*i quoth he, “ Who thus comes in the 
presence of counts and princes ? ” • 

Right up'to Duke William spurred the rider, 
and then leaie^ from his steed ; vest»and mantle, 
yet more rick than the Duke’s, all tattered and 
soil®!. No knee hent the rider, no cap did he 
doff; but seizing the startled Norman with the 
gripe of a hand'as strong as his own, he led him 
aside from the courtiers, and said— 

“ Thou knowest me, William ? though not 
thus alone should I come to thy court, if I did 
not bring thee a clown,” 

“Welcome, brave Tostig!” said the Duke, 
marvelling. “ What meanest thou ? nought but 
good,, by thy words knd thy smile.” 

“ Edward deeps with the dead !—and Harold 
is King of all England! ” 

“ King !—England !—King ! ” faltered Wil¬ 
liam, stammering in bis agitation. “Edward 
dead!—Saints rest him! England then is mine ! 
King!—/am king ! Harold hath sworn it; my 
Quens and prelates heard him ; the bones of the 
aints attest the oath! ” 

“ Somewhat of this have I vaguely learned from 
our beau-p&re Count Baldwin; more will I learn 
at thy leisure ; but take, meanwhile, my word as 
Miles and Saxon ,—never while there is breath 
on his lips, or one beat in his heart, will my 
brother, Lord Harold, give an inch of English 
land to the Norman.” 

William turned pale and faint with emotion, 
and leant for support against a leafless oak. 

Busy weie the rumours, and anxious the watch, 
of the Quens and knights, as their Prince stood 
long in the distant glade, conferring with the 
rider, whom one or two of them had recognised 
as Tostig, the spouse of Matilda’s sister. 

At length, side by side, still talking earnestly, 
they regained the group; and William, Sum¬ 
moning the Lord of Tancarville, bade him con¬ 
duct Tostig to Rouen, the towers of which «rose 
through, the forest trees. “Rest and refresh 
thee, noble kinsman,” said the Duke; “ see and 
talk with Matilda. I will join thee anon.” 

The Earl remounted his steed, and saluting 
the company with a wild and hasty grace, soon 
vanished amidst the groves. 

Then William, seating hjjnself on the sward, 
mechanically unstrung his bow, sighing oft, and 
oft frowning; and without vouchsafing other 
word to his lords than “No farther sport to¬ 
day! ” rose slowly, and went alone through the 
thickest parts of the forest. But his faithful 
Fitzosborne marked his gloom, and fondly fol¬ 
lowed him. The Duke arrived at the borders 
of the Seine, where his galley waited him. , He 
entered,, sat down on the bench, and took no 
notice of Fitzosborne, who quietly stepped in 
after his lord, and placed himself on another 
bench. ' V. ■■ - v V' 

The little voyage to Rouen was performed in 
silence; and as soon as he had gained his palace, 
without seeking either Tostig or Matilda, the 
Duke turned into the vast hall, in which he was 


wont to he d council with his barons; and walked 
to and fro, “ often,” say the chronicles, “ ^hang¬ 
ing posture and attitude, and oft loosening and 
tightening, and drawing into knots, the strings 
of his mantle. 

Fitzosborne, meanwhile, had sought the ex- 
Earl, who was closeted with Matilda; and now 
returning, he went boldly iip to the Duke, whom 
no one else dared approach, and said— 

“ Why, my liege, seek to conceal what is 
already known—what ere the eve will be in the 
mouths of all? You are troubled that Edward 
is dead, and that Harold, violating his oath, has 
seized the English realm.” 

“ Truly,” said the Duke mildly, and with the 
tone of a meek man much injured ; “ my dear 
cousin’s death, and the wrongs I have received 
from Harold, touch me nearly.” 

Then said Fitzosborne, with that philosophy, 
half grave as became the Scandinavian, half gay 
as became the Frank: “ No man should grieve 
for what he can help—still less for what he can¬ 
not help. For Edward’s death, I trow, remedy 
there is none; but for Harold’s treason, yea! 
Have you not a noble host of knights and war¬ 
riors ? What want you to destroy the Saxon 
and seize his realm ? What but a bold heart ? 
A great deed once well begun, is half done. 
Begin, Count of the Normans, and we will com¬ 
plete the rest.” 

Starting from his sorely tasked dissimulation; 
for all William needed, and all of which he 
doubted, was the aid of his haughty barons ; the 
Duke raised his head, and his eyes shone out. 

“ Ha, sayest thou so! then, by the Splendour 
of God, we will do this ck ed. Haste thou—rouse 
hearts, nerve hands—-promise, menace, win ! 
Broad are the lands of England, and generous a 
conqueror’s band. Go and prepare all my faith¬ 
ful lords for a council, nobler than ever yet stirred 
the hearts and strung the hands of the sons of 
Rou.” 


Chapter VI. 

Brief was the sojourn of Tostig at the court of 
Rouen; speedily made the contract between 
the grasping Duke and the revengeful traitor. 
All that had been promised to Harold, was now 
pledged to Tostig—if the last would assist the 
Norman to the English throne. 

At heart, however, Tostig was ill satisfied. 
His chance conversations with the principal 
barons, who seemed to look upon the conquest 
of England as the dream of a madman, showed 
him how doubtful it was that William could 
induce his Quetis to a service, to which the 
tenure of their fiefs did not appear to compel 
them; and at all events, Tostig prognosticated 
delays, that little suited his fiery impatience. 
He accepted the offer of some two or three ships, 
which William put at his disposal, under pre¬ 
tence to reconnoitre the Northumbrian coasts, 
and there attempt a rising in his oyn favour. 
But his discontent was increased by the small¬ 
ness of the aid afforded him; for Williamirever 
suspicious, distrusted both his faith apd- his 
power. Tostig, with all his vices, was a poor 
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dissimulator, and his suUen spirit betrayed itself 
when lie took leave of Ms host. 

“ Chance what may,” said the fierce Saxon, 
“no stranger shall seize the English crown with¬ 
out my aid. I offer it first to thee. But thou 
must come to take it in time, or——” v 

“ Or what ? ” asked the Duke, gnawing bis lip. 

“ Of thje Father race of Rou will be before 
thee! My horse paws without. Farewell to 
thee, Norman; sharpen thy swords, hew out thy 
vessels, and goad thy slow barons.” 

Scarce had Tostig departed, ere William began 
to repetot, that he had so let Mm depart; but 
seeking counsel of Lanfranc, the wise minister 
reassured him, » 

“ Fear no rival, son and lord,” said he, “ The 
bones of the dead are on thy side, and little thou 
knowest, as yet, how mighty their fleshless arms i 
All Tostig can do is to distract the forces of 
Harold. Leave Mm to work out his worst; nor 
then be in haste. Much hath yet to be done— 
cloud must gather and fire must form, ere the 
bait can be launched. Send to Harold mildly, 
and gently remind him of oaths and of relics—of 
treaty and pledge. Put right on thy side, and 
then——” 

“ Ah, what then ? ” 

‘ ‘ Rome shall curse the forsworn—Rome 
shall hallow thy banner; this be no strife 6f force 
against force, but a war ofreligion; and thoushalt 
have on thy side the conscience of man, and the 
arm of the church.” 

Meanwhile, Tostig embarked at Harfleur; but 
instead of sailing to the northern coasts of 
England, he made for one of the Flemish ports; 
and there, under various pretences, new manned 
the Norman vessels with Flemings, Fins, and 
Northmen. His meditations during liis voyage 
had decided him not to trust to William; and he 
now bent Ms course, with fair wind and favouring 
weather, to the shores, cf his maternal uncle, 
King Sweyn of Denmark. 

Jn truth, to all probable calculation, his change 
of purpose was politic. The fleets of England 
were numerous, and hex seaman renowned. The 
Neumans had neither experience nor fame in 
naval fights; their navy itself was scarcely foirmed., 
Thus, even William's landing in England was an 
enterprise arduous and dubious. Moreover, even 
granting the amplest success, would not this 
Norman Prince, so profound and ambitious, be a 
more troublesome lord to Earl Tostig* than his 
own uncle Sweyn ? 

So, forgetful of the compact at Rouen, no 
sooner bad the Saxon lord come in presence of 
the King of the Danes, than he urged on his 
kinsman the glory of winning again the sceptre 
of Canute,-.- - . . * ; 

A brave, but a cautious and wily veteran, was 
King Sweyri; and a few days before Tostig 
arrived he had received letters from Ms sister 
Githa, who, true to Got!witfs command, hadheld 
all that Harold did and counselled, as between 
himself and his brother, wise and just. These 
letters bad»placed the Dane on his guard, and 
the true state of affairs in England. So King 
Sweyn, smiling, thus answered Ms nephew 
Tostig:—. 

“A great man was Canute,a small man am 


I: scarce can I keep my Danish dominion from 
the gripe of the Norwegian, while Canute took 
Norway without slash or blow ;* but great as he 
was, England cost Mm hard fighting to win, and 
jsore peril to keep. “Wherefore, best for the small 
man to rule by the light of his own little sense, 
nor venture to count on the luck of great Canute; 
—for luck but goes with the great.” 

“ Thine answer,” said Tostig, with a [fitter 
sneer, “ is not what I expected from an uncle and 
warrior. But other chiefs -may be foundress 
afraid of the luck of high deeds.” 

“ So,” saith the Norwegian chronicler, “ not 
just the best friends, the Earl left the King ” and 
went on in haste to Harold Hai$rada of Norway. 

True Hero of the North, true darling of War 
and of Song, was Harold Hardrada! At the 
terrible battle of Stiklestad, at which his brother, 
St. Olave, had fallen, he was but fifteen years of 
age, but his body wascovered with tlje wounds of 
a veteran. Escaping from the fi£ld, he lay con¬ 
cealed in the house of a Bonder peasant, remote 
in deep forests, till Ms wounds were healed. 
Thence, chaunting by the way, (for a poet’s soul 
burned bright in Hardrada,) “ That a day would 
come whpn his name would be great in the land 
he now left,” be went on into Sweden, thence 
into Russia, and after wild adventures in the East, 
joined, with the bold troop he had collected 
around Mm, that famous body guard, of the Greek 
emperors,f called the Vaeringers, and of these he 
became thechief. Jealousies between himself and 
the Greek General of the Imperial forces, (whom 
the Norwegian chronicler calls Gyrger,) ended in 
Harold’s retirement with his Vaeringers into the 
Saracen land of Africa. Eighty cattles stormed 
and taken, vast plunder in gold and in jewels, 
and nobler meed in the song of the Scald, and the 
praise of the brave, attested the prowess of the 
great Scandinavian. New laurels, bloodstained, 
new treasures, sword-won, awaited him in Sicily; 
and thence, rough foretype of the coming cru- 
sadey, he passed ou to Jerusalem. His sword 
swep t beftfte Mm Moslem and robber. He bathed 
in Jordan, and knelt at the Holy Cross. 

Returned to Constantinople, the desire for his 
northern home seized Hardrada. There he heard 
that Ms nephew Magnus, the illegitimate son of 
St. Olave, had become king of Norway,—and he 
Mmself aspired to a throne. So he gave up his 
command under Zee the empress ; but, if Scald 
be believed, Zoe the empress loved the bold 
chief, whose heart was set on Maria her niece. 
To detain Hardrada, a charge of mal-appropria- 
tion, whether of pay or of booty, was brought 
against him* He was bast into prison. But when 
the brave are in danger, the saints send the fair 
to their help ! Moved by a holy dream, a Greek 
lady lowered ropes from the roof of the tower to 

* “ Snorro Sturleson.’’ Lainp, 

+ The Vaeringers. or Varaagi, mostly Northmen; this 
redoubtable force, the Janissaries of the Byzantine em¬ 
pire, afforded brilliant field, both of fortune and war, to 
the discontented spirits, or outlawed heroes of the 
Worth. It Was joined afterwards by-many of the bravest 
add best born pf the Saxon nobles, refusing to dwell 
under the yoke of the Norman. _Scott, in “Count 
Robert pf Paris," which, if not one of has best romances, 
is yet full of truth and beauty, has described this re¬ 
nowned hand With much poetical vigour apd historical 
fidelity. 
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the dungeon wherein Hardrada was cast. He 
escaped from the prison,he aroused his Vaering- 
ers, they flocked round their chief. He went 
to the house of his lady Maria, bore her off to the 
galley, put out into the Black Sea, reached Nov¬ 
gorod, (at the friendly court of whose* king he 
had safely lodged his vast spoils,) sailed home to 
tbdnorth : and after such feats as became sea-* 
king of old. rSceived half of Norwajf from Magnus, 
and on the death of his nephew the whole of that 
kingdom passed to his sway. A king so wise and 
so wealthy, so bold and so dread, had never yet 
been known in the north. And this was the king 
to whom came Tostig the Earl, with the offer of 
England’s crown. 

It was one of the glorious nights of the north, 
and winter had already begun to melt into early 
spring, when two men sate under a kind of rustic 
porch of rough puie-logs, not very unlike those 
seen now in Switzerland and the Tyrol. This 
porch was constructed before a private door, to 
the rear of along, low', irregular building of wood 
which enclosed two or more court-yards, and 
covering an immense space of ground. This pri¬ 
vate door seemed placed for the purpose of 
immediate descent to the sea ; for the ledge of the 
j ock over which the log-porch spread its rude 
roof, jutted over the ocean ; and from it a nigged 
stair cut through the crag, descended to the 
beach. The shore, with bold, strange, grotesque 
slab, and peak, and splinter, curved into a large 
creek; and close under the cliff were moored 
seven war-ships, high and tall, with prows and 
sterns all gorgeous with gilding in the light of the 
splendid nyion. And that rude timber house, 
which seemed hut a chain of barbarian huts linked 
into one^was aland palace of Hardrada of Nor¬ 
way ; but the true halls of his royalty, the true 
seats of bis empire, were the decks of those lofty 
war-ships. 

Through the small lattice-work of the windows 
of the log-house lights blazed; from the roof-top 
smoke curled ; ft ora the hall on the’ yther wide of 
the dwelling came the din of tumultiious was¬ 
sail, but the intense stillness of the outer air, 
hushed in frost, and luminous with stars, con¬ 
trasted and seemed to rebuke the gross sounds of 
human revel. And that northern night seemed 
almost as bright as, (but how much mqre augustly 
calm, than) the noon of the golden south ! # 

, On a fable within the ample porch was an 
immense bowl of birch wood, mounted in silver, 
and filled with potent 3rir&, and two huge horns, 
of size siiiting the mighty wassailers of the age. 
The two men seemed to care nought for the stem 
air of the cold night—true that they were 
wrapped in futs reft from the Tolar bear, But 
each had hot thoughts within, that gave greater 
warmth to the veins than tire bowl or the bear¬ 
skin. ' . : 

They were host and guest; and as if With the' 
restlessDess of his. thoughts, the host arose from 
his seat, and passed through tbe pordyrad stood 
on the bleak rock under the light of the moon ; 
and so seen, he seemed scarcely human, but some 
war-chief of the 'farthest .tim^W-yea, of/htiiae ere , 
thedduge had shivered those rocks, left beds 
on the land for the realm of that icy sea. For 
Harold Hardrada was in height above all the 


children of modern men. Five ells of Norway 
made the height Of Harold Hardrada.* Nor was 
this stature accompanied by any of those imper¬ 
fections in symmetry, nor by that heaviness of 
aspect, which generally render any remarkable 
excess above human stature and strength rather 
monstrous than commanding. On the contrary, 
his proportions were just; his appearance noble ; 
and the sole defect that the chronicler remarks in 
his shape, was, “ that his feet and hands were 
large, but these were Well made,”f 
His face had all the fair beauty of the Norse¬ 
man; his hair, parted in locks of gold over a 
brow that bespoke the dating of the warrior and 
the genius df the bard, fell in glittering profusion 
to his shoulders; a short beard and long mous¬ 
tache of the same colour as the hair, carefully 
trimmed, added to the grand and masculine 
beauty of the countenance, in which the only 
blemish was the peculiarity of one eyebrow being 
somewhat higher than the other, J which gave 
something more sinister to his frown, something 
more arch to his smile. For, quick of impulse, 
the Poet-Titan smiled and frowned often. 

Harold Hardrada stood in the light of the 
moon, and gazing thoughtfully on the luminous 
sea. Tostig marked him for some moments where 
he sat in tbe porch, and then rose and joined him. 

“Why should my words so disturb thee, O 
king of the Norsemen ? ” 

“ Is glory, then, a drug that soothes to sleep ? ” 
returned the Norwegian. 

“I like thine answer,” said Tostig, smiling, 
“ and I like still more to watch thine eye gazing 
on the prows of thy war-ships. Strange indeed 
it were if thou, who hast been fighting fifteen 
years for the petty kingdom of Denmark, should 
hesitate now, whbn all England lies before thee 
to seize.” 

“I hesitate,” replied the King, because he 
whom Fortune has befriended so long, Should 
beware how he strain her favours too far. Eigh¬ 
teen pitched battles fought I in the Saracen land, 
and in every one was a victor—never, at home or 
abroad, have I known shame and defeat. Doth 
the wind always blow from one point ?—and is 
bate less unstable than the wind ? ” 

“ Now, out on thee, Harold Hardrada,” said 
Tostig the fierce; “ the good pilot wins his way 
through all winds, and the brave heart fastens fete 
to its flag. All men allow that the North never 
had warrior like thee; and now, in the mid-day 
of manhood, wilt thou consent to repose on the 
mere triumph of youth ? ” 

“ Nay,” said the Kilfcg, who, like all true poets, 
had something of the deep sense of a sage, and 
v^as, indeed, regarded as the most prudent as 
well as the most adventurous chief in the North 

* Laing'a Snorro Sturleson.—“ The old Norwegian 
ell was less than the present oil; ami Tborlasiuj rec¬ 
kons, in a note on. this chapter, that Harold’s statu ie 
would be about four Danish ells ; viz, about eight feet.” 
-“Lgihg’s note to the text. Allowing For the exaggera¬ 
tion of the chronicler, It seems probable, at least, that 
Hardrada exceeded seven feet. Since (as Laing re¬ 
marks in tbe same note), and. as we shal^see, hereafter. 

our English Harold offered him, according to both 
English and Danish authority, seven feet of land for ;•» 
grave, or as muck more as his stature exceeding that 
of other men. might require.” 

+ Snorto Sturleson. See note Q. 
t Snorro Sturleson, 
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land,—“ nay, it is pot by such words, which my 
soul seconds too well, that thou canst entrap a 
ruler of men. Thou must show me the chances 
of success, as thou wouldst to a greybeard. For 
we should bo as old men before we engage, and 
as youths when we wish to perform.” 

Then the traitor succinctly detailed all the 
weak points in the rule of his brother. A 
treasury exhausted by the lavish and profitless 
waste of Edward; a land without castle or 
bulwark, even at the mouths of the rivers; a 
people grown inert by long peace, and so accus¬ 
tomed to own lord and king in the northern 
invaders, that a single successful battle might 
induce half the population to infist on the 
Saxon coming to terms with the foe, and yield¬ 
ing, as Ironside did to Canute, one half of the 
realm. He enlarged on the terror of the Norse¬ 
men that still existed throughout England, and 
the affinity between the Northumbrians and 
East Anglians with the race of Hardrada. That 
affinity would not prevent them from resisting at 
the first; but grant success, and it would recon¬ 
cile thejn to the after sway. And, finally, he 
aroused Hardrada’s emulation by the spur of the 
news, that the Count of the Normans would 
seize the prize if he himself delayed to forestall 
him. 

These various representations, and the remem¬ 
brance of Canute’s victory, decided Hardrada; 
and, when Tostig ceased, he stretched his hand 
towards his slumbering war-ships, and exclaimed: 

“ Eno *; you have whetted the beaks of the 
ravens, and harnessed the steeds of the sea! ” 


Chapter VII. 

Meanwhile, King Harold of England had 
made himself dear to his people, and been true 
to the fame he had won as Harold the Earl. 
From the moment of his accession, “he showed 
himself pious, humble, and affable,* and omitted 
no occasions to show any tokens of bounteous 
liberality, gentleness, and courteous behaviour.” 
—“ The grievous customs also, and taxes which 
his predecessors had raised, he either abolished 
or diminished; the ordinary wages of. his ser¬ 
vants and men-of-war he increased, and further 
showed himself very well bent to all virtue and 
goodness.” t 

Extracting the pith from these eulogies, it is 
clear that, as wise statesman no less than as 
good king, Harold sought to strengthen himself 
iu three great element! of regal power ;—Conci¬ 
liation of the Church, which had been opposed 
to his father; the popular affection, on which 
his sole claim to the crown reposed ; And tbe 
military force of the land, which had been neg¬ 
lected in the reign of his peaceful predecessor . 

To the young Atheling he accorded a respect 
not before jpaid to him ; and, while investing 
the descendant of the ancient line with princely 
state, and endowing him with large domains, his 
soul, too great for jealousy, sought to give more 

r * Hoveden. ■ - ■ . 

+ Holii>shed. Nearly all chroniclers (even, with 
scarce an exception, those most favouring the Nor¬ 
mans,! concur in the abilities and merits of Harold as 
a king. 


substantial power to his own most legitimate 
rival, by tender care and noble counsels,—by 
efforts to raise a character feeble by nature; and 
denationalized by foreign rearing. In the same 
broad and generous policy, Harold encouraged 
all the merchants from other countries who had 
settled ift England, nor were even such Normans 
as had escaped the general 'sentence of banish¬ 
ment on Godwin’sj^tnm, disturbed in their pos¬ 
sessions. “ In brief,” saith the Anglo-Norman 
chronicler,* “no man was more prudent in file 
land, more valiant in arms, in the law more 
sagacious, in .all probity more accomplished : ” 
and “ Ever active,” says more mournfully the 
Saxon writer, “ for the good of his country, he 
spared himself no fatigue by land or by sea.” t 

From this time, Harold’s private life ceased. 
Love and its charms were no mole. The glow 
of romance had vanished. He was not one man; 
he was the state, the representative, the incarna¬ 
tion of Saxon England : hissway and the Saxon 
freedom, to live or fall together! 

The soul really grand is only tested in its 
errors. As we know the true might of the intel¬ 
lect by the rich resources and patient strength 
with which it redeems a failure, so do we prove 
the elevation of the soul by its courageous return 
into light, its instinctive rebound into higher air, 
after some error that has darkened its vision and 
soiled its plumes. A spirit less noble and pure 
than Harold’s, once entering on the dismal 
world of enchanted superstition, had habituated 
itself to that nether atmosphere; once misled 
from hardy truth and healthful reason, it had 
plunged deeper and deeper into the maze. But, 
unlike his contemporary, Macbeth® the Man 
escaped from the lures of the Fiend. Not as 
Hecate in hell, but as Dian in heaven; did he 
confront the pale Goddess of Night. Before 
that hour in which he bad deserted the human 
judgment for the ghostly delusion: before that 
day in which the brave heart, in its sudden deser¬ 
tion, had humbled his pride—the man, in his 
nature, wasf more strong than the god. Now, 
purified by the flame that had scorched, and 
mot e «ei ved from the fall that had stunned,— 
that great soul rose sublime through the wrecks 
of the Past, serene through the clouds of the fu¬ 
ture, concentring in its solitude the destinies of 
Mankind, and strong with instinctive Eternity 
tmidst all the terrors of Time. 

King Harold came from York, whither he had 
gone to cement the grew power of Morcar, in 
Northumbria, and personally to confirm the 
allegiance of the Anglo Din^s :—King Harold 
came from York, and in the halls of Westmrn- 
ster he found a monk who awaited him with the 
messages of Wiiliam the Norman. 

Bai'c-footed, and serge-garbed, the Norman 
envoy strode to the Saxon’s chair of state. ' His 
form was worn with mortification and fast, and 
his face was hueless and livid, with the perpetual 
struggle between Zeal and the flesh. 

“ Thussaith William, Count of the Normans,’ ■ 
began Hugues Maigrot, the monk. 

With grief and amaze hath he heard that 
you, 0 Harold, Ms sworn liege-man, have, con- 

* “ Vlt. Harold, Chron. Ang. Nonn.” ii. * 43 . 

+ Hoveden. 




HAROLD. 


I5i 


trary to oath, and to fealty, assumed the crown 
that belongs to'himself. But, confiding in thy 
conscience, and forgiving a moment’s weakness, 
he summons thee, mildly and brother-like, to 
fulfil thy vow. Send thy sister, that he may 
give her in marriage to one of his Quen#. Give 
him up the stronghold of Dover; march to thy 
corfct with thine armies to aid .him,—thy liege 
lord,—and sdbure him the heritage of Edward 
hiflacousin. And thou shalt reign at his right- 
hand, his daughter thy bride, Northumbria thy 
lief, and the saints thy protectors.” 

The King’s lip was firm, though pale, as he 
answered;— 

“ My young sister, alas! is no more : seven 
nights after I ascended the throne, she died : 
her dust in the grave is all I could send to the 
arms of the bridegroom. I cannot wed the 
child of thy Count; the wife of Harold sits 
beside him.” And he pointed to the proud 
beauty of Aldyth, enthroned under the drapery 
of gold. “ For the vow that I took, I deny it 
not. But from a vow of compulsion, menaced 
with unworthy captivity, extorted from my lips 
by the very need of the land whose freedom had 
been bound in my chains—from a vow so com¬ 
pelled, Church and conscience absolve me. If 
the vow of a maiden on whom to bestow but her 
hand, when unknown to her parents, is judged 
invalid by the Church, hpw much more invalid 
the oath that would bestow on a stranger the 
fates of a nation,* against its knowledge, and 
unconsulting its laws ! This royalty of England 
hath ever rested on the will of the people, de¬ 
clared through its chiefs in their solemn as¬ 
sembly, Iney alone who could bestow' it, have 
bestowedjt on me :—I have no power to resign 
it to another'—and were 1 in my grave, the trust 
of the crown would not pass to the Norman, 
but r eturn to the Saxon people.” 

“ Is this, then, thy answer, unhappy son ? ” 
said the monk, with a sullen and gloomy aspect. 

“ Such is my answer.” , • 

“ Then, sorrowing for thee, I utter the words 
of William. ‘ With sword and with mail will 
he come to punish the perjurer: and by the aid 
of St. Michael; archangel of war, he will con¬ 
quer his own.’ Amen ! ” 

“By sea and by land, with sword and with 
mail, will we meet the invader,” answered tlnj 
King, with a flashing eye. “Thou hast said: 
-^so depart.” 

The monk turned and withdrew. 

“Let the priest’s insolence chafe thee not, 
sweet lord,” said Aldyth. “ For the vow which 
thou mightest take as subject, what matters it 
now thou art king ? ” 

Harold made no answer to Aldyth, but turned 
to his Chamberlain, who stood behind his 
throne chair. 

“ Are my brothers without ? ” 

“They are; and my lord the King’s chosen 
council.”. • 

“Admit them; pardon, Aldyth,; affairs fit 
only for men claim me now.” 

The lady of England took the hint and rose. 

“But the even-mete will summon thee soon,” 
said she. 

• Malmesbury. 


Harold, who had already descended from his 
chair of state, and was bending over a casket of 
papers on the table, replied,— 

There is food here till the morrow; Wait 
me not.” , 

Aldyth sighed, and Withdrew at the one door, 
while the thegns most in Harold’s confidence, 
entered at the other. But, once surrounded by 
her maidens, Aldyth forgot all, save that she 
was again a queen,—forgot all, even to the 
earlier and less gorgeous diadem which her lord’s 
hand had shattered on the brows of the son of 
Pendragon. 

Leofwine, still gay and blithe-hearted, entered 
first. Gurth*followed, then Haco, then some 
half score of the greater thegns. 

They seated themselves at the table, and 
Gurth spoke first—• 

“ Tostighas been with Count William.” 

“ I know it,” said Harold. 

“It is rumoured that he has passed to our 
uncle Sweyn.” 

“ I foresaw it,” said the King. 

“ And that Sweyn will aid him to reconquer 
England for the Dane.” 

“ My bode reached Sweyn, with letters from 
Githa, befone Tostig; my bode has returned 
this day. Sweyn has dismissed Tostig ; Sweyn 
will send fifty ships, armed with picked men, to 
the aid of England.” 

“ Brother,” cried Leofwine, admiringly, “ thou 
providest against danger ere we but surmise it.” 

“Tostig,” continued the King, unheeding the 
compliment, “will be the first assailant: him we 
must meet. His fast friend is Malcolm of Scot¬ 
land : him we must secure. Go thou, Leof¬ 
wine, with these letters to Malcolm.—The next 
fear is from the Welch. Go thou, Edwin of 
Mercia, to the princes of Wales. On thy way, 
strengthen the forts and deepen the dykes of the 
marches. These tablets hold thy instructions. 
The Norman, as doubtless ye know, my thegns, 
hath sent to demand our crown, and hath an¬ 
nounced the coming of his war. With the 
dawn I depart to our port at Sandwich,* to 
muster our fleets. Thou with me, Gurth.” 

“These preparations need much treasure,” 
said an old thegn, “ and thbu hast lessened the 
taxes at the hour of need.” 

“Not yet is it the hour of need. When it 
comes, our people will the more readily meet it 
with their gold as with their iron.- There was 
great wealth in the house of Godwin; that wealth 
mans the ships of England* What hast thou 
there, Hacb ? ” 

“ Thy new-issued coin: it hath on its reverse 
the word ‘ PEACE.’ ” f 

Who ever saw one of those Coins of the Last 
Saxon King, the bold simple head on the one 
side, that single word “Peace” on the other, 
apd did not feel awed and touched! What 
pathos in that word compared with the fate 
which it faded to propitiate ! 

“ Peace,” said Harold : “ to all that doth not 
render peace, slavery. Yea, may I five to leave 
peace to bur children! Now, peace only rests* 

* Supposed to be our first port for shipbuilding.— 
Fosiirooke, p. 320. 

t Pax. 
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on our preparation for war. You, Morcar, will 
return with all speed to York, and look well to 
the mouth of the Humber.” 

Then, turning to each of the thegns succes¬ 
sively, he gave to each his post and his duty; 
and that /done, converse grew more general. 
The many things needful that had been long 
rotting in neglect under the Monk-king, and 
now sprung up, craving instant reform, occu¬ 
pied,them long and anxiously. But cheered and 
inspirited by the vigour and foresight of Harold, 
whose earlier slowness of character seemed 
winged by the occasion into rapid decision (as is 
not uncommon with the Englishman), all diffi¬ 
culties seemed light, and hope and courage were 
in every breast. 


Chapter VIII. 

Back went Hugues Maigrot, the monk to 
William, and told the reply of Harold to the 
Duke, in the presence of Lanfranc. William 
himself heard it in gloomy silence, for Fitzos- 
bome as yet had been wholly unsuccessful in 
stirring up the Norman barons to an expedition 
so hazardous, in a cause so doubtml; and though 
prepared for the defiance of Harold, the Duke 
was not prepared with the means to enforce his 
threats and make good his claim. 

So great was his abstraction, that he suffered 
the Lombard to dismiss the monk without a 
word spoken by him ; and he was first startled 
from his reverie by Latifranc’s pale hand on his 
vast shoulder, and Lanfranc’s low voice in his 
dreamy ear— 

“ Up ! Hero of Europe : for thy cause is won ! 
Up! and write with tby bold characters, bold 
as if graved with the point of the sword, my 
credentials to Rome. Let me depart ere the 
sun sets : and as I go, look on the sinking orb, 
and behold the sun of the Saxon that sets ever¬ 
more on England! ” 

Then briefly, that ablest statesman of the age, 
(and forgive him, despite our modern lights, we 
must; for, sincere son of the Church, he regarded 
the violated oath of Harold as entailing the legi¬ 
timate forfeiture of bis realm, and, ignorant of 
true political freedom; looked upon Church and 
Learning as the only civilisfers of men,) then, 
briefly, Lanfranc detailed to thelistening Norman, 
the outline of the arguments by which he in¬ 
tended to move the Pontifical court to the Nor¬ 
man side; and enlarged upon, the vast accession 
throughout all Europp wnich the solemn sanc¬ 
tion of the Church would bring to his strength.- 
William’s re-awaking and ready.intellect soon 
seized upon the importance of the object pressed 
upon him. He interrupted the Lombard, drew 
pen and parchment towards him, and wrote 
rapidly. Horses were harnessed, horsemen equip¬ 
ped in haste, and with no unfitting retinue Lan¬ 
franc departed on the mission, the most impor¬ 
tant in its consequences that ever passed from 
potentate to pontiff.* Rebraced to its purpose ' 

* Soma of tfie Norman chroniclers state that Robert, 
^Archbishop of Canterbury, who bad been expelled from 
England at Godwin's return, was Lanfranc’s compa¬ 
nion in this mission; but more trustworthy authorities 
assure us that Robert had been dead some years before, 
not long surviving his return into Normandy.. 


by Lanfranc’s cheering assurances, the resolute, 
indomitable soul of William now applied itself, 
night and day, to the difficult task of rousing 
his haugh ty vavasours. Yet weeks passed before 
he could even meet a select council composed of 
his own jrinSmen and most trusted lords. These, 
however, privately won over, promised to serve 
him “ with body and goods.” But one and -all 
they told hing he must gain the consent of the 
whole principality in a general council. TJjat 
council was cbnvened : thither came not only 
lords and knights, but merchants and traders,— 
all the rising middle class of a thriving staff?. 

The Duke bared his wrongs, his claims, and 
his schemes. The assembly would not or did 
not discuss the matter in his presence, they 
would not be awed by its influence; and William 
retiredfrom thehall. Various were the opinions, 
stormy the debate; and so great the disorder 
grew, that Fitzosborne, rising in the midst, 
exclaimed— 

“Why this dispute?—why this unduteous 
discord ? Is not William your lord ? Hath he 
not need of you ? Fail him now—and, you 
know him well—by G— he will remember it! 
Aid him—and ,you know him well—large are 
his rewards to service and love ! ” 

Up rose at once baron and merchant; and 
when at last their spokesman was chosen, that 
spokesman said,— 

“William is our lord f is it not enough to pay 
to our lord his dues ? No aid do we owe be¬ 
yond the Seas ! Sore harassed and taxed are we 
already by his wars ! Let him fail in this strange 
and unparalleled hazard, and our land is un¬ 
done!” * 

Loud applause followed this speech; the 
majority of the council were against tHb Duke. 

“ Then,” said Fitzosborne, craftily, “ I, who 
know the means of each man present, will, with 
your leave, represent your necessities to your 
count, and make such modest offer of assistance 
as mq,v please ye, yet not chafe your liege.” 

Into the tfap of this proposal the opponents fell; 
and Fitzosborne, at the head of the body, returned 
to William, 

The Lord of Bretenl approached the dais, on 
which William sate alone, his great sword in his 
hand, and thus spoke,— 

“ My liege, I may well say that never prince 
Rad people more leal than yours, nor that have 
more proved their faith and love by the burdens 
they have borne at*! the monies they have 
granted.” 

An universal murmur of applause followed 
these words. “Good! good! ’’almost shouted 
the merchants especially. William’s brows met, 
and he looked very terrible. The lord ofBreteul 
gracefully waved his hand, and resumed,— 

“Yea, my liege, much have they borne for 
your glory and heed: much more will they 
bear.” . 

The (aces of the audience fell. 

“ Their service does not compel them to aid 
you beyond the seas.” 

The faces of the audience brightened. 

“But now they •will aid you, in the land of 
the Saxon as in that of the Frank.” 

“ How ? ” cried a stray voice or two. 
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“ Hush, O gentilz amys. Forward, then, O 
ray liege, and spare them in nought. He who 
has hitherto supplied you with two good mounted 
soldiers, will now grant you four } and he 
who—” ; ; 

‘‘ No, no, no ! ” roared two-thirds of the as¬ 
sembly ; “ we charged you with no suchanswer; 
we said not that, nor that shall it be 
Put stepped a baron. 

“ Within this country, to defend it, we will 
seg/e our Count; but to aid him to conquer 
another man’s country, no ! ” 

Out stepped a knight. 

“ If once we rendered this double service, be¬ 
yond seas as at home, it would be held a right 
and a custom hereafter; and we should be as 
mercenary soldiers, not free-born Normans.” 

Out stepped a merchant. 

“ And we and our children would be burdened 
for ever to feed one man’s ambition, whenever 
he saw a king to dethrone, or a realm to seize.” 
And then cried a general chorus,— 

“ It shall not be—it shall not! ” 

The assembly broke at once into knots of tens, 
twenties, thirties, gesticulating and speaking 
aloud, like freemen in anger. And ere William, 
with all his prompt dissimulation, could do more 
than smother his rage, and sit griping his sword 
hilt, and setting his teeth, the assembly dispersed. 

Such were the free souls of the Normans under 
the greatest of their chiefs; and had those souls 
been less free, England had not been enslaved 
in one age, to become free again, God grant to 
the end of time! 

• Chapter IX. 

Through the blue skies over England there 
rushed tile bright stranger—a meteor, a comet, 
a fiery star ! “ such as no man before ever saw 
it appeared on the 8th, before the kalends of 
May; seven nights did it shine,* and the faces of 
sleepless men were pale under the angry glare. 

The river of Thames rushed blood-red jn the 
beam, the winds at play on the brdhd waves of 
the Humber, broke the surge of billows into 
sparkles of fire. With three streamers,‘sharp 
and long as the sting of a dragon, the foreboder 
of wrath rushed through the hosts of stars. On 
every ruinous fort, by sea-coast and march, the 
warder crossed his breast to behold it; on hill 
and in thoroughfare, crowds nightly assembled td 
gaze on the terrible star. Muttering hymns, 
monks huddled together.found the altars, as if 
to exorcise the land of a demon. The grave¬ 
stone of the Saxon father-chief was lit up, as with 
the coil of the lightning ; and the Morthwyrtha 
looked from the mound, and saw in her visions 
of awg the Valkyrs in the train of the fiery star. 

On the roof of his palace stood Harold the 
King, and with folded arms he looked on the 
Rider of Night. And up the stairs of the turret 
came the solt steps of Haco, and stealing near 
to the King, he said,— 

“ Arm in haste, for the bodes have dome 
breathless to tell thee that Tostig, thy brother, 
with pirate and«war-ship is pasting thy scores 
and slaughtering thy people 1” 

* gaxon Chronicje. 


Chapter X. 

Tostig, with the ships he had gained both from 
Norman and Norwegian, recruited by Flemish 
adventurers, fled fast frotn the banners of Harold. 
After plundering the Isle of Wight, and the 
Hampshire coasts, he sailed up the Humber, 
where his vain heart had counted on friends yet 
left him in his ancient fearldom ; but Harold’s 
soul of vigour was everywhere. Morcar, pre¬ 
pared by the King’s bodes, encountered and 
chased the traitor, and, deserted by most of his 
ships, with but twelve small craft Tostig gained 
the shores of Scotland. There, again forestalled 
by the Saxon king, he failed in succour from 
Malcolm, and retreating to the Orkneys, waited 
the fleets offlardrada. 

And now Harold, thus at freedom for defence 
against a foe more formidable and less unnatural, 
hastened to make secure both the sea and coast 
against William theNormon. “ So great a ship 
force, so, great a land force, no king in the land 
had before.” All the summer, his fleets swept 
the channel; his forces “lay everywhere by the 
sea.” 

But alas! now came the time when the im¬ 
provident waste of Edward began to be felt. 
Provisions and pay for the armaments failed.* 
On the defective resources at Harold’s disposal, 
no modem historian hath sufficiently dwelt. 
The last Saxon king, the chosen of the people, 
had not those levies, and could impose not 
those burdens, which made his succesors mighty 
in war; and men began now to think that, 
after all, there was no fear of this Norman 
invasion. The summer was gone ; the autumn 
was come; was it likely that William would 
dare trust himself in an enemy’s country -as the 
winter drew near ? The Saxons—unlike their 
fiercer kindred of Scandinavia, had no pleasure 
in war;—they fought well in front of a foe. 
but they loathed the tedious preparations and 
costlv sacrifices which prudence demanded for 
self-defence. They now revolted from a strain 
upon their energies, of the necessity of which 
they were not convinced ! Joyous at the tem¬ 
porary defeat of Tostig, men said, “ Marry, a 
joke indeed, that the Norman will put his 
shaven head into the hornet’s nest. Let him 
come, if he dare !” 

Still, with desperate effort, and at much risk 
of popularity, Harold held together a force suffi¬ 
cient to repeal any single invader. From the 
time of his accession his sleepless vigilance had 
kept watch on the Norman, and his spies brought 
him news of all that passed. 

And now what had passed in the councils of 
William? The abrupt disappointment which 
thp Grand Assembly had occasioned him did not 
last very long. Made aware that he could not 
trust to the spirit of an assembly, William now 
artfully summoned merchant, and knight, and 
baron, oneby one. Submitted to the eloquence, 
the promises, the craft, of that master intellect, 
and to the awe of that imposing presence; un¬ 
assisted by the courage which inferiors take from 
numbers, one by one yielded to th^ will of the 

Saxon JOhronicle " When it was the nativity of 
St. Mary, then were the men’s provisions gone, and no 
man could any longer keep them there.”. 
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Count, and subscribed his quota ior monies, for 
ships, and for men,. And while this went on, 
Lanfranc was at work in the Vatican. At that 
time the Archdeacon of the Roman Church was 
the famous Hildebrand. This extraordinary man, 
fit fellow-spirit to Lanfranc, nursed one darling 
project, the success of which indeed founded the 
true temporal power of the Roman pontiffs. It 
was no less than that of .converting the mere reli¬ 
gious ascendancy of the Holy See into the actual 
sovereignty over the states of Christendom. The 
most immediate agents of this gigantic scheme 
were the Normans, who had conquered Naples 
by the arm of the adventurer Robert Guiscard, 
and under the gonfanon of St. Peter. Most of 
the new Norman countships and dftkedoms thus 
created in Italy had declared themselves fiefs of 
the Church; and the successor of the Apostle 
might well hope, by aid of the Norman priest- 
knights, to extend his sovereignty over Italy, and 
thence dictate to the kings beyond the Alps. 

The aid of Hildebrand in behalf of William’s 
claims was obtained at once by Lanfranc. The 
profound Archdeacon of Rome saw at a glance 
the immense power that would accrue to the 
Church by the mere act of arrogating to itself 
the disposition of crowns, subjecting rival princes 
to abide by its decision, and fixing the men of 
its choice on the thrones of the North. Despite 
all its slavish superstition, the Saxon Church 
was obnoxious to Rome. Even the pious 
Edward had offended, by withholding the old 
levy of Peter Pence; and simony, a crime 
peculiarly reprobated by the pontiff, was no¬ 
torious in England. Therefore there was much 
to aid Hildebrand in the Assembly of the 
Cardinals, when he brought before them the 
oath of Harold, the violation of the sacred relics, 
and demanded that the pious Normans, true 
friends to the Roman Church, should be per¬ 
mitted to Christianise the barbarous Saxons,* 
and William be nominated as heir to a throne 
promised to him by Edward, and forfeited by 
the peijury of Harold. Nevertheless, to the 
honour of that assembly, and of man, there was 
a holy opposition to this wholesale barter of 
human rights—this sanction of an armed on¬ 
slaught on a Christian people. “It is infamous,’’ 
said the good, “to authorise homicide.” But 
Hildebrand was all-powerful and prevailed. 

William was at high feast with his barons 
when Lanfranc dismounted at his gates and 
entered bis hall. 

“ Hail to thee, King of England ! ” he said. 
“I bring the bull that excommunicates Harold 
and his adherents; Y bring to thee the gift of 
the Roman Church, the land and royalty of 
England. I bring to thee the gonfanon 
hallowed by the heir of the Apostle, and the 
very ring that contains the precious relic of the 
Apostle himself ! Now who will shrink from 

* It is curious to notice how England was represented 
as a country almost heathen ; its conquest was regarded 
quite as a pious, benevolent act Df cbarity~a sort of 
mission for converting the savages. And all this while 
England was under the niost slavish ecclesiastical 
domination, Aid the priesthood possessed a third of its 
land! But the heart df England never forgave that 
''league of the Pope with the Conqueror; and the seeds 
of the Reformed Religion was trampled deep into the 
' Saxon soil by the feet of the invading Norman. 


thy side? Publish thy ban, not in Normandy 
alone, but in every region and realm where the 
Church is honoured. This is the first war of 
the Cross.” 

Then indeed was it seen—that might of the 
Church! Soon as were made known the 
sanctiog and gifts of the Pope, all the continent 
stirred as to the blast of the trump in the 
Crusade, of which that war was the heijild. 
From Mainfi and from Anjou, from Peitou and 
Bretagne, from France and from Flanders, from 
Aquitaine and Burgundy, flashed the spear, 
galloped the steed. The robber-chiefs from 
the castles now grey on the Rhine; the hunters 
and bandits from the roots of the Alps; baron 
and knight, variet and vagrant,—all came to the 
flag of the Church,—to the pillage of England. 
For side by side with the Pope’s holy bull was 
the martial ban:—“ Good pay and broad lands 
to everyone who will serve Count William with 
spear, and with sword, and with cross-bow.” 
And the Duke said to Fitzosbome, as he 
parcelled out the fair fields of England into 
Norman fiefs,— 

“Harold hath not the strength of mind to 
promise the least of those things that belong to 
me. But I have the right to promise that 
which is mine, and also that which belongs to 
him. He must be the victor who can give away 
both his own and what belongs to his foe.” * 

All on the continent of Europe regarded 
England’s king as accursed—William’s enter¬ 
prise as holy; and mothers who had turned 
pale when their sons went forth to the boar- 
chase, sent their darlings to enter their names, 
for the weal of their souls, in the swollen 
muster-roll of William the Norman. Every 
port now in Neustria was busy with terrible life; 
in every wood was heard the axe felling logs for 
the ships; from every anvil flew the spaiks 
from the hammer, as iron took shape into 
helmet and sword. All things seemed to favour 
the Church’s chosen one. Conan, Count of 
Bretpgne, sent to claim the Duchy of Normandy, 
as legitimate heir. A few days afterwards, 
Conan died, poisoned (as had died his father 
before him) by the mouth of his horn and lire 
web of his gloves. And the new Count of 
Bretagne sent his sons to take part against 
Harold. 

All the armament mustered at the roadstead 
*'of St. Valery, at the mouth of the Somme. 
But the winds were long hostile, and the raips 
fell in torrents. *’■ 

Chapter XI. 

And now, while war thus hungered for 
England at the mouth of the Somme, the last 
and most renowned of the sea-kings, Harold 
Hardrada, entered Iris galley, the tallest and 
strongest of a fleet Of three hundred sail, that 
peopled the seas round Solundir. And a man 
named* Gyrdir, on board the King’s ship 
dreamed a dream.f He saw a great witch-wife 

* William of Poitiers. —The naive sagacity of this 
bandit argument, and the Norman’s contempt for 
Harold’s deficiency ip “ strength of mind,” are exqui¬ 
site illustrations of character. 
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standing on an isle of the Sulen, with a fork in 
one hand and a trough in the other.* He saw 
her pass over the whole fleet;—by eafth of the 
three hundred ships he saw her ; and a fowl sat 
on the stem of each ship, and that fowl was 
a raven; and he heard the witch-wife sing this 
song:— * 

“ From the East I allure him, 

At the West I secure him, a 
In tbh feast I foresee 
Rare the relics for me ; 

Red the drink, white the bones. 

“ The ravens sit greeding. 

And watching, and heeding ;• 

Thoro’ wind, over water, 

Comes scent of the slaughter, 

And ravens sit greeding 

Their share of the bones. 

“ Thoro’ wind, thoro’ weather, 

We’re sailing together; 

I sail witl^ the ravens ; 

I watch with the ravens ; 

I snatch from the ravens 

My share of the bones.” 

There was 'also a man called Thord,f in a 
ship that lay near the King’s; and he too 
dreamed a dream. He saw the fleet nearing 
land, and that land was England. And on the 
land was a battle array twofold, and many 
banners were flapping on both sides. And 
before the army of the landfojk was riding a 
huge witch-wife upon a wolf; the wolf had a 
man's carcase in his mouth, and the blood was 
dripping and dropping from his jaws ; and when 
the wolf had eaten up that carcase, the witch- 
wife threw another into his jaws; and so, one 
after another; and the wolf cranched and 
swallowed 4hem all. And the witch-wife sang 
this song:— 

£ 

“ The green waving fields 
Are hidden behind 
The flash of the shields, 

And the rush of the banners 
That toss in the wind. 

“ But Skade’s eagle eyes 

Pierce the wall of the stecj, • 

And behold from the skies 

What, the earth would conceal; 

O’er the rush of the banners • 

She poises her wing, 

And marks with a shadow 
The brow of the King. 

“ And, in bode of his doom, 

Jaw of Wolf, be the tomb. 

Of the bones and the flesh, ' 

Gore- bedabbled and fresh. 

That cranch and that drip 
Under fang amVJtom lip, 

As I ride in the van 
Of the fcasters on man, 

With the King-! 

“ Grim wolf, sate thy maw, 

Full enow shall there be, 

Hairy jaw, hungry maw, 

Both for ye anti for mo I 

“ Meaner food be the. feast 
Of the fowl and the beast; 

But the witch, for her share. 

Takes the best of the fare; 

.» 

* Does any Scandinavian scholar know why the 
trough was so associated with the images of Scandina¬ 
vian witchcraft ? A witch was known, when seen be¬ 
hind, by a kind of trough-like shape; there must be 
some symbol, of very ancient mythology, in tins super¬ 
stition ! 

t Snorro Sturleson. 
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And the witch shall be fed 
With the king of the dead. 

When she rides in the van, 

Qf the slayers of man. 

With the King.” 

And King Harold dreamed a dream. And he 
saw before him his brother, St. Olave. And the 
dead, to the Scald-King sang this song 

“ Bold as thou in the fight. 

Blithe as thou in the hall. 

Shone the noon of my might. 

Ere the night of my fall ! 

“ How humble is death. 

And how haughty is life; 

And bow fleeting the breath 
Between slumber and strife 1 

“?U1 the. earth is too narrow, 

O life, for thy tread ! 

Two strides o’er tile barrow 
Can measure the dead. 

“ Yet mighty that space is 
Which seemeth so small; 

The realm of all races, 

With room for them all! ” 

But Harold Hardrada scorned witch-wife and 
dream ; and his fleets sailed on. Tostig joined 
him off the Orkney Isles, and this great armament 
soon came m sight of the shores of England. 
They landed at Cleveland,* and at the dread of the 
terrible Norsemen, the coastmen fled or sub¬ 
mitted. With booty and plunder they sailed on 
to Scarborough, but there the townsfolk were 
brave, and the walls were strong. The Norse¬ 
men ascended a hill above the town, lit a huge 
pile of wood, and tossed the burning piles down 
on the roofs. House after house caught the 
flame, and through the glare and the crash rushed 
the men of Hardrada, Great was the slaughter, 
and ample the plunder; and the town, awed and 
depeopled, submitted to flame and to sword. 

Then the fleet sailed up the Humber and Ouse, 
and landed at Richall, not far from York; but 
Morcar, the Earl of Northumbria, came out with 
all his forces,—all the stout men and tall of the 
great race of the Anglo-Dane. 

Then Hardrada advanced his flag, called 
Land-Eyda, the “Ravager of the World,” f and, 
chaunting a war-stave,—led his men to. the 
onslaught. 

The battle was fierce, but short. The English 
troops were defeated, they fled into York ; and 
the Ravager of the World was borne in triumph 
to the gates of the town. An exiled chief, 
however tyrannous and hateful, hath ever some 
friends among the desperate and lawless ; and 
success ever finds allies among the weak and the 
craven,—so many Northumbrians now came to 
the side of Tostig.' Dissension and mutiny 
broke out amidst the garrison within ; Morcar, 
unable to control the townsfolk, was driven forth 
with those still true to their country and King, 
and York agreed to Open its gates to the con¬ 
quering invader. 

At the news of this foe on the north side of the 
land, King Harold was compelled to withdraw 
all the forces at watch in the south against the 

* Snorro Sturleson. * 

+ So Thierry translates the word : others, the Land- 
ravager. In Danish, the word Is Land-ode, in Icelan¬ 
dic, Land-eydo,—Note to Thierry’s “ Hist.of the Conq. 
of England, book in. vol. yi. p. t6q fof Hazlitt’s trans¬ 
lation). * 
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tardy invasion of William. It was the middle 
of September; eight months had elapsed since 
the Norman bad launched forth his vaunting 
threat. Would he now dare to come ?—Come or 
not, that foe was afar, and this was in the heart 
of the country 1 

Now, York having thus capitulated, all the 
land round was humbled and awed; and Har¬ 
drada and Tostie were blithe and gay; and many 
days, thought they, must pass ere Harold the 
King can come from the south to the north. 

The camp of the Norsemen was at Stanford 
Bridge, and that day it was settled that they 
should formally enter York. Their ships la.y in 
the river beyond; a large part of the armament 
was with the ships. The .day wift warm, and 
the men with Hardrada had laid aside their heavy 
mfiil and were “ making merry,” talking of the 
plunder of York, jeering at Saxon valotir, and 
gloating over thoughts ol the Saxon maids, whom 
Saxon men had failed to protect,—when suddenly 
between them and the town rose and rolled a 
great cloud of dust. High it rose, and fast it 
rolled, and from the heart of the cloud shown the 
spear and the shield. 

“ What army comes yonder ? ” said Harold 
Hardrada. 

“ Surely,” answered Tostig, “ It comes from 
the town that we are to enter as conquerors, and 
can be but the friendly Northumbrians who 
have deserted Morcar for me.” 

Nearer and nearer came the force, and the 
shine of the arms was like the glancing of ice. 

“ Advance the World-Ravager! ” cried Har¬ 
old Hardrada, “ draw up and to arms ! ” 

Then, picking out three of his briskest youths, 
he despatched them to the force on the river with 
orders to come np quick to the aid. For already, 
through the cloud and amidst the spears, was 
seen the flag of the English King. On the pre¬ 
vious night King Harold had entered York, 
unknown to the invaders—appeased the mutiny 
—cheered the townsfolk; and now came like a 
thunderbolt borne by the winds, to dear the air of 
England from the clouds of the North. 

Both armaments drew up in haste, and Har¬ 
drada formed his array in the form of a circle,— 
the line long but not deep, the wings curving 
round till they met,* shield to shield. Those who 
stood in the first rank set their spear shafts on 
the ground, the points level with the breast of a 
horseman; those in the second, with spears yet 
lower, level with the breast of a horse ; thus 
forming a double palisade against the charge of 
cavalry. In the centre of this circle was placed 
the Ravager of the World, and round it a ram¬ 
part of shields. Behind that rampart was the 
accustomed, post at the onset of battle for t^ie 
King and his bodyguard. But Tostig was infront 
with his own Northumbrian lion banner, and his 
chosen men. 

While this army was thus being formed, the 
English King was marshalling his force in the far 
more formidable .tactics, which his military 
science had perfected %>m the Warfare of the 
Danes. That form of battalion, invincible 
♦hitherto under his leadership, was in the manner 
pf a wedge or triangle, thus. So that in attack, 
* Snorro Sturlesan, 


the men marched on the foe presenting the. 
Smallest possible surface to the missives, and, in 
defence, *11 three lines faced the assailants. King 
Harold cast'his eye over the closing lines, and 
then, turning to Gurth, who rode by his side, 
said,— 

“Tabu one man from 'yon hostile army, and 
with what joy should we charge on the North¬ 
men ! ” , , * 

" I conceive thee,” answered Gurth, mourn¬ 
fully, “and the same thought of that one jftan 
makes my arm feel palsied.” 

The King mused, apd drew down the nasal 
bar of his helmet. 

“ Thegns,” said he suddenly, to the score of 
riders who grouped round him, “follow.” And 
shaking the rein of his horse, King Harold rode 
straight to that part of the hostile fron t from whicli 
rose, above the spears, the Northumbrian banner 
of Tostig, Wondering, but mute, the twenty 
thegns followed him. Before the grin) array, and 
hard by Tostig's banner, the King checked his 
steed and cried,— 

“ Is Tostig, the son of Godwin and Githa, by 
the flag of the Northumbrian earldom ?” 

With his helmet raised, and his Norwegian 
mantle flowing over his mail, Earl Tostig rode 
forth at that voice, and came up to the speaker. 4 * 

“What wouldestthou with me, daring foe ?” 

The Saxon horseman paused, and his deep 
voice trembled tenderly, as he answered slowly,— 

“ Thy brother, King Harold sends to salute 
thee. Let not the sons from the same womb 
wage unnatural war in the soil of their fathers." 

“What will Harold the King give to his 
brother ? ” answered Tostig, “ Northumbria 
already he hath bestowedon the son of his house’s 
foe.” « 

The Saxon hesitated, and a rider by his side 
took tip the word. 

“ If the Northumbrians will receive thee again, 
Northumbria shalt thou have, and the King will 
bestow his late earldom of Wessex on Morcar; if 
the Northumbrians reject thee, thou shalt have 
all the lordships which King Harold hath pro- 
mised,to Gurth ” 

“ This is well,” answered Tostig; and be seemed 
to pause as in doubt;—when, made aware of 
this parley. King Harold Hardrada, on his coal- 
black steed, with his helm all shining with gold, 
rode from the lines, and came into hearing. 

“Ha!’’said Tostig, then turning round, as 
the giant form of the^Norse King threw its vast 
shadow over the ground. 

“ And if I take the offer, what will Harold son 
of Godwin give to my friend and ally Hardrada 
of Norway ? ” 

The Saxon rider reared his head at these 
words, and gazed on the large front of Hardrada, 
as he answered, loud and distinct,— ,, 

“ Seven feet of land for a grave, or, seeing 
■that he is taller than, other men, as much more 
as his corse may demand 1 ” 

“ Thlin go back, and tell Harold my brother 
to get rqady for battle; for never shall the Scalds 

* See Snorro Sturleson for this parley between 
Harold i n'fr.rstm and Tostig. TbeaoCount differs front 
the Sason chroniclers, bStt {n this particular instance is 
likely to be as accurate. 
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and the warriors of Norway say that Tostig lured 
their king in his cause,. to betray him to his 
foe. Here did he come, and here came I, to 
win as the brave win, or die as the brave die! ” 
A rider of younger and slighter form than the 
re-l here whispered the Saxon King,— 

“ Delay no more, or thy men's hearts if ill fear 
treason.” P 

‘ *The tie is rent from my heart* O Haco,” 
answered the King, “ and the heart flies back to 
our 'England.” 

He waved his hand, turned his steed, and rode 
off. The eyes of Hardrada followed the horse¬ 
man. 

“ And who,” he asked calmly, “ is that man 
who spoke so well ? ” * 

“ King Harold ! ” answered Tostig, briefly. * 
“ How ! ” cried the Norseman, reddening, 
“ how" was not that made known to me before ? 
Never should he hhve gone back,—never told 
hereafter the doom of this day ! ” 

With all his ferocity, his envy, his grudge to 
Harold, and his treason to England, some rude 
notions of honour still lay confused in the breast 
of the Saxon; and lie answered stoutly,— 
“Imprudent was Harold’s coming, and great 
his danger; bnt he came to offer me peace and 
dominion. Had I betrayed him, I had not been 
his foe, but his murderer! ” 

The Norse King smiled approvingly, and, 
turning to his chiefs, said drily,— 

“ That man was shorter than some of us, bnt 
he rode firm in his stirrups.” 

And then this extraordinary person, who united 
in himself all that vanished lor ever in his grave, 
and who is the more interesting, as in him we 
see the race from which the Norman sprang, 
began, in the rich full voice that pealed deep as 
an organ, to chaunt his impromptu war-song. 
He halted in the midst, and with great com¬ 
posure said,— 

“ That verse is but ill-tuned: I must try a 
better.” f 

He passed his hand over his brow, hi used* an 
instant, and then, with his fair face all illumined, 
be burst forth as inspired. • 

The time, air, rhythm, words, all so chimed in 
with his own enthusiasm and that of his men, 
that the effect was inexpressible. It was, in- 
deedj like the charm of those runes which are 
said to have maddened the Berserker with the 
frenzy of war. 

Meanwhile the Saxon phjjanx came on, slow 
and firm, and in a few minutes the battle began. 
It commenced first with the charge of the English 
cavalry (never numerous), led by Leofwine and 
Haco, but the double palisade of the Norman 
spears formed an impassable barrier; and the 
horsemen, recoiling from the frieze, rode rotted the 
irdn circle without other damage than the spear 
and javelin could effect. Meanwhile, King Harold, 
who had dismounted, marched, as was his wont, 
with the body of footmen. He kept his post in 
the hollow of the triangular wedge, whence he 
could best issue his orders. Avoiding the side 
over which Tostig presided, he halted his array 
in full centre of the enemy, where the Ravager 
of the World, streaming high above the inner 
• Snorro Sturleson. 4 Ibid. 
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rampart of shields, showed the presence of the 
giant Hardrada, 

The air was now literally darkened with the 
flights of arrows and spears; and in a war of mis¬ 
sives, the Saxons were less stalled than the Norse¬ 
men. Still, King Harold restrained the ardour df 
his men, who, sore harassed by the darts, yearned 
to close on the foe. He himself, standing on a 
little eminence, more exposed than his meanest 
soldier, deliberately eyed the sallies of the horse, 
and watched the moment he foresaw, when, en¬ 
couraged by his own suspense, and the feeble 
attacks of the cavalry, the Norsemen would lift 
their spears from the ground, and advance them¬ 
selves to the-assault. -That moment came; 
unable to withhold their awn fiery zeal, stimu¬ 
lated by the tromp and the clash, and the war 
hymns of their Kmg, and his choral Scalds, the 
Norsemen broke ground and came on. 

“ To your axes, and charge! ” cried Harold ; 
and passing at once from the centre to the front, 
he led on the array. 

The impetus df that artful phalanx was tre¬ 
mendous; it pierced through the wing of the 
Norwegians : it clove into the rampart of shields; 
and King Harold's battle-axe was the first that 
shivered that wall of steel; his step the first that 
strode into the innermost circle that guarded the 
Ravager of the World. 

Then forth, from under the shade of that great 
flag, came, himself also on foot, Harold Hard¬ 
rada : shouting and chaunting, he leapt with 
long strides into the thick of the onslaught. He 
had flung away his shield, and swaying with both 
hands his enormous sword, he hewed down man 
after man till space grew clear before him ; and 
the English, recoiling in awe before an image of 
height and strength that seemed superhuman, 
left but one form standing firm, and in front, to 
oppose his way. 

At that moment the whole strife seemed not 
to belong to an age comparatively modern, it 
took a character of remotest eld; and Thor and 
Odin seemed to have returned to the earth. 
Behind this towering and Titan warrior, their 
wild hair streaming long under their helms, 
came his Scalds, all singing their hymns, drunk 
with the madness of battle. And the Ravager 
of the World tossed and flapped as it followed, 
so that the vast raven depicted on its folds 
•seemed horrid with life. And calm and alone, 
his eye watchful, his axe lifted, his foot ready 
for rush or for spring—but firm as an oak against 
flight—stood the Last of the Saxon Kings. 

Down bounded Hardrada; and down shore his 
sword; King Harold’s shield was cloven in two, 
and the force of the blow brought himself to his 
knew. But, as swift as the flash of that sword, 
he sprang to his feet; and while Hardrada still 
bowed his head, not recovered from the force of 
his blow, the axe of the Saxon came so full on 
his helmet, that the giant reeled, dropped his 
sword, and staggered back; his Scalds and his 
Chiefs rushed around him. That gallant stand 
of. King Harold saved his English frqjn flight; 
and now, as they saw him almost lost in the 
throng, yet still cleaving his way—on, on—to the 
raven standard, they rallied’with one heart, arid 
shouting forth, “Out, out! Holy crosse!" 
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forced their way to his side, and the fight now 
waged hot and equal, hand to hand. Mean* 
while HardradA, borne a little apart, and relieved 
from his dinted liemet, recovered the shock of 
the weightiest blow that had ever dimmed his 
eye and numbed his hand. Tossing the helmet 
on the ground, his bright locks glittering like 
sunbeams, he rushed back to the tnilie. Again 
helm and mail went down before him; Again 
through the crowd he saw the arm that had 
smitten hiun; again he sprang forwards to finish 
the war with a blow,’—when a shaft from some 
distant bow pierced the throat which the casque 
now left bare; a sound like the wail of a death - 
song murmured brokenly from jjis lips, which 
then gushed out with blood, and tossing up his 
arms wildly, he fell to the ground, a corpse. 
At that sight, a yell of such terror and woe, and 
wrath all commingled, broke from the Norse¬ 
men, that it hushed the very war for the 
moment! 

“On!” cried the Saxon King; “let our 
earth ‘take its spoiler! On to the standard, and 
the day is our own! ” 

“ On to the standard ! ” cried Haco, who, his 
horse slain under him, all bloody with wounds 
not his own, now came to the King’s side. 
Grim and tall rose the standard, and the streamer 
shrieked and flapped in the wind as if the raven 
had voice, when, right before Harold, right be¬ 
tween him and the banner, stood Tostig his 
brother, known by the splendour of his mail, the 
gold work on his mantle—known by the fierce 
faugh, and defyingvoice. 

“What matters!” cried Haco; “strike, O 
King, for thy crown ! ” 

Harold’s hand griped Haco’s arm convul¬ 
sively; he lowered his axe, turned round, and 
passed shudderingly away. 

Both armies now paused from the attack ; for 
both were thrown into great disorder, and each 
gladly gave respite to the other, to re-form its 
own shattered array. 

The Norsemen were not the soldiers to yield 
because their leader was slain—rather the more 
resolute to fight, since revenge was now added 
to valour; yet, but for the daring and prompt¬ 
ness with which Tostig had cut bis way to the 
standard, the day had been already decided. 

During the pause, Harold summoning G.urth, 
said to him in great emotion, “ For the sake of*' 
Nature, for the love of God, go, O Guith,—go to 
Tostig : urge him, now Hardrada is dead, urge 
him to peace. All that we can proffer with 
honour, proffer—qfiafter and free retreat to 
every Norseman.* Oh, save me, save us, from 
a brother’s blood !**’ 

Gurth lifted his helmet, and kissed the moiled 
hand that grasped his own. 

“ I go,” said he. And so, bareheaded, and 
with a single trumpeter, he went to the hostile 
lines. s 

Harold awaited him in great agitation; nor 
could any man have guessed what bitter and 
awful thojjghfs lay in that heart, from which, in 
the way to power, tie after tie had been wrenched 
away. He did not wait long; arid even before 

* Sharon Turner’s Anglo-Saxons, vol. ii. p. 396. 
Snorro Sturleson. 


Gurth rejoined him, he knew by an unanimous 
about of fury, to which the clash of countless 
shields chimed in, that rite mission had been in 
Vain. 

Tostig had refused to hear Gurth, save in pre¬ 
sence of the‘Norwegian chiefs ; and when the 
message had been delivered, they all cried, 
would rather fall one across the corpse of the 
other,* than leave a field in which our #ung ! 
was slain.” * 

“Ye hear them,” said Tostig; “as they sjjfenl;, 
speak 1.” 

“ Not mine this guilt, too , O God! ” said 
Harold, solemnly lifting his hand on high. 
“Now, then, to duty.” 

By this time the Norwegian reinforcements 
had arrived from the ships, and tins for a short 
time rendered the conflict, that immediately 
ensued, uncertain and critical. But Harold’s 
generalship was now as consummate as his valour 1 
had been daring. He kept his men true to their 
irrefragable line. Even if fragments splintered 
oft, each fragment threw itself into the form of 
the resistless wedge. One Norwegian, standing 
on the bridge of Stanford, long guarded that 
pass; and no less than forty Saxons are said to 
have perished by his arm. To him the English 
King sent a generous pledge, not only of safety 
for the life, but honour for the valour. The viking 
refused to surrender, and fell at last by a javelin 
from the hand of Haco. As if in him had been 
embodied the unyielding war-god of the Norse¬ 
men, in that death died the last hope of the 
vikings. They fell literally where they stood; 
many, from sheer exhaustion and the weight ot 
their mail, died without a blow.f r And in the 
shades of nightfall, Harold stood amidst the 
shattered rampart of shields, his foot on the 
corpse of the standard-bearer, his hand on the 
Ravager of the World. 

“Thy brother’s corpse is borne yonder,” said 
Haco in the ear of the King, as, wiping the blood, 
from his sword, he plunged it back into the 
shell th. « 


Chapter XH. 

Young Olave, the sorr of Hardrada, had hap-,, 
pily escaped the slaughter. A strong detach¬ 
ment of the Norweg ans had stiU remained with 
the vessels, and amongst them some prudent old 
chiefs, who, foreseeing the probable results of 
the day, and knowing that Hardrada would 
never quit, save as a conqueror or a corpse, the 
field on which he had planted the Ravager of 
the World, had detained the Prince almost by 
force from sharing the fate of his father. But 
ere those vessels could put out to sea, the vigo¬ 
rous measures of the Saxon Bang had already 
intercepted the retreat of the vessds. And then, 
ranging their shields as a wall jound their masts, 
the bold vikings at least determined to die as 
men* But with the morning came King Harold 
himself , to the banks of the river, and behind 

* Snorro Sturleson. , 

+ The quick succession of events allowed the Saxon 
army no time to bury the slain ; and the bones of the 
invaders whitened the field of battle for many years 
afterwards. 
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him, with trailed lances, a solemn procession 
that bore the body of the Scald King. They 
halted on the margin, and a boat was launched 
towards the Norwegian fleet, bearing a monk, 
who demanded the chiefs to send a deputation, 
headed by the young Prince himself, to receive 
the corpse of their King, and hear the proposals 
of the Saxon. * 

S he vikings, who had anticipated no prelimi- 
es to the massacre they awaited, did not 
hesitate to accept these overtures. Twelve of 
ihe%rost famous chiefs still surviving, and Olave 
himself, entered the boat; and, standing between 
his brothers, Leofwine and Gurth* Harold thus 
accosted them— 

“ Yotir King invaded a people that had given 
him no offence : he has paid the forfeit—we war 
not with the dead! Give to his remains the 
honours due to the brave. Without ransom or 
condition, we yield to you what can no longer 
harm us. And for thee, young Prince,” con¬ 
tinued the King, with a tone of pity in his voice, 
as he contemplated the stately boyhood, and 
proud, but deep grief in the face of Olave; “ for 
thee, wilt thou not live to learn that the wars of 
Odin are treason to the Faith of the Cross ? We 
have conquered—we dare not butcher. Tjike 
such ships as ye need for those that survive. 
Thrce-and-twenty I offer for your transport. 
Return to your native shores, and guard them as 
we have guarded ours. Are ye contented ? ” 
Amongst those chiefs was a stern priest—the 
Bishop of the Orcades—he advanced and bent 
his knee to the King. 

“O Lord of England,” said he, “ yesterday 
thou didst conquer the form—to-day, the soul. 
And never i®oi e may generous Norsemen invade 
the coast of him who honours the dead and 
spares tbejiving.” 

“Amen ! ” cried the chiefs, and they all knelt 
to Harold. The young Prince stood a moment 
irresolute, for his dead father was on the bier 
before him, and revenge was yet a virtue in the 
heart of a sea-king. But lifting his eyes to 
Harold’s, the mild and gentle majesty of the 
Saxon’s brow was irresistible in. its benign com¬ 
mand ; and stretching his right hand t« the 
King, he raised on high the other, and said 
aloud, “ Faith and friendship with thee and 
England evermore.” 

Then all the chiefs rising, they gathered round 
the bier, but no hand, in the sight of the con-i 
quering foe, lifted the cloth of gold that covered 
the corpse of the famous King, The bearers of 
the bier moved on slowly towards the boat; the 
Norwegians followed with measured funereal 
steps. And not till the bier was placed on 
board the royal galley was there heard the wail 
of woe; but then it came, loud, and deep, and 
dismal, and was followed by a burst of wild song 
from a surviving Scald. 

The Norwegian preparations for departure 
were soon made, and the ships vouchsafed to 
their convoy raised anchor, and sailed down the 
stream. Harold’s eye*watched the ships? from 
the river banks. 

“ And there,” said he, at last, “ there glide 
the last sails that shall ever bear the devastating 
raven to the shores of England.” 


Truly, in that field had been the most signal 
defeat those warriors, hitherto almost invincible, 
had known. On that bier lay the last son of 
Berserker and sea-king: and be it, O Harold, 
remembered in thine honour, that not by the 
Norman, but by thee, true-hearted Saxon, Was 
trampled on the English soil the Ravager of the 
World! * 

“ So be it,” said Haco, “ and so, methinks, 
will it be. But forget not the descendant of the 
Norsemen, the Count of Rouen ! ” 

Harold started, and turned to his chiefs. 
“ Sound trumpet, and fall in. To York we 
march. There re-settle the earldom, collect the 
spoil, and then back, my men, to the southern 
shores. Ye thirst kneel thou, Haco, son of my 
brother Sweyn: thy deeds were done in the light 
of Heaven, in the sight of warriors in the open 
field ; so should thine honours find thee ! Not 
with the vain fripperies of Norman knighthood 
do I deck thee, but make thee one of the elder 
brotherhood of Minister and Miles. I gird 
round thy loins mine own baldric of pure silver; 
I place in thy hand mine own sword of plain 
steel; and bid thee rise to talre place jn council 
and camps amongst the Proceres of England,— 
Earl of Hertford and Essex. Boy,” whispered 
the King, as he bent over the pale cheek of his 
nephew, “ thank not me. From me the thanks 
should come. On the day that saw Tostig’s 
crime and his death, thou didst purify the 
name of my brother Sweyn ! On to our city of 
York! ” 

High banquet was held in York : and, accord¬ 
ing to the customs of the Saxon monarchs, the 
King could not absent himself from the Victory 
Feast of his thegns. He sate at the head of the 
board, between his brothers. Morcar, whose 
departure from the city had deprived him of a 
share in the battle, had arrived that day with his 
brother Edwin, whom he had gone to summon 
to his aid. - And though the young Earls envied 
the fame they had not shared, the envy was 
noble. 

Gay and boisterous was the wassail; and lively 
song, long neglected in England, woke, as it 
wakes ever, at the breath of Joy and Fame. As 
if in the days of Alfred, the harp passed from 
hand to hand; martial and rough the strain be¬ 
neath the touch of the Anglo-Dane, more refined 
and thoughtful the lay when it chimed to the 
voice of the Anglo-Saxon. But the memory of 
Tostig—al) guilty though he was—a brother slain 
in war with a brother, lay heavy on Harold’s 
soul. Still, so had he schooled and trained him¬ 
self to Jive but for England—know no joy and 
no woe not hers—that by degrees and strong 
efforts he shook off his gloom. And music, and 
soiwg, and wine, and blazing lights, and the 
proud sight of those long lines of valiant men, 
whose hearts had beat and whose hands had 
triumphed in the same cause, all aided to link 
his senses with the gladness of the hour. 

And now, as night advanced, Leofwine, who 

* It may be said indeed, that in the following reign, 
the Danes under Osbiorn (brother King Swevn), 
sailed up the Humber; but it was to assist the English, 
not to invade them. They were bought off by the 
Norman—not conquered. 
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was ever a favourite in the banquet, as Gurth in 
the council, rose to propose the drink-hml , which 
carries the most characteristic of our modem social 
customs to an antiquity so remote, and the roar 
was hushed at the sight of the young Earl’s win¬ 
some face. With due decorum, he uncovered his 
head,* composed bis countenance, and began— 

“Craving forgiveness of my lord the King, and 
this noble assembly,” said Leofwine, “in which 
are so many from whom what I intend to propose 
would come with better grace, I would remind you 
that William, Count of the Normans, meditates a 
pleasure excursion, of the same nature as our late 
visitor, Harold Hardrada’s.” 

A scornful laugh ran through the hall. 

“ And as we English are hospitable folk, and 
give any man, who asks, meat and board for one 
night, so one day’s welcome, methinks, will be all 
that the Count of the Normans will need at our 
English hands.” 


Flushed with the joyous insolence of wine, the. 
wassailers roared applause. 

“Wherefore, this drink-heel to Willliam of 
Rouen! And, to borrow a saying now in every 
man’s lips, and which,Xthink, our good scops will 
take care that our children’s children shall learn 
byhearfc—since he covets our Saxon soil, ‘seven 
feet of land’ in frank pledge to him for ever! ” 

“ Drink-hml to William the Norman! ’ ’ showed 
the revellers ; and each man, with mocking for¬ 
mality, took off his .cap, kissed his hand, <und 
bowed.* “ Drink-hml to William the Norman! ” 
and the shout rolled from floor to roof—when, in 
the midst of the uproar, a man all bedabbled with 
dust and mire,rushed into the hall,rushed through 
the rows of the banqueters, rushed to the throne- 
chair of Harold, ancl cried aloud, “ William the 
Norman is encamped on the shores of Sussex ; 
and with the mightiest armament ever yet seen in 
England, is ravaging the land far and hear! ” 


BOOK XII. 


THE BATTLE 

Chapter I. 

In the heart of the forest land in which Hilda’s 
abode was situated, a gloomy pool reflected 
upon its stagnant waters the still shadows of the 
autumnal foliage. As is common in ancient 
forests in the neighbourhood of men’s wants, 
the trees were dwarfed in height by repeated 
loppings, and the boughs sprang from the hol¬ 
low, gnarled boles of pollard oaks and beeches ; 
the trunks, vast in girth, and covered with 
mosses and whitening canker-stains, or wreaths 
of ivy, spoke of the most remote antiquitybut 
the boughs with their lingering and mutilated 
life put forth, were either thin and feeble with 
innumerable branchlets, or were centered on 
some solitary distorted limb which the wood¬ 
man’s axe had spared. The trees thus assumed 
all manner of crooked, deformed, fantastic- 
shapes—all betokening age, and all decay—all, 
in despite of the noiseless solitude around, pro¬ 
claiming the waste and ravages of man. 

The time was that of the first watches of night, 
when the autumnal moon was brightest and 
broadest. You might see, on the opposite side 
of the pool, the antlers of the deer every now 
and then moving restlessly above the lern m 
-which they had made their couch ; and, through 
the nearer glades, th^ hares and conies stealing 
forth to sport or to feed; or the bat, wheeling 
low, in chase of the forest moth. From the 
thickest part of the copse came a slow human 
foot, ana Hilda, emerging, paused by the waters 
of the pool. That serene and stony calm habitual 
to her features was gone; sorrow and passion had 
seized the soul of the Vala, in the midst of its 
fancied security from the troubles it presumed to 
foresee for others. The lines of the face were 
deep and care-worn—age had come on with rapid 
strides—atfi the light of'the <fye was vagne and 
unsettled, as if the lofty reason shook, terrified in 
its pride, at last. 

• The Saxons sat at meals with their heads covered. ( 


OF HASTINGS. 

“ Alone, alone ! ” she murmured, half aloud ; 
“ yea, evermore alone ! And the grandchild 
I had reared to be the mother of kings—whose 
fate, from the cradle, seemed linked with royalty 
and love—in whom, watching and hopiug for, in 
whom, loving and heeding, methought I lived 
again the sweet human life—hath gone from my 
hearth — forsaken, broken-hearted — withering 
down to the grave under the shade 9f the barren 
cloister ! Is mine heart, then, all a lie ? Are 
the gods who led Odin from the Scyt&ian East 
but the juggling fiendswhom the craven Christian 
abhors ? Lo! the Wine Month has come ; a 
few nights more, and the sun which all prophecy 
foretold should gOdown on the union of the king 
and the maid, shall bring round the appointed 
day:* yet r Aldyth still lives, and Edith still 
withers ; and War stands side by side with the 
Church, between the betrothed and the altar. 
Verily, verily, my spirit hath lost its power, and 
leaves me bowed, in tbe awe of night, a feeble, 
aged, hopeless, childless woman ! ” 

Tears of human weakness rolled down the 
,Vala’s cheeks. At that moment, a laugh came 
fioin a thing that had seemed like the fallen 
trunk of a tree, or a trough in which the herds¬ 
men waters his cattle^o still, and shapeless, and 
undefined it had lain amongst the rank weeds 
and nightshade, and trailing creepers on the 
marge of the pool. The laugh was low yet fear¬ 
ful to hear. 

Slowly, the thing moved, and rose, and took 
the outline of a human form; and the Prophetess 
beheld the witch whose sleep she had disturbed 
by the Saxon’s grave. 

“ Where is the banner ? ” said the witch,pay¬ 
ing her hand on Hilda’s arm, and looking into 
her face with bleared and rheumy eyes, “ where 
is the banner thy handmaids were weaving for 
Harold the Earl ? Why didst thou lay aside 
that labour of lqv§ for Harold the King ? Hie 

V * Henry. 
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■ dice home, and bid thy maidens ply all night at 
the work; make it potent with mne and with 
spell, and with gums of the seid. Take the 
banner to Harold the king as a marriage-gift; 
for the day of his birth shall be still the day of 
his'nuptials with Edith the Fair! ” 

Hilda gazed on the hideous fprin before her ; 
and so had her soul fallen from its arrogant pride 
ofiplace, that instead of the scorn with which so 
foul x pretender to the Great Art bad before in¬ 
spired the King-born Prophetess, her veins 
tingled with credulous awe. 

“ Artthou a mortal like myself,” she said, after 
a pause, “ or one of those beings often .seen by 
the shepherd in mist and rain, driving before them 
their shadowy flocks? one of those of whom no 
man knoweth whether they are of earth or of Hei- 
lieim ? whether they have ever known the lot and 
conditions of flesh, or are but some dismal race 
between body and spirit, hateful alike to gods and 
to men?” 

The dreadful hag shook her head, as if re¬ 
fusing to answer the question, and said,— 

“ Sit we down, sit we down by the dead dull 
pool, and if thou wouldst be wise as I am, wake up 
all thy wrongs, fill thyself with hate, and let thy 
thoughts be curses. Nothing is strong on eartti 
but the Will; and hate to the will is as the iron in 
the hands of the war-man.” 

“Ha!” answered Hilda, “then*thou art in¬ 
deed one of the loathsome brood whose magic is 
born, not of the aspiring soul, but of the fiend¬ 
like heart. And between us there is no union. I 
am of the race of those of whom priests and kings 
reverenced and honoured as the oracles of he i ven ; 
and rather let my lore be dimmed and weakened, 
in admittingthe humanities ofhope and love, than 
be lightened by the glare of the wrath that Lpk 
and RanJ bear the children of men.” 

“ What, art thou so base and so doling,” said 
the bag, with fierce contempt, “ as to know that 
another, has supplanted thine Edith, that all the 
schemes of thy life are undone, and yet feel no 
hate for the man who hath wronged her and thee ? 
—the man who had never been king if thou*hadst 
not breathed into him the ambition of rule? 
Think, and cuise! ” » 

“My curse would wither the heart that is etj- 
twined within his,” answered Hilda; “ and,” she 
added abruptly, as if eager to escape from her own 
impulses, “didst thou not tell me, even now, that 
the wiong would be redressed, and his betrotlicefc 
yet be bis bride on the appointed day?” 

“Ha! home, then! — fy»mc! and weave the 
charmed woofof the banner, bioiderit with ziinmes 
and with gold worthy the standard of a king; for 
I tell thee, that wheie that banner is planted, shall 
Edith clasp with bridal arms her adored. And 
the hwata thou bast read by the bauslatein, and 
in the tentple of the Briton’s revengeful gods, 
shall be fulfillet.” 

“Dark daughter of Hela,” said the Prophetess, 
“Whether demon or god hath inspired thee, I 
hear in my spirit a voice that tells me thou hast 
pierced to a truth that my lore could not reach. 
Thou art houseless and poor ; 1 will give wealth 
to thine , age if thou wilt stand with me by the 
altar of Thor, and let thy galdra unriddle the 
secrets that have baffled mine own. All foreshown 


to me hath ever come to pass, but in a sense other 
than that in which my soul read the rune and the 
dream, the leaf and the fount, the star and the Sciri- 
laeca. Myhusbandslaininhisyouth; mydaughter 
maddened with woe; her lord murdered on his 
hearthstone; Sweyn, whom I loved as my child,” 
—the Vala paused, contending against her own 
emotions,—“I loved them all,” she faltered, 
clasping her hands, “ for them I tasked the future. 
The future promised fair; I lured them to their 
doom, and when the doom came, lo! the promise 
was kept! but how ?—and now Edith, the last of 
my race ; Harold, the pride of my pride !—speak, 
thing of Horror and" Night, canst thou disentangle 
the web in which my soul struggles, weak as the 
fly iu the spider’s mesh ? ” 

“ On tire third night from this, will I stand with 
thee by the altar of*Thor, and unriddle the rede 
of my masters, unknown and unguest, whom thou 
hadst duleously served. And ere the sun rise, 
the greatest mystery earth knows shall be bare to 
thy soul! ” 

As the witch spoke, a cloud passed over the, 
moon; and before the light brqjie forth again, the 
hag had vanished. There was only gpen iu the 
dull pool, the water-rat swimming through the 
rank sedges; only in the forest, the grey wings 
of the owl, fluttering heavily across the glades; 
only in the grass, the red eyes of the bloated toad. 

Then Hilda went slowly home, and the maids 
worked all nighf at the charmed banner. All that 
night, too, the watch-dogs howled in the yard, 
through the ruined peristyle—howled in rage and 
in fear. And under the lattice of the room in 
which the maids broidered the banner, and the 
Prophetess muttered her charm, there couched, 
muttering also, a dark, shapeless thing, at which 
those dogs howled in rage and in fear. 


Chapter II. 

Ali, within the palace of Westminster showed 
the confusion and dismay of the awful time - 
all, at least, save the council chamber, in which 
Harold, who had arrived the night before, con¬ 
ferred with his thegns. It was evening ; the 
courtyards and the halls were filled with armed 
men, and almost with every hour came rider and 
bode from the Sus-ex shores. In thfi corridors 
the Churchmen grouped and whispered, as they 
had whispered and grouped in the day of King 
Edward’s death. Stigand passed among them, 
pale and thoughtful. The serge gowns came 
rustling round the Arch prelate for’ counsel or 
courage. • 

“ Shall we go forth will) the King’s army ?” 
asked a young monk, bolder than the ivst, “to 
animate the host with prayer and hymn ?” 

“ Focrt ! ” said the miserly prelate, fool! if 
we do so, and the Norman conquer, what 
become of our abbacies and convent lands ? 
The Duke wars against Harold, not England. 

If he slay Harold-” 

“ What then ? ” 

“ The Atheling is left us yet. S^ay we here 
and guard the last prince of the House of 
Cerdic,” whispered Stigand, and he swept on. 
In the Chamber iu which Edward had 
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breathed liis last, his widowed Queen, with 
Aldyth, her successor, and Githa and * some 
other ladies, waited the decision of the council. 
By one of the windows stood, clasping each 
other by Hie hand, the fair young bride of 
Gurth and the betrothed of the gay Leofwine. 
Githa sate alone, bowing her face over her hafids 
—desolate ; mourning for-the fate of her traitor 
son; and the wounds, that the recent and 
holier death ofThyra had inflicted, bled afresh. 
And the holy lady of Edward attempted in vain, 
by pious adjurations, to comfort Aldyth, who, 
scarcely heeding her, started. ever and anon with 
impatient terror, muttering to herself, “ Shall I 
lose this crown loo ? ” 

In the council-liall debate waScd warm,— 
which was the wiser, to mget William at once 
in the battle-field, or to delay till all the fences 
Harold might expect (and which he had ordered 
to be levied, in bis rapid march from York) 
could swell his host ? 

“If we retire before the enemy,” said Gurth, 
“leaving him. in a strange land, winter ap¬ 
proaching, his fircage will fail. He will scarce 
dare to miaich upon London: if he does, we 
shall be better prepared to encounter him. My 
voice is against resting all on’a single battle.” 

“Is that thy choice?” said Vebba, indig¬ 
nantly,” “ Not so, 1 am sure, would have chosen 
thy father; not so think the Saxons of Kent. 
The Noiman is laying waste all the lands of 
thy subjects, Lord-Harold; living on plunder, 
as a robber, in the realm ofKing Alfred. Dost 
thou think that men will get better heart to fight 
tor their country by hearing that their Kmg 
shrinks from the danger ? ” 

“Thou speakest well and wisely,” said Haco ; 
and all eyes turned to the young son of Sweyn, 
as to one who best knew the character of the 
hostile army and the skill of its chief. “ We 
have now with us a force flushed with conquest 
over a foe hitherto deemed invincible. Men 
who have conquered the Norwegian will not 
shrink from the Norman. Victory depends upon 
ardour more than numbers. Every hour of 
delay damps the ardour. Are we sure that it 
will swell the numbers? What 1 dread most is 
not the sword of the Norman Duke, it is his 
cruft. R±:)y upon it, that' if wc meet him not 
soon, he will march straight to London. He will 
proclaim by the way that he comes not to seize 
the throne, but to punish Harold, and abide by 
the Witan, or, perchance, by the word of the 
Roman pontiff. The terror of his armament, 
unresisted, will spread like a panic through the 
land. Many will be decoyed by his false pre¬ 
texts, many awed In a foiee that the King dure* 
not meet. If he corne in sight of the city, tlynk 
you taat merchants and clieapmen wilj not be 
daunted by the thought of pillage and sack ? 
They will be the first to capitulate at the first 
house which is fired. The city is weak to guard 
against siege ; its walls long neglected ; and in 
sieges the Normans are famous. Are we so' 
united (the King’s rule thus fresh) but what no 
cabals, no 'dissensions will break out amongst 
ourselves ? If the Duke come, as come he will, 
in the name of the Church, may not the Church¬ 
men set up some new pretender to the crown— 


perchance the child Edgar? And,' divided, 
against ourselves, how ingloriously should wc 
fall! Besides, this land, though never before 
have the links between province and province 
been drawn so close, hath yet demarcations that 
make the people selfish. The Northumbrians, 

1 fear, will not Mir to aid London, and Mercia 
will hold aloof from our peril. Grant that Wil¬ 
liam once seyce London, all England is IpoKeu 
up and dispirited; each shire, nify, each town, 
looking only to itself. Talk of delay as wca#ng 
out the strength of the foe ! No, it would wear 
out our own. Little eno’, I fear, is yet left in 
our treasury.' If William seize London, that 
treasuiy is his, with all the wealth of our bur¬ 
gesses. How should we maintain an army, 
except by preying on the people, and thus dis¬ 
contenting them ? Where guard that army ? 
Where arc our forts ? where our mountains ? 
The war of delay suits only a land of rock and 
defile, or of castle and breast-work. Thegnsand 
warriors, ye have no castles but your breasts of 
mail. Abandon these, and you are lost.” 

A general murmur of applause closed this 
speech of Haco, which, while wise in arguments 
our historians have overlooked, came home to 
that noblest reason of brave men, which uiges 
prompt resistance to foul invasion. 

Up, then, jose King Harold. 

“I thank you, fellow-Englishmen, for that 
applause with which ye have greeted mine own 
thoughts on the lips of Haco. Shall it be said 
that your king rushed to cha-e his own brother 
from the soil of outraged England, yet shrunk 
from the swoicl of the Norman stranger ? Well 
indeed might my biave subjects desert my ban¬ 
ner if it floated idly over these palace walls while 
life armed invader pitched his camp iy. the heart 
of England. By delay, William’s force, what¬ 
ever it might lie, cannot 'grow liiSs ; hi. cause 
grows more strong in our craven fears. What 
his armament may be we rightly know not; the 
report varies with every messenger, swelling and 
lessening \gith the rumours of every hour. Have 
we not around us now our most stalwart veterans 
—tbej flower of our armies—ill ■ most eager 
spirits—the vanquishers of .11ardiada ? Thou 
sayest, Gurth, that all should not be perilled 
on a single battle. True. Harold should be 
perilled, but wherefore England ? Grant that 
we win the day; the quicker our despatch, the 
greater our fame, the more lasting that peace at 
home and abroad which rets ever its b. st foun¬ 
dation on the sense df the power which wrong 
cannot provoke unchastise.l. Grant that we 
lose ; a loss can be made gain by a king’s brave 
death. Why should not our example rou'c and 
unite all who survive us ? Which 'the nobler 
example, the one best fitted to piotect our 
country—the recreant backs of living chiefs, or 
the glorious dead with their fronts to the foe ? 
Come what may, life or death, at least we will 
thin the Norman numbe rs, and heap the barrieis 
of ourrcorpses on the Norman march. At least, 
we can show to the rest of England how men 
should delend their native land ! And if, as I 
believe and pray, in every English breast beals a 
heart like Harold’s, what matters though a king 
should fall ?—Freedom is immortal.” 
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He spoke; and forth from his baldric he drew 
his sword. Every blade at that signal, leapt 
from the sheath : and in that council-hall at least*, 
in cyety breast beat the heart of Harold. 


Chapter III. 

* 

1'ite chiefs dispersed to array their troops for 
liuynorrow’s march ; but Harold and his kins¬ 
men entered the chamber where the women 
waited the decision of the council, for that, in 
truth, was to them the parting interview. The 
ICing had rSsolved, after completing all his mar¬ 
tial preparations, to pass the night in the Abbey 
of Waltham ; and his brothers lodged, with the 
troops they commanded, in the city or its suburbs. 
Ilaco alone remained with tlTat portion of the 
a>my quartered in and around the palace. 

They entered Ihe chamber, and in a moment 
each heart had sought its mate; in the mixed 
assembly each only conscious of the other, 
'['here, Gnrth bowed his noble head over the 
weeping face of the young bride that for the last 
time nestled to his bosom. There, with a smiling 
lip, but tremulous voice, the gay Leofwine soothed 
and chided in a breath the maiden he had wooed 
as ihe partner for a life that his mirthful spirit 
made one holiday ; snatching kisses from a cheek 
no longer coy. 

But cold was the kiss which Harold pressed 
on the brow of Aldyth ; and with something of 
disdain, and of bitter remembrance of a nobler 
love, he comforted a terror which sprang from 
the thought of self. 

“Oh, Harold!” sobbed Aldyth, “be not 
rashly brave : guard thy life for my sake. With¬ 
out thee,%hat am 1 ? Is it even safe for me to 
lest here ? Were it not better to fly to York, or 
seek refuge with Malcolm the Scot ?•” 

“Within thiee days at the farthest, ’* answered 
Harold, “ thy brothers will be in London. 
Abide by their oounsel; act as they advise at 
the news of my victory or my fall.” • 

He paused abruptly, for his Heard close beside 
him the broken voice of Gurth’s bride, in answer 
to her lord. 

“ Think not of me, beloved ; thy whole heart 
now be England’s. And if—if ”—her voice,failed 
a" moment, but resumed proudly, “why even 
then thy wife is safe, for she survives not lie# 
lord and her land ! ” 

The King left his wifejs side, and kissed his 
brother’s bride. 

“ Noble heart! ” he said ; “ with women like 
thee for our wives and mothers, England could 
survive the slaughter of a thousand kings.” 

He turned, and knelt to Gitlia. She threw 
her arms over his broad breast, and wept bit¬ 
terly. 

“ Say—say, Harold, that I have not re¬ 
proached thee for Tostig’s death. I have obeyed 
the last commands of Godwin my lord. > I have 
deemed thee ever right and just; now let me not 
lose thee, too. They go with thee, all my sur¬ 
viving sons, save the exile Wolnolh,—him whom 
now I shall never behold again. Oh, Harold ! 
—let not mine old age be childless ! ” 


“ Mother,—dear, dear mother, with these 
arms round my neck I take new life and new 
heart. No ! never hast thou reproached me for 
my brother’s death—never lor aught which 
man’s first duty enjoined. Murmur not that that 
duty commands us still. We are the sons, 
through thee,* of royal heroes ; through my father 
of Saxon freemen. Rejoice that thou hast three 
sons left, whose arms thou mayest pray God 
and ,his saints to prosper, and over whose 
graves, if they fall, thou shalt shed no tears of 
shame ! ” 

Then the widow of King Edward, who (the 
crucifix clasped in her hands) had listened to 
Harold with lips apart and marble cheeks, could 
keep down n» longer her human woman’s heart; 
she rushed to Harold as he still knelt to Githa— 
knelt by liis side, and clasped him in her arms 
with despairing fondness :— 

“ O biother, brother, whom I have so dearly 
loved when all other-love seemed forbidden me; 
—when he who gave me a throne refused me his 
heart ; when, looking at thy fair promise, listen¬ 
ing to thy tender comfort,—when, remembering 
the days of old, in which thou wert my docile 
pupil, and we dreamed bright dreams together 
of happiness and fame to come,—when, loving 
thee methought too well, too much as weak 
mothers may love a mortal spin, I prayed God to 
detach my heart from earth !—Oh, Harold ! now 
forgive me all my coldness. 1 shudder at thy 
resolve. I dread that thou should meet this 
man, whom an oath hath bound thee to obey. 
Nay, frown not—I bow to thy will, my brother, 
and my King. 1 know that thou hast chosen as 
thy conscience sanctions, as thy duty ordains. 
But come back—Oh, come back—thou who, 
like-mc,” (her voice whispered) “hast sacrificed 
the household hearth to thy country’s altars,—* 
and I will never pray to heaven to love thee less 
—my brother, oh m/ brother ! ” 

In all the room were then heard hut the low 
sounds of sobs and broken exclamations. All 
clustered to one spot.—Leofwine and his be¬ 
trothed—Gurth and his bride—even the selfish 
Aldyth, ennobled by the contagion of the sub¬ 
lime emotion,—all clustered round Gitlia tlie 
mother of the three guardians of the fated land, 
and all knelt before her, by the side ol Harold. 
Suddenly, the widowed Queen, the virgin wife 
of the la“>t heir of Cerdie, rose, and holding on 
higli the sacred rood over those bended heads, 
said, with devout passion,— 

“ O Lord of Hosts—We Children of Doubt 
and Time, trembling in the dark, dare not take 
to ourselves to question* thine "unerring will. 
Sorrow and death, as joy and life, are at the 
breath of a mercy divine, and a wisdom all-see¬ 
ing : and out of the hours of evil thou drawest, 
in mystic circle, the eternity of Good. ‘ Thy 
will be done,on earth, as it is in heaven.’ If, O 
Disposer of events, our human prayers are not 
adverse to thy pre-judged decrees, protect these 
lives, the bulwarks of our homes and altars, sons 
whom the land offers as a sacrifice. May thine 
angel turn aside the blade—as of qjd from the 
heart of Isaac! But if, O Ruler of Nations, 
in .whose sight the ages are as moments, and 
generations but as sands in the sea, these lives 
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are doomed, may the death expiate their sins, 
and, shrived on the battle-field, absolve and re¬ 
ceive the souls! ” 


Chapter IV. 

By the altar of the Abbey Church of Walt- 
ham, that night, knelt Edith in prayer* for 
J I mold. 

She had taken up her abode in a small con¬ 
vent of nuns that adjoined the more famous 
monastery of Waltham : but she had promised 
Hilda not to enter on the noviciate, until tlie 
birthday ot Harold had passed. She herself had 
110 longer faith in the omens and prophecies that 
had deceived her youth and darkened her life ; 
and, in the mote congenial air of our Holy Church, 
the spirit, ever so chastened, grew calm and re¬ 
signed. But the tidings of the Norman’s corning, 
and the King’s victoiious return to his capital, 
had reached even that still retreat; and love, 
which had blent itself with religion, led her steps 
to that lonely altar. And suddenly, as she there 
knelt, only lighted by the moon through the high 
easements, she was staitled by the sound of ap¬ 
proaching feet and murmuring voices. She ro-e 
in alarm—the door'of the church was thrown 
open — torches advanced—and among.-,! the 
monks, between Osgood and Aiircd, came the 
King. He had come, that last night before his 
march, to invoke the prayers of that piousbrothei - 
hood ; and by the altar he had founded, to pray, 
himself, that his one sin of faith forfeited and oath 
abjured, might not palsy his arm and weigh on 
his soul in the hour of his country’s need. 

Edith stilled the cry that rose to her lips, ns the 
torches fell on the pale and hushed ami melan¬ 
choly face of Harold ; and she crept away under 
the arch of the vast Saxon columns, and into the 
shade of abutting walls. The monks and the 
King, intent on their holy office, beheld not that 
solitary and shrinking form. They approached 
the altar ; and there the King knelt down lowlily, 
and none heard the prayer. But as Osgood held 
the sacred rood over the bended head of the royal 
suppliant, the linage on the crucifix (which had 
been a gift from Aired the prelate, and was sup¬ 
posed to have belonged of old to Augustine, the 
first founder of the Saxon. Church —so that by4he 
superstition of the age, it was invested w ; th mira¬ 
culous virtues)—bowed itself visibly. Visibly, 
the pale and ghastly image of the suffering God 
bowed over the head- of the kneeling man ; 
whether the fastenings of the rood were loosened, 
or from what cause soever,—in the eyes of all the 
brotherhood, the Image bowed.* , 

A thrill of terror froze every heart, save Edith’s, 
too remote to receive the portent, and save the 
King’s, whom the omen seemed to doom, for his 
face was buried in hiscTasped hands. Heavy was 
his heart, nor needed it other warnings than its 
own gloom. 

Long and silently prayed the King ; and when 
at last he r?Sse, and the monks, though with 
•altered and tremulous voices, began their closing 
, hymn, Edith passed noiselessly along the wall, 

* Palgrave— “ Hist, of Anglo-Saxons.” 


and, stealing through one of the smaller doors 
which communicated to the nunnery annexed, 
gained the solitude of her own chamber. . There 
she stood, benumbed with the strength of her 
emotions at the sight of Harold thus abruptly 
presented. How had the fond human heart leapt 
to meet lflm ! Twice, thus, in the august cere¬ 
monials of Religion, secret, shrinking, unwit¬ 
nessed, had she, his betrothed, she, the partner 
of his soul, stood aloof to behold him. She had 
seen him in the hour of his pomp, the crown uf#m 
his brow,—seen him in the hour of his peril and 
agony, that anointed head bowed to the earth. 
And in the pomp that she could nob share, she 
had exulted ; but, oh, now—now,—Oh now that 
she could have knelt beside that humbled form, 
and prayed with that voiceless prayer ! 

The torches flashed in the court below; the' 
church was again deserted ; the monies passed in 
mute procession back to their cloi-tcr; but a 
single man paused, turned aside and stopped at 
the gate of the humbler convent: a knocking was 
heard at the great oaken door, and the watch-ddg 
barked. Edith started, pressed her hand on her 
heart and trembled. Steps approached her door 
—and the Abbess, entering, summoned her 
below, to hear the farewell greeting of her cousin 
the King. 

Harold stood in the simple hall of the cloister: 
a single taper, tall and wan, burned on the oak. 
board. I he Abbess led Edith by the hand, and, 
at a sign from the King, withdrew. So, once more 
upon earth, the betrothed and divided were alone. 

“ Edith,” said the King, in a voice in which 
no ear but heis could have detected the struggle, 
“ do not think I have come to disturb thy holy 
calm, or sinfully revive the memories of the irre¬ 
vocable past : where once on my breast, in the 
old fashion of our fathers, J wrote thy name, is 
written now,the name of the mistress that sup¬ 
plants the®. Into Eternity melts the Bast; but 
I could not depart to a field Irorn which there is 
no retreat—in which, against odds that men say 
are fetfrful, l have resolved to set my crown and 
my life—without once more beholding thee, pure 
guardian of my happier days ! Thy forgiveness 
for all the sorrow that, in the darkness which 
surrounds man’s hopes ami dreams, I have 
brought on thee (dread return for love so en¬ 
during’, so generous and divine!)— thy forgiveness 
1, will not ask. Thou alone perhaps on earth 
knowest the soul of Harold ; and if he hath 
wronged thee, thou scest alike in the wronger 
and the wronged, but the children of iron Duty, 
the servants of imperial Heaven. Not thy for¬ 
giveness I ask—but—but -Edith, holy maid ! 
angel soul I—thy—thy blessing ! ” His voice fal- 
teied, and he inclined Jiis lofty head as to a saint. 

‘‘Oh that I had the power To bless!” ex¬ 
claimed Edith, mastering her rush of tears with 
a heroic effort; “and methinks I have the 
power—not from virtues of my own, but from 
all that I owe to thee ! The grateful have the 
power tb bless. For what do I not owe to thee 
—owe to that very love of which even the grief 
i 5 sacred ? Poor child in the house of the hea¬ 
then, thy love descended upon me, and in it, (be 
smile of God! In that love my spirit awoke, 
and was baptized ; every thought that has risen 
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from earth, and lost itself in heaven, was breathed 
into my heart by thee! Thy .creature and thy 
slave, hadst thou tempted me to sin, sin had 
seemed hallowed by thy voice; but thou saidst,* 
‘ True love is virtue,’ and so I worshipped virtue 
in loving thee. Strengthened,«purificd, b.y thy 
bright companionship, from thee Arne the 
strength to resign thee—from thee the refuge 
under the wings of God—from «thee the firm 
assurance tliflt our union yet shall be—not as our 
pi^br Hilda dreamrf, on the perishable earth,— 
but there! oh, there! yonder by the cele-rial 
altars, in the land in which all spirits are filled 
with love. Yes, soul of Harold! there are might 
and holiness in the blessing the soul thou hast 
redeemed and reared sheds on thee ! ” 

And so beautiful, so unlike the Beautiful of 
the common earth, looked the maid as she thus 
spoke, and laid hands, tremblfhg with no human 
passion, on that royal head—that could a soul 
from paradise be made visible, such might be the. 
shape it would wear lo a mortal’s eye ! Thu-, 
for some moments both were silent ; and in the 
silence the gloom vanished from the* heart of 
Harold, and, through a deep and sublime se¬ 
renity, it rose undaunted to front the future. 

No embrace—no farewell kiss—profaned the 
parting of those pure and noble spirits—parting 
on the threshold of the grave. It was only the 
spirit that clasped the spirit, looking forth from 
the clay into measureless eternity. Not.till the 
air of night cainc once more on his brow, and 
the moonlight rested on the roofs and fanes of 
the land entrusted to his charge, was the man 
once more the human hero; not till she was alone 
in her desetfate chamber, and the terrors of the 
coining battle-field chafed the angel from her 
thought:^ was. the maid inspired, once more the 
weeping woman. 

A little after sunrise the Abbess, who was dis¬ 
tantly akin to the house of Godwin, sought 
Edith, so agitated by her own fear, (hat she did 
not remark the trouble of her visitor. The sup¬ 
posed miracle of the sacred Image bowing over 
the kneeling King, had spread dismay through 
the cloisters of both nunnery and abbey; *md so 
intense was the disquietude of the two brothers, 
Osgood and Ailred, in the simple and grateful 
affection they bore their royal # benefactor, that 
they had obeyed the impulse of their tender, 
credulous hearts, and left the monastery with the 
dawn, intending to follow the king’s march,* 
and watch and pray near the awful battle-field. 
Edith listened, and made no reply ; the terrors 
of the Abbess infected her the example of the 
two monks woke the sole thought which stirred 
through the nightmare-dream that suspended 
reason itself; and when, at noon, the Abbess 
again sought the chamber, Edith was gone ;— 
gone, and alone—none knew wherefore—none 
guessed whither. 

All the pomp of the English army burst upon 
Harold’s view, as, in the rising sun, he ap¬ 
proached the bridge of the capital. OVer that 
bridge came the stately march,—battle-axe, and 
spear, and banner, glittering in the ray. And as 
he drew aside, and the forces defiled before him, 
the cry of “ God save King Harold ! ” rose with 
* Palgrave—“ Hist, of Anglo-Saxons.” 


loud acclaim and lusty joy, borne over the waves 
of the river, startling the ccnoes in the mined 
keape of the Roman, heard in the halls restored 
by Canute, and chiming, like a chorus, with the 
chaunts of the monks by the tomb of Sebba in 
St. Paul’s—by the tomb of Edward at St. 
Peter’s. 

With a brightened face, and a kindling eye, 
the King saluted his lines, and then fell into 
the ranks towards the rear, where, among the 
hunghers of London and the lithsmen of Middle¬ 
sex, the immemorial custom of Saxon monnrehs 
placed the kingly banner. And, looking up, he 
beheld, not his old standard with the Tiger 
heads and tjic Cross, but a banner both strange 
and gorgeous. On a field of gold was the effigies 
of a Fighting Warrior ; and the arms were be¬ 
decked m orient pearls, and the borders blazed 
in the rising sun, with ruby, amethyst, and 
emerald. While he gazed, wondering, on this 
dazzling ensign, Hneo, who rode beside the 
standard-bearer, advanced, and gave him a letter. 

“Last night,” said he, “after thou hadst left 
the palace, many icernits, chiefly from Her!foul- 
shire and Essex, came in ; but the most gallant 
and stalwart of all, in arms and in stature, were 
the lithsmen of Hilda. With them came this 
banner, on which she lias lavished the gems that 
have passed to her hands through long lines of 
northern ancestors, from Odin, the founder of 
all northern thrones. So, at least, said the bode 
of our kinswoman.” 

Harold had already cut the silk round the 
letter, and was reading its contents. They ran 
thus:— 

“ King of England, I forgive thee the broken 
heart of rny grandchild. They whom the land 
feeds, should defend the land. I send to thee, 
in tribute, the best fruits that grow in the field 
and the forest, round the house which my husband 
took from the bounty of'Canute ;—stout hearts 
and strong hands ! Descending alike, as do 
Hilda and Harold (through Githa thy mother), 
from the Warrior God of tire North, whose race 
never shall fail—take, O defender of tire Saxon 
children of Odin, the banntr I. have broidered 
with the gems that ihe Chief of the Asas bore 
from the East. . Firm as love be thy foot, stiong 
as death be thy hand, under the shade which the 
banner of Hilda,—under the gleam which the 
jewels of Odin,—cast on the brows of the King ! 
So Hilda, the daughter of monarchs, greets 
Harold the leader of men.” 

Harold looked up from the letter, and Hnco 
resumed :— • 

“ Thoir canst guess not the cheering effect 
which this banner, supposed to be charmed, and 
which the name of-Odin alone would suffice to 
make holy, at least with thy fierce Anglo-Danes, 
hath already produced through the army.” 

“ It is well, Haco,” said Harold with a smile. 
“ Let prieSt add his blessing to Hilda’s charm, 
and Heaven will pardon any magic that makes 
more brave the hearts that defend its altars. 
Now fall we back, for the army must pass beside 
the hill with thecrommell and gravestone ; there, 
be sure, Hilda will be at watch for our march* 
and we will linger a few moments to thank hea 
somewhat for her banner, yet more justly, me- 
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thinks, for her men. Are not yon stout fellows 
all in mail, so tall and so orderly, in advance of 
the London burghers, Hilda’s aid to our Fryd ? ” 

“ They are, ” answered Haco. 

The King backed his steed to accost them 
with his kingly greeting; and then, with Haco, 
falling yet farther to the rear, seemed engaged 
in inspecting the numerous wains, bearing mis¬ 
siles and forage, that always accoinpanied the 
march of a Saxon army, and served to strengthen 
its encampment. But when they came in sijdit 
of the hillock by which the great body of the 
army had preceded them, the King and the son 
of Sweyn dismounted, and on foot entered the 
large circle of the Celtic ruin. 

By the side of the Teuton altar Iney beheld 
two forms, both perfectly motionless: but one 
was extended on the ground as in sleep or in 
death ; the other sat beside it, as if watching the 
corpse, or guarding the slumber. The face of 
the last was not visible, propped upon the arms 
which rented on the knees, and hidden by the 
hands. But in the face of the other, as the two 
men drew near, they recognised the Danish Pro¬ 
phetess. Death in its dreadest characters was 
written on that ghastly face ; W’oe and terror, 
beyond all words to describe, spoke in the hag¬ 
gard brow, the distorted lips, and the wild glazed 
stave of the open eyes. At the startled cry of 
the intruders on that dreary silence, the living 
form moved’; and though still leaning its face 
on its hands, it raised its head ; and never coun¬ 
tenance of Northern Vampiie, cowering by the 
rilled grave, was more fiendlike and appalling. 

“ Who and what art thou ? ” said the King; 
“ and how, thus unhonoured in the air of heaven, 
lies the corpse of the noble Hilda ? Is this the 
hand of Nature ? Haco, Haco, so look the eyes, 
so set the features, of those whom the horror of 
ruthless murder slays even before the steel strikes. 
Speak, hag, art thou dumb ? ” 

“ Search the body,” answered the witch, 
“ there is no wound ! Look to the throat,—no 
mark of the deadly gripe! I have geen such in 
my day. Thee are none on this corpse, I trow; 
yet thou saycst # rightly, horror slew her! Ha, 
ha, she would lenow, and she hath known ; she 
would raise the dead and the demon ; she hath 
raised them; she would read the riddle,—she 
hath read it. Pale King and dark youth, would 
ye learn what Hilda saw, eh ? eh ? Ask her in 
the Shadow-World where she awaits ye !* Ha! 
ye too would be wise in the future; ye too would 
climb to heaven through the mysteries of hell. 
Worms ! worms ! crawl back to the clay—to the 
earth! One such night as the hag ye despise 
enjoys as her sport and her glee, would freeze 
your veins, and sear the life in your eyeballs, apd 
leave your corpses to terror and wonder, like the 
caicase that lies at your feet!” 

“Ho!” cried the King, stamping his foot. 
“Hence, Haco; rouse the household.; summon 
hither the handmaids ; call henchman and ceorl 
to guard this foul raven.” 

Haco obeyed; but when he returned with the 
shuddeiing 2nd amazed attendants, the witch was 
eg one, and the King was leaning against the altar 
. with downcast eyes, and a face troubled and dark 
with thought. 


The body of the Vala was borne into the house; 
and the King, waking from his reverie, bade them 
send for the priests, and ordered masses for the 
parted soul. Then kneeling, with pious hand he 
closed the eyes And smoothed the features, and 
lefthismournfulkissontheicybrow. Theseoffices 
fulfille'd, hr: took*Haco’s arm, and leaning on it, 
returned to the spot on which they had left their 
steeds. Not evincing surprise or awe,—emotio&s 
that seemed urfknown to his gloomy, settled, im¬ 
passible nature—Haco said calmly, as they de¬ 
scended the knoll,— 

“ What evil did the hag predict to thee ? ” 

“Haco,” answered the King, “yonder, by the 
shores of Sussex, lies all the future which our eyes 
now should scan, and our hearts should be firm to 
meet. These omens and apparitions are but the 
ghosts of a dead Religion; spectres sent from the 
grave of the fearfuydeathenesse; they may appal 
but to" lure us from our duty. Lo, as we gaze 
around —the ruins of all the creeds that have made 
the hearts pf men quake with unsubstantial awe 
—lo, the temple of the Briton!—lo, the fane of 
the Roman!—lo, the mouldering altar of our an¬ 
cestral Th*or! Ages past lie wrecked around us 
in these shattered symbols. A new age hath risen, 
and a new creed. Keep we to the broad truths 
before us; duty here; knowledge comes alone in 
the Hereafter.” 

“That Hereafter!—is it not near ?” murmured 
Haco. 

They mounted in silence; and ere they re¬ 
gained the army, paused, by a common impulse, 
ajjd looked behind. Awful in their desolation 
rose the temple and the altar ! And in Hilda’s 
mysterious death it seemed that their last and lin¬ 
gering Genius—the Genius of the dark and fierce, 
the warlike and the wizard North, had expired for 
ever. Yet, on the outskirt of the forest,'dusk and 
shapeless, that witch without a name stood in the 
shadow, pointing towards them, with outstretched 
arm, in vague and denouncing menace;—as if, 
come what may, all change of creed,—be the 
faith ever so simple, the truth ever so bright and 
clear,—there is a suPRRSTlTroN native to that 
Border-land between the Visible and the Unseen, 
which'will find its priest and its votaries, tilt the 
full and crowning splendour of Heaven shall 
melt every shadow from the world! 


Chapter V. 

On the broad plain 1 between Pevensey and 
Hastings, Duke William had arrayed his arma¬ 
ments. In the rear he had built a castle of wood, 
all the framework of which he had brought with 
him, and which was to serve as a refuge in ’case 
of retreat. His ships he had run into deep water, 
and scuttled; so that the thought of return, 
without victory, might be banished from his mis¬ 
cellaneous and multitudinous force. His out¬ 
posts stretched for miles, keeping watch night 
and day against surprise. The ground chosen 
was adapted for all the manoeuvres of a cavalry 
never before paralleled in England, nor perhaps 
in the world,—almost every horseman a knight, 
almost every knight fit to be a chief. And on 
this space William reviewed his army, anU there 
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planned and schemed, rehearsed and re-formed, 
all the stratagems the great day might call forth. 
But most careful, and laborious, and minute, was 
he in the manoeuvre of a feigned retreat. Not 
ere the acting of some modern play, does the 
anxious ipanager more elaborately marehal each 
man, each look, each gesture, that are to form a 
picture on which the curtain shall fall amidst 
deafening plaudits than did the laborious captain 
appoint each man, and each movement, in his 
luit to a valiant foe:—The attack of the foot, 
their recoil, their affected panic, (heir broken ex¬ 
clamations of despair;—their retreat, first partial 
and reluctant, next seemingly hurried and com¬ 
plete,—flying, but in flight carefully confused : 
—then the settled watchword, the lightning rally, 
the rush of the cavalry from the ambush; the 
sweep and hem round the pursuing foe, the de¬ 
tachment oflevclled spears to cut off the Saxon 
return to the main force, and the lost ground.— 
were all directed by the most consummate 
mastership in the stage play, or upokfisis, of war, 
and seized by the adroitness of practised veterans. 

Not now, O Haiold! hast thou to' contend 
against the rude heroes of the Norse, with their 
ancestral strategy unimproved ! The civilisation 
of Battle meets thee now !—and all the craft of 
the Roman guides the manhood of the North. 

It was in the midst of such lessons to his foot 
And his horsemen—spears gleaming—pennons 
tossing—lines re-forming--steeds backing, wheel¬ 
ing, flying, circling—that William’s eye blazed, 
and his deep voice thundered the thrilling word; 
vvhe.n Mallet de GravilTe, who was in command 
at one of tire outpost's, rode up to him at full 
speed, and f»id in gasps, as he drew breath,— 

“King Harold and his army are advancing 
furiously..* Their object is clearly to come on us 
unawares.” 

“ Hold ! ” said the Duke, lifting his hand ; and 
ihe knights around him halted in their perfect 
discipline; then after a few brief but distinct 
orders .to Odo, Fitzosboine, and some ott^er of 
his leading chiefs, he headed'a numertms caval¬ 
cade of his knights, and rode fast to the outpost 
which. Mallet had left,—to catch sight of the 
coming foe. 

The horsemen cleared the plain—passed 
through a wood, mournfully fading into autumnal 
hues—and, on emerging, they saw the gleam of 
the Saxon spears rising on the brows of the gentle* 
hills beyond. But even the time, short as it was, 
that had sufficed to bring \Villiam in view of the 
enemy, had sufficed also, under the orders of his 
generals, to give to the wide plain of his encamp¬ 
ment all the order of a host prepared. And 
William, having now mounted on a rising ground, 
turned from the spears on the hill tops, to his 
own fast forming lines on llie plain, and said with 
a stern smile,— 

“ Methinks the Saxon usurper, if he be among 
those on the height of yon hills, will vouchsafe 
us time to breathe ! St. Michael gives his frown 
to our hands and his corpse to the crow, if he 
dare to descend.” 

And so indeed, as the Duke with a soldier’s 
eye foresaw from a soldier’s skill, so it proved. 
The spacis rested on the summits. It soon be¬ 
came evident that the English general perceived 


that here there was no Hadrada to surprise ; that 
the news brought to his ear had exaggerated 
neither the numbers, nor the arms, nor the discip¬ 
line of the Norman; and that the battle was 
hot to the bold but to the wary. 

“He doth right,” said William, musingly; 
“ nor think, O my Quens, that we shall find a 
fool’s hot brain under Harold’s helmet of iron. 
How is this broken ground of hillock and valley 
named in our chart ? It is strange that we should 
have overlooked jts strength, and suffered it thus 
to fall into the hands of the foe. How is it 
named ? Can any of ye remember ? ” 

“ A Saxon peasant,” said Dc Graviile, “ told 
me that the ground was called Senlac* or Sanglac, 
or some such name, in their musicless jargon.” 

“Grammercy!” quoth Giandnesnil, “me¬ 
thinks the name will be familiar eno’ hereafter ; 
no jargon seemelh the sound to my ear—a sig¬ 
nificant name and ominous,—Sanglac, Sanguelac 
—the Lake of Blood.” 

“ Sanguelac ! ” said the Duke, startled ; 
“ where have I heard that name before ? it must 
have been between sleeping and waking.—Sau- 
guelac, Sanguelac !—truly sayest thou, through a 
lake of blood t^e must wade indeed ! ” 

“Yet,” said De Graviile, “thine astrologer 
foretold that thou wouldst win the realm without 
a battle." 

“ Poor astrologer ! said William#” the ship 
he sailed in was lost. Ass indeed is he who pre¬ 
tends to warn others, nor sees an well before his 
eyes what his own late will be ! B ittle shall we 
have, but not yet. Hark thee, Guillaume, thou 
hast been guest with this usurper; thou hast 
seemed to me to harve some love for him—a love 
mi tin al since thou didst once fight by his side; 
wilt thou go from me to the Saxon ho-t with 
Hugues Maigrot, the monk, and back the 
message I shall send ? ” 

The proud and punctilious Norman thrice 
crossed himself ere he answered,— 

“There was a time, Count William, when I 
should have deemed it honour to hold parle 
with Harold the brave Earl; but now, with the 
crown on hisjiead, I hold it shame and disgrace 
to^barter words with a knight unleal and a man 
foresworn.” 

“ Natheless, thou shall do me this favour,” 
said William, “ for ” (and he took the knight 
somewhat aside) “ I cannot disguise from thee 
that 1 look anxiously on the chance of battle. 
Yon men are flushed with new triumph over the 
greatest warrior Norway ever knew, they will 
light cm their own soil, anc? under a chief whom 
1 have studied and read with more care than the 
Comments of Caesar, and in whom the guilt of 
perjury cannot blind me to the wit of a great 
general. If we can yet get our end without 
battle, large shall be my thanks to thee, and I 
will hold thine astrologer a man wise, though 
unhappy.”. 

“Ceites," said De Graviile gravely, “it were 
discourteous to the memory of the star-seer, not 
to make some effort to prove his science a just 
one. And the Chaldeans-” 

“ Plague seize the Chaldeans! ” muttered thp 

* The battle-field of Hastings seems to Lave been 
called Senlac, before the Conquest, Sanguelac after it. 
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Duke. “ Ride with me back to the camp, that 
I may give thee my message, and instruct also the 
monk.” 

“ De Graville,” resumed the Duke, as they rode 
towards the lines, “ my meaning is briefly this. 
I do not think thaf Harold will accept my offers 
and resign his crown, but I design to spread dis¬ 
may, and perhaps revolt amongst his captains; I 
wish that they may know that the Church lays its 
Curse on those who fight against my consecrated 
banner. I do not ask thee, therefore, to demean 
thy knighthoofl, by seeking to cajole the usurper; 
no, but rather boldly to denounce his perjury and 
startle his liegemen. Perchance they may compel 
him to terms—perchance’ they may desert his 
banner; at the worst they shall beMaunted with 
full sense of the guilt of his cause.” 

“ Ha, now I comprehend thee, noble Count; 
and trust me I will speak as Norman and knight 
should speak.” 

Meanwhile, Harold, seeing the utter hopeless¬ 
ness of all sudden assault, had seized a general’s 
advantage of the ground he had gained. Occupy- 
ing the line of hills, he began forthwith to en¬ 
trench himself behind deep ditches and artful 
palisades. It is impossible now to stand on that 
spot, without recognising the military skill with 
which the Saxon had taken his post and formed 
his precautions. He surrounded the main body 
of his trooos with a perfect breastwork agaiAt the 
charge of The horse. Stakes and strong hurdles 
interwoven with’osier plats, and protected by deep 
dykes, servecf at once to neutralise the effect of 
that armin which William wasmostpowerful,and 
in which Harold almost entirely failed; while the 
possession of the ground must compel the foe to 
march, and to charge, up hill, against all the mis¬ 
siles which the Saxons could pour down from their 
entrenchments. 

Aiding,, animating, cheering, directing all, 
while the dykes were fast hollowed, and the breast¬ 
works fast rose, the King of England rode his 
palfrey from line to line, and work to work, when, 
looking up, he saw Haco leading towards him, up 
the slopes, a monk, and a warrior whom, by the 
banderol on his spear, and the cross on his shield, 
lie knew to be one of the Norman*knightlioqfl. 

At that moment G-urthand Leofwine, and those 
thegns who commanded counties, were thronging 
round their chief for instructions. The King dis¬ 
mounted, and beckoning them to folloj^, strode 
towards the spot on which had just been planted ' 
his loyal standard. There halting, he said with 
a grave smile,— 

“I perceive that the Norman Count hath sent 
us liis bodfs; it is meet that with me, you, the de¬ 
fenders of England, should hear what the Norman 
saith.” * 4 

“ If he saith aught but prayer for his men to re¬ 
turn to Rouen,—needless his message, and short 
our answer,” said Vebba, the bluff thegn of Kent. 

Meanwhile the monk and the Norman knight 
drew near, and paused at some short distance/ 
while Haco, advancing, said briefly,— 

“ These men I found at our outposts; they de¬ 
mand to sfreak with the King.” 

“Under his standard theKing will hear theNor- 
fnan invader,” replied Harold;bid them speak.” 

The same sallow, mournful, ominous coun¬ 


tenance, which Harold had before seen in the 
halls of Westminster, rising deathlike above the 
serge garb of the Benedict of Caen now presented 
itself, and the monk thus spoke,— 

“ In the!*name of William, Duke of the Nor¬ 
mans in the field, .Count of Rouen in the hall, 
Claimant-, of all the realmsof Anglia, Scotland, and 
the Walloons, held under Edward his cousin, I 
come to thee. Harold, his liege and Earl.” ^ 

“ Change ihjr titles, or depart,’? said Harold, 
fiercely, his brow no longer mild in its maj^pty, 
but dark as midnight. “What says William the 
Count of the Foreigners, to Harold, King of the 
Angles, and Basileus of Britain?” 

“Protesting against thy assumption, I answer 
thee thus,” said Hugues Maigrot. “ First, again 
he offers thee all Northumbria, up to the realm 
of the Scottish sub-king, if thou wilt fulfil thy 
vow and cede him the crown.” 

“ Already have I answered,—the crown is not 
mine to give ; and my people stand round me in 
arms to defend the king of their choice. What 
next ? ” • 

“ Next, offers William to withdraw his troops 
from the land, if thou and thy council and chiefs, 
will submit to the arbitrement of our most holy 
Pontiff, Alexander the Second, and abide by his 
decision whether thou or my liege have the best 
right to the throne.” 

“ This, as Churchman,” said the Abbot of the 
great Convent of Peter boro’, (who, with the 
Abbot of Hide, had joined the march of Harold, 
deeming as one the cause of altar and throne,) 

“ this, as Churchman, may I take leave to an¬ 
swer. Never yet hath it been heard in England, 
that the spiritual suzerain of Rome should give 
us our kings. ” * 

“ And,” said Harold, with a bitter smile, “ the 
Pope hath already summoned me to tfiis trial, as 
if the laws of England were kept in the soils of 
the Vatican ! Already, if rightly informed, the 
Pope hath been pleased to decide that our Saxon 
land is the Norman’s. I reject a judge without 
a right to ( decide; and I mock at a sentence tha! 
profanes heaven in its insult to men. Is-this all ? ” 

“One last offer yet remains,” replied the 
monk sternly. “ This knight shall deliver its im¬ 
port. But ere I depart, and thou and thine are 
rendered up to Vengeance Divine, 1 speak the 
words ol a mightier chief than William ofRouen. 
Thus saith his Holiness with whom rests the 
power to bind and to loose, to bless and to 
cuise ;—‘ Harold, the Peijurer, thou art ac¬ 
cursed ! On thee arsi on all who lift hand in thy 
cause, rests the interdict of the Church. Thou 
art excommunicated from thp family of Christ. 
On thy land, with its peers and its people, yea, 
to the beast in the field and the bird in the air, 
to the seed as the sower, the harvest as the 
reaper, rests God’s anathema ! The bull of the 
Vatican is in the tent of the Norman ; the gon- 
fanon of St. Peter hallows yon armies to the 
service of Heaven. March on, then: ye march 
as the Assyrian; and the angel of the Lord 
awaits ye on the way ! ” 

At these words, which for the first time ap¬ 
prised the English leadefs that their king and 
kingdom weie under the awful ban of excom- i 
munication, the thegns and abbots gazed on each 
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other aghast. A visible shudder passed over the 
whole warlike conclave, save only three, Harold, 
and Gurth, and Haco. 

The King himself was so moved by indigna¬ 
tion at the insolence of the monk, and by scorn 
at the fulmen, which, resting not alone on his 
owp head, presumed to blast the liberties of a 
nation, that he strode towards the speaker, and 
it is even said of him by tfie Normjfh chroniclers, 
ths$ he raised his hand as if to strike the de¬ 
nouncer to the earth. 

But Gurth interposed, and with his clear eye 
serenely shining with virtuous passion, he stood 
betwixt monk and king. 

“ O thou,” he exclaimed, “ with the words 
of religion on thy lips, and the devices of fraud 
in thy heart, hide thy front in thy cowl, and 
slink back to thy master. Heard ye not, thegns 
and abbots, heard ye not this bad, false man 
offer, as if for pence, and as with the desire of 
justice, that the Pope should arbitrate between 
your King and the Norman ? yet all the while 
knew that the Pope had already predetermined 
the cause; and had ye fallen into the wile, ye 
would but have cowered under the verdict of a 
judgment that has presumed, even before it in¬ 
voked ye to the trial, to dispose of a free people 
and an ancient kingdom ! ” 

“ It is true, it is true,” cried the thegns, 
rallying from their first superstitious terror, and 
with their plain English sense of justice, revolted 
at the perfidy which the priest’s overtures had 
concealed. “ We will hear no more; away with 
the Swikebode.”* 

The pale cheek of the monk turned yet paler, 
he seemed tibashed by the storm of resentment 
he had pjovoked ; and in some fear, perhaps, at 
the dark faces bent on him, he slunk behind his 
comrade the knight, who as yet had said no¬ 
thing, but, his face concealed by his helmet, 
stood motionless like a steel-statue. And, in 
fact, these two ambassadors, theoneinhis monk 
garb - , the other in his iron array, were typgs and 
representatives of the two forces now*brought to 
hear upon Harold and England—Chivalry and 
the Church. * 

At the momentary discomfiture of the Priest, 
now stood forth the Warrior ; and, throwing 
back his helmet, so that the whole steel cap 
rested on the nape of the neGk, leaving the 
haughty face and half-shaven head bare, Mallet 
de Graville thus spoke:— 

“The ban of the Ohurch is against ye, 
warriors and chiefs of England, but for the 
crime of one maq! Remove it from yourselves : 
on his single head be the curse and the conse¬ 
quence. Harold, called King of England— 
failing the two mildar offers of my comrade, 
thus sailh from the lips of his knight (once thy 
guest, thy admirer, and friend,) thus saith 
William the Norman:—‘^Though sixty thousand 
warriors under the banner of the Apostle wait at 
his beck (and from what I see of thy force, thou 
canst marshal to thy guilty side scarce a third 
of the number,) yet will Count William lay 
aside all advantage, save what dwells in strong 
arm and good cause ; and here, in presence of 
thy thegns, I challenge thee in his name, to 

• Traitor-messenger. 


decide the sway of this realm by single battle. 
On horse and in mail, with sword and with 
spear, knight to knight, man to man, wilt thou 
meet William the Norman ? ” 

Before Harold could reply, and listen to the 
fust impulse of a valour, which his worst 
Norman maligner, in the after day of triumphant 
calumny, never so lied as to impugn, the thegns 
themselves, almost with one voice, took up the 
reply. 

• “ No strife between a man and a man shall 
decide the liberties of thousands! ” 

“Never!” exclaimed Gurth. “It were an 
insult to the whole people to regard this as a 
strife between two chiefs,—which should wear 
a crown. When the invader is in our land, the 
war is with a nation, not a king. And, by the 
very offer, this Norman Count (who cannot even 
speak our tongue,) shows how little he knows 
of the laws, by which, under our native kings, 
we have all as great an interest as a king himself 
in our Fatherland.” 

“Thou bast heard the answer of England 
from those lips, Sire de Graville,” said Harold : 
“ mine but repeat and sanction it. I will not 
give the crown to William in lieu for disgrace 
and an Earldom. I will not abide by the 
arbitrament of a Pope who has dared to affix a curse 
upon freedom. I will not so violate the principle 
which in these realms knits king and people, as 
to arrogate to my single arm the right to dispose 
of the birthright of the living, and their races 
unborn ; nor will I deprive the meanest soldier 
under my banner, of the joy and the glory to 
fight for bis native land. If William seek me, 
he shall find me, where war is the fiercest, 
where the corpses of his men lie the thickest on 
the plains, defending this standard, or rushing 
on his own. And so, not Monk and Pope, but 
God in his wisdom, adjudge between us ! ” 

“ So be it,” said Mallet de Graville, solemnly, 
and his helmet re-closed over his face. “ Look 
to it, recreant knight, perjured Christian, and 
usurping King! The bpnes of the Dead fight 
against thee.” 

“And the fleshless hands of the Saints 
marshal the hosts of the living,” said the Monk. 

And so the messengers turned, without 
obeisance or salute, and strode silently away. 


Chapter VI. 

The rest of that day, and the whole of the next, 
were consumed by both armaments in the com¬ 
pletion of their preparations. 

William was willing to delay the engagement 
asflong as he could; for he was nftt without 
hope that Harold might abandon his formidable 
position, and become the assailing party; ‘ and, 
moreover, he wished to have full time for his 
prelates and priests to inflame to the utmost, by 
their representations of William’s moderation in 
his embassy, and Harold’s presumptuous guilt 
in rejection, the fiery fanaticism ofc all enlisted 
under the gonfanon of the Church, 

On the other hand,‘every delay was of advan- 1 
tage to Harold, in giving him leisure to render* 
his entrenchments yet more effectual, and to 
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.allow time for such reinforcements as his orders 
had enjoined,' or the patriotism of the country 
might arouse; but, alas!" those reinforcements 
were scanty and insignificant; a few stragglers 
in the immediate neighbourhood arrived, but no ! 
aid came from London, no indignant country 
poured forth a swarming population. In fact, 
the very fame of Harold, and the good fortune 
that had hitherto attended his arms, contributed 
to the stupid lethargy of the people. That he 
who had just subdued the terrible Norsemen,_ 
with the mighty Hardrada at their head, should" 
succumb to those dainty “ Frenchmen,” as they 
chose to call the Normans ; of whom, in their 
insular ignorance of the continent^ they knew 
but little, and whom they had seen ‘flying in all 
directions at the return of Godwin; was a' 
preposterous demand on the imagination. 

Nor was this all: in London, there had 
already formed a cabal in favour of the Atheling. 
The claims of birth can never be so wholly set 
aside, but what, even for the most unworthy 
heir of an ancient line, some adherents will be 
found. The prudent traders thought it best not 
to engage actively on behalf of the reigning 
King, in his present combat with the Norman 
pretender ; a large number of would-be states¬ 
man thought it best for the country to remain 
for the present neutral. Grant the worst—grant 
that Harold were defeated or slain ; would it not 
be wise to reserve their strength to support the 
Atheling ? William might have some personal 
cause of quarrel against Harold, but he could 
have none against Edgar ; he might depose the 
son of Godwin, but could he dare to depose the 
descendant of Cerdic, the natural heir of 
Edward ? There is reason to think that Stigand, 
and a large party of the Saxon Churchmen, 
headed this faction. 

But the main.causes for defection were not in 
adherence to one chief or to another. They 
were to be found in selfish inertness, in stubborn 
conceit, in the long peace', and the enervate 
superstition which had relaxed the sinews of the 
old Saxon manhood; in that indifference to 
things ancient, which contempt for old names 
and races engendered; that timorous spirit of 
calculation, which the over-regard for wealth 
had fostered; which made men averse to leave 
trade and farm for the perils of the field, and 
jeopardise their possessions if the foreigner 
thould jjrevail. 

Accustomed already to kings of a foreign race, 
and having fared well under Canute, there were 
many who said, “ Wha£ matters who sits on the 
throne ? the king must be equally bound by our 
laws.” Then too was heard the favourite argu¬ 
ment of all.slothful minds: “ Time enough yet! 
one battle lost is not England won. Marry we 
shall turn out fast eno’ it Harold be beaten.” 

Add to all these causes for apathy and 
desertion, the haughty jealousies of the several 
populations not yet wholly fused into one 
empire. The Northumbrian Danes, untaught 
even by their recent escape from the Norwegian, 
regarded with ungrateful coldness a war limited 
*#.t present to the southern coasts; and the vast 
^territory under Mercia was, with more excuse, 
equally supine; while their two young Earls, 


too new in their command to have much sway 
with their subject populations,, had they been in 
th^ir capitals, had now arrived in London; and 
there lingered, making head, doubtless, against 
the intrigues iri favour of the Atheling;—so 
little had 'Harold’s matriage with Aldyth 
brought %iim, at the hour of his dreariest 
need, the power for which happiness had beijn 
resigned 1 ,, . 

Nor must we put out of account,’in summing 
the causes which at this awful crisis weakeiftd 
the arm of England, the curse of slavery amongst 
the theowes, which left the lowest part of the 
population wholly without interest in the defence 
of the land. Too late—too late for all but un¬ 
availing slaughter, the spirit of the country rose 
amidst the violated pledges, but under the iron 
heel, of the Norman Master! Had that spirit 
put forth all its might for one day with Harold, 
where had been the centuries of bondage ! Oh, 
shame to the absent—All blessed those present! 
There was no hope for England out of the 
scanty lines of the immortal army encaniped on 
the field of Hastings. There, long on earth, 
and vain vaunts of poor pride, shall be kept the 
roll of the robber-invaders. In what roll are 
your names, holy Heroes of the Soil ? Yes, 
may the prayer of the Virgin Queen be 
registered on high ; and assoiled of all sin, O 
ghosts of the glorious Dead, may ye rise from 
your graves at the trump of the angel; and 
your names, lost on earth, shine radiant and 
stainless amidst the Hierarchy of Heaven ! • 

Dull came the sh’ades of evening, and pale 
through the rolling clouds glimmered the rising 
stars; when,—all prepared, all arrayed,—Harold 
sat with Haco and Gurth, in his tent; and 
before them stood a man, half French by 
origin, who had just returned from the Norman 
camp. 

‘ ‘ So thou didst mingle with the men undis¬ 
covered ? ” said the King. 

"No, not undiscovered, my lord. I fell in 
with a*knight, whose name I have since heard 
as that of Mallet de Graville, who wilily seemed 
to belifve in what I stated, and who gave me 
meat and drink, with debonnair courtesy. Then 
said he abruptly,—‘Spy from Harold, thou hast 
come to see the strength of the Norman. Thou 
shalt have thy will—follow me.’ Therewith he 
lqd me, all startled I own, through the lines; 
and, O King, I should deem* them indeed 
countless as the sands, resistless as the waves, but 
that, strange as it may ?eem to thee, I saw moie 
monks than warriors.” 

“ How ! thou jestest! ” said Garth, surprised. 

"No; for thousands by thousands, they weie 
praying and kneeling ; and their heads were all 
shaven with the tonsure of priests.” 

“Priests are they not,” cried Harold, with 
his calm smile, “but*doughty Warriors and 
dauntless knights.” 

Then he continued his questions to the spy ; 
and his smile vanished at the accounts, not only 
of the numbers of the force, but their vast pro¬ 
vision of missiles, and' the almost incredible pro¬ 
portion of their cavalry. 

As soon a§ the spy had been dismissed, the 
King turned to his kinsmen. 
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“ What think'you ?” he said ; “ shall we judge 
ourselves of the foe ? The night will be dark 
anon—our steeds are fleet—and not shod 
with iron like theNormans;—the sward noiseless 
—What think you ?” 

“ A merry conceit,’’cried the blitheteofwine. 

I should like much to see the boar in his den, 
ere he taste of my spear-point.” t 

“ And I," said Gurth, “ do feel so restless a 
freer in my veins, that I*would fain cool it by 
the night air. Let us go: I know all the ways 
of the country; for hither have I come often 
with hawk and hound. But let* us wait yet till 
the sight is more hushed and deep.” 

The clouds had gathered over the whole sur¬ 
face of the skies, and there hung sullen ; and the’ 
mists were cold and grey on the lower grounds, 
when the four Saxon chiefs sat forth on their 
secret and perilous enterprise. 

“ Knights and riders took they none, 

Squires and varlets of foot not one; 

All unarmed of weapon and weed, 

Save the shield, and spear, and the sword at need.” * 

Passing their own sentinels, they entered a 
wood. Gurth leading the way, and catching 
glimpses, through the irregular path, of the blaz¬ 
ing lights which shone red over the pause of the 
Norman war. 

William had moved Qn his army to within 
about two rpiles from the farthest outpost of the 
Saxon, and contracted his lines into compact 
space ; the reconnoiterers were thus enabled, by 
the light of the links and Watchfires, to ftjrm no 
inaccurate notion of the formidable foawhom the 
moriow was to meet. The ground f on which 
they stood was high, and in the deep shadow of 
the wocgl ; with one of the high dykes common 
to the Saxon boundaries in front, so that, even if 
discovered, a barrier not easily passedlay between 
them and the foe. 

In regulai lines and streets extended huts of 
branches for the meaner soldiers, leading up, in 
serried rows but broad vistas, to thg tents of the 
knights, and the gaudier pavilions of the counts 
and prelates. There were to be seen the flags 
of Bretagne and Anjou, of Burgundy, of Flanders, 
even the ensign of France, which the volunteers 
from that country had assumed ; and right in the 
midst of this Capital of War, the gorgeous 
pavilion of William himself, with a dragon of 
gold before it, surmounting the staff, from which 
blazed the Papal gonfanon. In every division 
they heard the anvils *of the armoureis, the 
measured tread of the sentries, the neigh and 
snort of innumerable steeds. And along the 
lines, between hut and tent, they saw tall shapes 
passing to and from the forge and smithy, bear¬ 
ing mail, and swords, and' shafts. No sound of 
revel, no laugh of wassail was heard in the con¬ 
secrated camp ; all was astir, but with the grave 
and earnest preparations of thoughtful men. As 

* “ Ne meinent od els chevalier, 

Varlet a pie ne eskuier • 

Ne ruil d’els n’a armes portfie, 

For?, sol escu, lance, et cspSe.” 

Roman de Rou, Second Part, v. 12, 126. 

“ Ke d’une angarde 1 u ils ’estuient 
Cels de l'ost virent, ki pres furent.” 

Roman de Rou, Second Fart, v. 12, 126. 

1 Angarde, eminence, 
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the four Saxons halted silent, each might have 
heard, through the remoter din, the Other’s pain¬ 
ful breathing. 

At length, from two tents, placed to the right 
and left of the Dike’s pavilion, there came a sweet 
tinkling sound, as of deep silver bells. At that 
note there was an evident and universal commo¬ 
tion throughout the armament. The roar of the 
hammers ceased ; and, from every green hut and 
every grey tent, swarmed the host. Now, lows 
of living mpn lined the camp-streets, leaving still 
a free, though narrow passage in the midst. 
And, by the blaze of more than a thousand 
torches, the Saxons saw processions of priests, in 
their robes* and aubes, with censer and rood, 
coming down the various avenues. As the priests 
paused, the warriors^melt; and there was a low 
murmur as if of confession, and the sign of lifted 
hands, as if in absolution and blessing. Suddenly, 
from the outskirts of the camp, and full in sight, 
emerged from one of the cross lanes, Odo of 
Bayeux himself, in his white surplice, and the 
cross in his right hand. Yea, even to the meanest 
and lowliest soldiers of the armament, whether 
taken from honest craft and peaceful calling, or 
the outpourings of Europe’s sinks and sewers, 
catamarans from the Alps, and cut-throats from 
the Rhine,—yea, even among the vilest and 
meanest, came the anointed brother of the great 
Duke, the haughtiest prelate in Christendom, 
whose heart even then was fixed on the Pontiff's 
throne—there he came, to absolve, and to shrive, 
and to bless. And the red watchfires streamed 
on his proud face and spotless robes, as the 
Children of Wrath knelt around the Delegate of 
Peace. 

Harold’s hand clenched firm on the arm of 
Gurth, and his old scorn of the monk broke 
forth in his bitter smile and his muttered words. 
But Garth’s face was sad and awed. 

" And now, as the huts and the canvas thus 
gave up the living, they could indeed behold the 
enormous disparity of numbers with which it 
was their doom to contend, and, over those 
numbers, that dread intensity of zeal, that sub¬ 
limity of fanaticism, which from one end of that 
war town to the other, consecrated injustice, gave 
the heroism of the martyr to ambition, and 
blended the whisper of lusting avarice with the 
self-applauses of the saint! 

Not a word said the four Saxons. But as the 
priestly procession glided to the further quarters 
of the armament, as the soldiers in the neigh¬ 
bourhood disappeared within their lodgments, 
and the torches moved from them to the more 
distant vistas of the camp, like lines of retreating 
fjtars, Gurth heaved a heavy sigh, and turned his 
horse’s head from lhe scene. 

But scarce had they gained the centre of the 
wood, than there rose, as from the heart of the 
armament, a swell of solemn voices. For the 
night had now come to the third watch,* in 
which, according to the belief of the age, angel 
and fiend*were alike astir, and that church-divi¬ 
sion of time was marked and fallowed by a 
monastic hymn. # 

Inexpressibly grave, solemn, and mournful. 
came the train through the drooping bought" 
. * Midnight. 
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and the heavy darkness of the air; and it con¬ 
tinued to thrill in the ears of the riders till they 
had passed the wood, and the cheerful watchfires 
from their own heights broke upon them to guide 
their way. They rode rapidfy, but still in 
silence, past their sentries; aud, ascending the 
slopes, where the force lay thick, how different 
were the sounds that smotS them ! Round the 
large fires the mer grouped in great circles, with 
the ale-horns and ragons passing merrily from 
hand to hand; shouts of drink-hsel and was-hael, 
bursts of gay laughter, snatches of old songs, old 
as the days of Athelstan,—varying, where the 
Anglo-Dancs lay, into the far more animated 
and kindling poetry of the Pirate ilorth,—still 
spoke of (lie heathen time when War was a joy, 
and Valhalla was tlje heaven. 

‘•By my faith,” said Leofwine brightening; 
“these are sounds and sights that do a man's 
heart good, af.er those doleful ditties, and the 
long faces of the shavelings. I vow by St. 
Alban, that I felt my veins curdling into ice- 
bolts, when that dirge came through the wood- 
holt. Hollo, Sexwolf, my tall man, lift us up 
that full horn of thine, and keep thyself within 
the pins, Master Wassailer ; we must have steady 
feet and cool heads to-morrow.” 

Sexwolf, who, with a band of Harold’s 
veterans, was at full carousal, started up at the 
young Kai l’s greetings, and looked lovingly into 
his smiling face as he reached him the horn. 

“ Heed what my brother bids thee, Sexwolf,” 
said Harold severely; “the hands that draw 
shafts against us to-morrow will not tremble 
with the night’s wassail.” 

“Nor ours, either, my lord the King,” said 
Sexwolf, boldly; “ our heads can bear both 

drink and blows,—and—(sinking his voice into 
a whisper) the rumour runs that the odds ar e so 
against u-, that I would not, for all thy fair 
brothers’ earldoms, have our men other than 
blithe to-night.” , 

Harold answered not, but moved on, and 
coming then within full sight of the bold Saxons 
of Kent, the unmixed sons of the Saxon soil, 
and the special .favourers of the House of God¬ 
win, so affectionate, hearty, and cordial was their 
joyous shout of his name, that he felt liis kingly 
heart leap within him. Dismounting, he entered 
the circle, and with the august frankness of a 
nob'e chief, nobly popular, gave to all, cheering 
smile and animating word. That done, he said 
more gravely : “ In less than an hour, all was¬ 
sail must cease—my bodes will-come round; 
arid then sound sleep, thy brave merry men, and 
lusty rising with the lark! ” 

“ As you will, as you will, dear our King,” 
cried Vebba, as spokesman for the soldierl. 
“ Fear us not—life and death, w^are yours.” 

“Life and death yours, and Freedom’s,” cried 
the Kent men. 

■ Coming now towards the royal tent beside the 
standard, the discipline was more perfect, and 
the hush decorous. For round thah standard, 
were both th<| special body-guard of the King, 
and the volunteers from London and Middle¬ 
sex ; men more intelligent than the bulk of the 
“army, and more gravely aware, therefore, of the 
might of the Norman sword. 


Harold entered his tent, and threw himself on 
his couch, in deep reverie; his brothers and 
Iiaco watched him silently. At length, Gurth 
approached; and with a reverence rare in the 
familiar intercourse between the two, knelt at his 
brother’s fide, and taking Harold’s hand in his, 
looked him full in the face, his eyes moist with 
tears, and said thus : ' 

“ Oh, HaroM ! never prayer have I asked of 
thee, that thou hast nc^t granted,: grant me tfy,s ! 
sorest of all, it may be, to grant, but most fitting 
of all for me to press. Think not, O beloved 
brother, O honoured King, think not it is with 
slighting reverence, that I fay rough hand on the 
wound deepest at thy heart. But, however sur¬ 
prised or compelled, sure it is that thou didst 
make oath to William, and upon the relics of 
saints; avoid this battle, for I see that thought 
is now within thy soul; that thought haunted thee 
•in the words of the monk to-day; in the sight of 
that awful camp to night;—avbid this battle ! 
and do not thyself stand in arms against the man 
to whom the oath was pledged ! ” 

“ Gurth, Gurth ! ” exclaimed Harold, pale and 
writhing. 

“ We,” continued his brother, “ we at least 
have taken no oath, no per jury is charged against 
us; vainly the thunders of the Vatican arc 
launched on our heads. Our war is just: we but 
defend our country. Leave us, then, to fight to¬ 
morrow ; thou retire towards Londbn and raise 
fresh armies ; if we win, the danger is past; if we 
lose, thou wilt avenge us. And England is not 
lost while thou survivest,” 

“ Gurth, Gurth ! ” again exclaimed Harold, in 
a voice piercing in its pathos of reprcJueh. 

‘‘Gurth counsels well,” said Haco, abruptly; 
“ there can be no doubt of the wisdefrn of his 
words. Let the King’s kinsmen lead the troops ; 
let the King himself with-his guaids hasten to 
London, and ravage and lay waste the country 
as he retreats by tire way ;* so that if even Wil¬ 
liam bfal us, all supplies will fail him ; he will be 
in a land without forage, and victory here 
will aid him nought; for you, my liege, will have 
a force*equal to his own, ere he can inarch to the 
gates of London.” 

“'Faith and troth; the young Haco speaks like 
a grey-beard ; he hath not lived in Rouen for 
nought,” quoth Leofwine.. “ Hear him, my 
Harold, ami leave us to shave the Normans, yet 
more closely than the barber hath already shorn.” 

Harold turned ear and eye to each of the 
speakers, and, as Leofwine closed, he smiled. 

“Ye have chid mfi well, kinsmen, for a thought 
that had entered iuto my mind ere ye spake — ' 

Gurth interrupted the King, and said anx¬ 
iously,-— 

“ To retreat with the whole army upon Lon¬ 
don, and refuse to meet the Norman till with 
numbers more fairly matched ! ” 

“ That had been my thought,” said Harold, 
surprised. 

“ Such for a moment, loo, was mine,” said 
Gurth, sadly ; “ but it is too late. Such a meas- 

* This counsel the Norman chronicler ascribes to 
Gurth, but it is so at variance with the character of that 
hero, that it is here assigned to the unscrupulous intel¬ 
lect of Haco. 
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ure, now, would have all the disgrace of flight, 
and bring none of the profits of retreat. The 
ban of the Chuich would get wind ; our priests, 
awed and alarmed, might wield it against us; 
the whole population would be damped and dis¬ 
heartened ; rivals to the crown might start up; 
the realm be divided. Mo, it is impossible ! ” 

“ Impossible,” said Harold, camly. “ And if 
the army cannot retreat, of all mep to staifld firm, 
surely it is the captain and the King. /, Gurth, 
la'we others to dare the fate from which I fly ! 
/ give weight to the Impious curse of the Pope, 
by shrinking from its idle blast! * / confirm and 
ratify the oath, from which all law must absolve 
me, by forsaking the c^usc of the land which I 
purify myself when I guard ! / leave to others 

the agony of the martyrdom or the glory of the 
conquest ! Gurth, thou art more cruel than the 
Norman ! And I, son of Sweyn, / ravage the 
land committed to my charge, and despoil the 
fields which I cannot keep! Qh, Haco, that 
indeed were to be the traitor and the recreant! 
No, whatever* the sin of my oath, never will 1 
believe that Heaven can punish millions for the 
error of one man. Let the bones of the dead 
war against us ; in life, they were men like our¬ 
selves, and no saints in the calendar so holy as 
the freemen who fight for their hearths and their 
altars. Nor do I see aught to alarm us eVcn in 
these grave human odds. We have but to keep 
fast these entrenchments ; piescrve, man by man, 
our invincible line ; and the waves will but split 
* on our rock : ere the sun set to-morrow, we shall 
see the tide ebb, leaving, as waifs, but the dead 
of the baffled invader.” 

“ Fare well, loving kinsmen; kiss me, my 
brothers; kiss me on my cheek, my Haco. Go 
now to 4?our tents. Sleep in peace, and wake 
with the trumpet to the gladness of noble war !” 

Slowly the Earls left the King ; slowest of all 
the lingering Gurth; and when all were gone, 
and Harold was alone, he threw round a rapid, 
troubled glance, and then, hurrying to the simple 
imagelc'S crucifix that stood on it# pedtstal at 
the fai tlu-r end of the tent, he fell on his knees, 
anil faltered out, while his breast heaved,,and his 
frame shook with the travail of his passion— 

“ If mv sin be beyond a pardon, my oath with¬ 
out recall, on me, on me, O Lord of Hosts, on 
me alone the doom. Not on them, not on them 
—not on England !” * 


Chapter VII. 

On the fourteenth of October, 1066, the day of 
St. Calixtus, the Norman force was drawn out in 
battle array. Mass had been said ; Odo and the 
Btehop of Coutance had blessed the troops ; and 
received their vow never more to eat flesh on the 
anniversary of thatday. And Odo had mounted 
his snow-white charger, and already drawn up 
the cavalry against the coming of his brother the 
Duke. The army was marshalled in three great 
divisions. 

Roger de Montgommeri and William Fitz- 
osborne led the first; and with them were the 
forces from Picardy and the countship of 
Boulogne, and the fiery Franks; Geoffrie Martel 


and the German Hugues (a prince of fame); 
Aimeri, Lord ofThouars, and the sons of Alain 
Fergant, Duke of Bretagne, led the second, 
which comprised the main bulk of the allies from 
Bretagne, and Maine, and Poitou. But both 
these divisions were intermixed with Normans, 
under their own special Norman chiefs. 

The third section embraced ^he flower of mar¬ 
tial Europe, the most renowned of the Norman 
race; whether those knights bore the French 
titles into which their ancestral Scandinavian 
names had been transformed—Sires of Beaufou 
and Harcourt, Abbeville, and de Molun, Monl- 
fichet, Grantmesnil, Lacie, D’Aincouit, and 
D’Asnitres;—or whether, still preserving, amidst 
their daintier titles, the old names that had scat¬ 
tered dismay through the seas of the Baltic ; 
Osborne and Tons tain, Mallet and Bulver, Brand 
and Bruse.* And over this division presided 
Duke William. Here was the main body of the 
matchless cavalry, to which, however, orders 
were given to support either of the other sections 
as need might demand. And with this body 
were also the reserve. For it is curious to nbtice, 
that William’s strategy resembled in much that 
of the last great Invader of Nations—relying first 
upon the effect of the charge; secondly, upon a 
vast reserve brought to bear at the exact moment 
on tlve weakest point of Che foe. 

All the horsemen were in complete link or net 
mail,+ armed with spears and strong swords, and 
long, pear-shaped shields,-with the device either 
of a cross or a dragon.* The archers, on whom 
William greatly relied, were numerous in all 
three of the corps ,§ were armed more lightly— 
helms on their heads, but with leather or qui lted 
breastplates and “panels” or gaiters for the 
lower limbs. 

But before the chiefs and captains rode to 
their several posts, they assembled round William, 
whom Fitzosborne had called betimes, and who 
had not yet endued his heavy mail, that all men 
might see suspended from his throat certain relics 
chosen out of those on which Harold had pledged 
his fatal oath. Standing on an eminence in 
front of all Inclines, the consecrated banner be¬ 
hind him/ and Bayard, his Spanish destrier* held 
by his squires at his side, the Duke conversed 
cheerily with his barons, often pointing to the 
relics. Then, in sight of all, he put on his mail, 
and, by the haste of his squires, the back-piece 
was presented to him first. The superstitious 
Normans recoiled as at an evil omen. 

* Osborne—(Asbiorn),—one of the most common of 
Banish and Norwegian names.. Tonstain, Toustahv or 
Tostain, the same as Tosti, or Tostig, — Danish. 
(Harold’s brother is called Tostain or Toustain, in the 
Norman chronicles.) Brand, a name common to Dane 
•*ii(l Norwegian—Bulmer is a Norwegian name, and so 
is Bulver, or Bolvar—which is, indeed, so purely Scan¬ 
dinavian that it is one of the warlike names given to 
Odin himself by the, Norse-scalds. Bulverhithe still 
commemorates the landing of a Norwegian son of the 
war-god. Bruce, the ancestor of the deathless Scot, 
also bears in that name, more illustrious than all, the 
proof of his Scandinavian birth. 

+ This mail appears in that age. to have been sewn 
upon linen or cloth. In the later age of the crusaders, 
it was more artful, and the links su#pCVted each other, 
without being attached to any other material, 

t Bayeux tapestry. • 

} The cross-how is not to be seen in the Bayet^ 
tapestry—the Norman bows are not long. 
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“ Tut! ” said the ready chief; “ not in omens 
and divinations, but in God, trust I! Vet, good 
omen indeed is this, and one that may give heart 
to the most doubtful, for it betokens that the 
last shall be first—the dukedom a kingdom—the 
count a king L Ho there, Rou de Terni, as 
Hereditary Standard-bearer take thy right, -and 
hold fast to yon lfoly gonfanon.” 

“ Grant.Merct," said De Tend, “not to-day 
shall a standard be borne by me, for 1 shall' have 
need of my right arm for my sword, and my lelt 
for my charger’s leign and my trusty shield.’' 

“ Thou sayest right, and we can ill spare such 
a wanior. Gautier Giffarl, Sire de Longucville, 
to thee is the gonfanon.’’ * 

“ Beau Sire," answered Gautier ; "par Dex, 
Merci. But my head is grey and my arm weak; 
and the little strength left me I would spend in 
smiting the English at the head of my men.” 

"Per la resplendar De," cried William, frown¬ 
ing ;—“ do ye think, my proud vavasours, to 
fail me in tins great need ? " 

“ Nay,” said Gautier; “ but I have a great host 
of chevaliers and"paid soldiers, and without the 
old man at their head will they fight as well ? ” 

“ Then, approach thou, Tonstain le Blanc, 
son of Rou,” said William ; “and be thine the 
charge of a standard that shall w8ve ere night¬ 
fall over the brows of thy— King!" A young 
knight, tall and strong as his Danish ancestor, 
slept forth, and laid gripe on the banner. 

Then William, now completely armed, save 
his helmet, sprang at one bound on his steed. 
A shout of admiration rang from the Quens and 
knights. 

“Saw ye ever such beau rci ? ’’ * said the 
Vicointc de Thouars. 

The shout was caught by the lines, and ethoed 
far, wide, and deep through the aimamcnt, as in 
all his singular majesty of brow and mien, 
William rode forth : lilting his hand, the shout 
hushed, and thus he spoke “ loud as a trumpet 
with a silver sound,” 

“ Normans and soldiers, long renowned in the 
lips of men, and now hallowed bv the blessing 
ol the Church !—1 have not brought you over 
the wide seas for my cause alone;—what I 
gain, ye gain. If I take the land, you will share 
it. Fight your best, and spare not;—no retreat, 
and no quarter ! I am not come here for my 
cause alone, but to avenge our whole nation 
for the felonies of yonder English. They 
butchered our kinsmen the Danes, on the night 
of St. Biice ; they murdered Alfred, the bi other 
of their last king, and decimated the Normans 
who were with him. Yonder they stand,—male¬ 
factors that await their doom ! and ye the dooms- 
me i! Never, even in a good cause, were yoh 
English illustrious for warlike temper and martial 
glory.f Remember how easily the Danes sub¬ 
dued them ! Are ye less than Danes, or I than 
Canute ? By victory ye obtain vengeance, glory, 
honours, lands, spoil, —aye, spoil beyond your 
wildest dreams. By defeat,—yea, even but by 
loss of grouj* 1„ ye are given up to the sword ! 
Escape there is not, for the ships are useless. 
Before you the foe, behind you the ocean ! 
‘Normans, remember the feats of your country- 
* Roman dc Rou. t 'William of Poitiers. 


men in Sicily ! Behold a Sicily more rich ! 
Lordships and lands to the living,—glory and 
salvation to those who die under the gonfanon 
of the Church! On, to the cry of the Norman 
warrior; the cry before Which have fled so often 
the prowfit Paladins of Burgundy and France 
—‘ Notre Dame et Dex aide! ’ " * 

Meanwhile, no less vigilant, and in his own 
strategy no legs skilful, Harold had marshalled 
his men. He formed two divisions; thosc^in 
front of the entrenchments; those within it. 
At the first, the men of Kent, as Irom time 
immemorial, claimed the honour of the van, 
under “ the Pale Charger,”—famous banner of 
Hcngist. This foice wtfs drawn up in the form 
of the Anglo-Danish wedge; the foremost lines 
in the triangle all iu heavy mail, armed with 
their great axes, and covered by their immense 
shields. Behind these lines, in the interior of 
the wedge, were the archers, protected by the 
(font rows of the heavy armed ; while the few 
horsemen—few indeed compared-wilh the Nor¬ 
man cavalry—were artfully disposed where they 
could best harass and distiact the formidable 
chivalry with which they were instructed to 
skirmish, and not peril actual encounter. Other 
bodies of the light armed; shngers, j.tvelin 
! throwers, and archers, were all planted in spots 
j catcfully selected, according as they were pro¬ 
tected by trees, bush wood, and dykes. The 
Northumbrians (that is, all the warlike popula¬ 
tion, north of the Humber, including Yorkshire,. 
Westmoreland, Cumberland, ike..,) were, for 
their present shame and future ruin, absent from 
that field, save, indeed a few who had joined 
Harold in his march to London. •But there 
were the mixed laces of Hertfordshire and Essex, 
with the pure Saxons of Sussex and Surrey, and 
a large body of the sturdy Anglo-Danes from 
Lincolnshire, Ely and Norfolk, " Men, too, there 
were, half of old British blood, from Dorset, 
Somerset, and Gloucester. 

AntV all were marshalled according to those 
touching ancl pathetic tactics which speak of a 
nation more accustomed to defend than to ag¬ 
grieve.' To that field the head of each family 
led his sons and kinsfolk ; every ten families (or 
tything) were united under their own chosen cap¬ 
tain. Every ten of these tythings had, again, 
some loftier chief, dear to the populace in peace; 
aftd so on the holy circle spread from household, 
hamlet, town,—till, all combined, as one county 
under one Earl, the witrriors fought under the 
eyes of their own kinsfolk, friends, neighbours, 
chosen chiefs! What wonder that they were 
brave ? 

The second division comprised Harold’s house- 
carles, or bod^-guard,—the veterans especially 
attached to his family,—the companions of his 
successful wars,—a select band of the martial 
East-Anglians,—the soldiers supplied by Lon¬ 
don and Middlesex, and who, both in ams, dis¬ 
cipline, martial temper and athletic habits, ranked 
high among the most stalwart of the troops, 
mixed, as their descent was, from the warlike 
Dane and {he sturdy Saxon. In this division, 
too, was comprised the reserve. And it was 
all encompassed by the palisades and breast - 

' * Dieu nous aide. 
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works, to which were but three sorties, whence 
the defenders might sally, or through which at 
need the vanguard might secure a retreat. All 
the heavy armed had snail and shields similar to 
the Normans, though somewhat less heavy ; the 
light armed had, some tunics of quilled linen, 
some of hide; helmets of the last material, 
sj&ars, javelins, swords, and clubs. But the 
main arm of ^he host was in the great shield, and 
thp great axe wielded by men larger in stature 
and stronger of muscle than the majority of the 
Normans, whose physical race had deteriorated 
partly by intermarriage with the. more delicate 
Frank, partly by the haughty disdain of foot ex¬ 
ercise. 

Mounting a swift and light steed, intended not 
for encounter (for it was the custom of English 
kings to fight on foot, in token that where the) 7 
fought there was no retreat), but to bear the 
rider rapidly from line to line,* King Harold 
rode to the front of the vanguard his brothers 
by his side. His head, like his great foe’s, was 
bare, nor could there be a more striking con¬ 
trast than that of the broad unwrinkled brow of 
the Saxon, wijth his fair locks, the sign of royalty 
and freedom,’parted and falling over the collar 
of nihil, the clear and steadfast eye of blue, the 
cheek somewhat hollowed by kingly cares.but 
flushed now with manly pride—the form stalwart 
and erect, but spare in its graceful symmetry, and 
void of all that theatric pomp of bearing which 
was assumed by William—no greater contrast 
could there be than that which the simple earnest 
Hero-king presented, to the brow furrowed with 
harsh kc and politic wile, the shaven hair of 
monastic affectation, the dark, sparkling tiger 
eye, and the vast proportions that awed the gaze 
in the p8rt and lorm of the imperious Norman. 
Deep and loud and hearty as tire shout with 
which his armaments had welcomed William, 
was that which now greeted the King of the 
English host: and dear and full, and’practised 
in the storm of popular assemblies, went his 
voice down the listening lines. • 9 

“ This day, O friends and Englishmen, sons oj 
our common land—this day ye fight for liberty. 
The Count of the Normans hath, I know, a 
mighty army ; I disguise not its strength. That 
army he hath collected together, by promising 
to each man a share in the spoils of- England. 
Already, in his court and in his camp, he hath 

J iarcelled. out tire lands of this kingdom; and 
ierce are the robbers whp fight for the hope of 
plunder! But he cannot offer to his greatest 
chief boons nobler than those I offer to my 
meanest freeman—liberty, and right, and law, 
in the soil of his fathers ! Ye have heard of the 
miseries endured in the old time under the Dane, 
but they were slight indeed to those which ye 
may expect from the Normal}. The Dane was 
kindred to us in language and in law, and who 
now can tell Saxon from Dane ? But yon men 
would rule ye in a language ye know not, by a 
law that claims the crown as a right of tlie sword, 
and divides the land among the hirelings of an 
army. We baptized the Dane, and the Church 

* Thus, when at the battle of Barnet, Earl Warwick, 
the king-maker, slew his horse and fought on foot, he 
followed tlie old traditional custom of Saxon chiefs. I 


tamed his fierce soul into peace; but yon men 
make the Church itself their ally, and march to 
carnage under the banner profaned to the foulest 
of human wrongs ! Out-scourings of all nations, 
they come against you: Ye light as brothers 
under the eyes of your fathers and chosen chiefs ; 
ye fight for the women ye would save from the 
ravisher ; ye fight for the children ye would guard 
from eternal bondage; ye fight for the altars 
which yon banner now darkens! Foreign priest 
is a tyrant as ruthless and stern as ye shall find 
foreign baron and king ! Let no man dream of 
retreat; every inch of ground that ye yield is 
the soil of your native land. For me, on this 
field I peril^ill. Think that mine eye is upon 
you wherever ye are. If a line waver or shrink, 
ye shall hear in the midst the voice of your King, 
Hold fast to your ranks, remember, such amongst 
you as fought with me against Hardrada,—re¬ 
member that it was not till the Norsemen lost, 
by fash sallies, their serried array, that our arms 
prevailed against then). Be warned by their 
fatal error, break not the form of the battle ; 
and I tell you on the faith of a soldier who never 
yet Hath left field without victory,—that ye can¬ 
not be beaten. While I speak, the winds swell 
lhe sails of the Norse ships, bearing home the 
corpse of Hardrada. Accomplish this day the 
last tiiumph of England* add to these hills a 
new mount of the conquered dead ! And when, 
in far times and strange lands, scald and scop 
shall praise the brave man for some valiant deed 
Wrought in some holy-cause, they shall say, ‘ He 
was brave as those who fought by the side of 
Harold, and swept from the sward of England 
the hosts of the haughty Norman.’ ” 

Scarcely had the rapturous hurrahs of the 
Saxons closed on this speech,-when full in sight, 
north-west of Hastings, came the first division 
of the Invader. 

Harold remained gazing at them, and not 
seeing the other sections in movement, said to 
Gurth, “ If these ate all that they venture out, 
the day is ours.” 

“ Look yonder ! ” said the sombre Idnco, and 
he pointed to the long array that now gleamed 
from the wood through which the Saxon kins¬ 
men had passed the night .before ; and scarcely 
were these cohorts in view, than lo ! from a third 
quarter advanced the glittering knighthood under 
the Duke. All three divisions came on in simul¬ 
taneous assault, two on either wing of the Saxon 
vanguard, the third (the Norman) towards the 
entrenchments. 

In the midst of the Puke’s cohort was the 
sacred gonfanon, ar.d in front of it and of the 
whole line, rode a strange warrior of gigantic 
height. And as he rode) the warrior sang,— 

11 Chaimting loud the lusty strain 
Of Rplanaand of Charlemain, 

And the dead, who, deathless all, 

Fell at famous Roncesval.” * 

And the knights, no longer singing hymn and 

* Devant li Dus alout cantant 
De Karlcmainc e de Rollant, 
lid 'Olever e des Vassal9* 

Ki morurent en Konchevals. 

Roman dk Ron, Part ii. 1, 13, 151, » 

Much research has been made by French antiquarian, 
to discover the old Chant de Roland, but in vain. 
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litany, swelled, hoarse through their helmets, the 
martial chorus. This warrior, in front of the 
Duke and the horsemen, seemed beside himself 
with the joy of battle. As he rode, and as he 
chaunted, he threw up his sword in the air like a 
glee man" catching it nimbly as it fell,* and 
flourishing it wildly, till, as it unable to restrain 
his fierce exhilaration, he fairly put spurs to his 
horse, and, dashing forward to the very front of 
a detachment of Saxon riders, shouted,— 

A Taillefer! a Taillefer! ” and by voice and 
gesture challenged forth some one to single 
combat. 

A fiery young thegn who knew the Romance 
tongue, started forth and crossed swards with the 
poet; but by what seemed rather a juggler’s 
sleight of hand than a knight’s fair fence, Tail- 
Jefer, again throwing up and catching his sword 
with incredible rapidity, shore the unhappy Saxon 
lrom the helm to the chine, and riding over-his 
corpse, shouting and laughing, he again renewed 
his challenge. A second rode forth and shared 
t he same fate. The i est of the English horsemen 
stared at each other aghast; the shouting, sing¬ 
ing, juggling giant seemed to them not knight, 
but demon; and that single incident, preliminary 
to all other battle, in sight of the whole field, 
might have sufficed tc damp the ardour of the 
English, had not Leofwinc, who had been des¬ 
patched by the King with a message to the en¬ 
trenchments, come in front of the detachment; 
and his gay spirit, roused and stung by the inso¬ 
lence of the Norman, and the evident dismay of 
the Saxon riders, without thought of his graver 
duties, he spurred his light half-mailed steed to 
the Norman giant; and, not even drawing his 
sword, but with his spear raised over his head, 
and his form covered by his shield, he cried in 
Romance tongue, “ Go and chaunt to the foul 
fiend, O croaking minstrel! ” Taillefer rushed 
forward, his sword shivered on the Saxon shield, 
and in the same moment he fell a corpseunder the 
hoofs of his steed, transfixed by the Saxon spear. 

A cry of woe, in which even William (who, 
proud of his poet’s achievements, had pressed to 
the foremost line to see this new encounter) joined 
his deep voice, wailed through the Norman ranks; 
while Leofwine rode deliberately towards them, 
halted a moment, and then flung his spear in the 
midst with so deadly an aim, that a young knight, 
within two of WiMiam, reeled on his saddle, 
groaned and (ell. 

“ How like ye, O Normans, the Saxon glee- 
men?” said Leofwine, as he turned slowly, re¬ 
gained the detachment, tfnd bade them heed care¬ 
fully the orders they had received, viz., to avoid 
the direct charge of the Norman horse, but to take 
eveiy occasion to harass and divert the stragglers 1 , 
and then blithely singing a Styton stave, as if in¬ 
spired by Norman minstrelsy, he rode into the 
entrenchments. 

Chapter VIII. 

The two brethren of Waltham, Osgood and 
Ailred, had arrived a little after daybreak at the 
•'if'ot in which, about half a mile to the rear of 

* W. Pier. Chron d* Nor. 


Harold’s palisades, the beasts of burden that had 
borne the heavy arms, missiles, luggage, and 
forage of the Saxon march, were placed in and 
about the fenced yards of a farm. And many 
human beings, of both sefces and various ranks, 
were ther*assembled, some in breathless expecta¬ 
tion, somein careless talk, some in fervent prayer. 

The master of the farm, his sons, and the able- 
bodied ceorls ifi his employ, had joirrcd*the forces 
sil the King, under Guith, as Earl of the county* 
But many aged theowes, past military service, 
and young children grouped around : the first, 
stolid and indifferent—the last, prattling, curious, 
lively, gay. There, too, were the wives of some 
of the soldiers, who, as common in Saxon ex¬ 
peditions, had followed their husbands to the 
field; and there, too, were the ladies of many a 
Hlaford in the neighbouring district, who, no less 
true to their mates than the wives of humbler 
men, were drawn by their English hearts to the 
fatal spot. A small wooden chapel, half decayed, 
stood a little behind, with its doors wide open, a 
sanctuary in case of need ; and the interior was 
thronged with kneeling suppliants. 

The two monks joined, with pious gladness, 
some of their sacred calling, who were leaning 
over the lowwall, and straining their eyes towards 
the bristling field. A little apart from them, and 
from all, stood a female; the hood diawn over 
her face, silent in her unknown thoughts. 

By and by, as the march of the Norman mul¬ 
titude sounded hollow, and the trumps, and the 
fifes, and the shouts, rolled on through the air, 
in many a stormy peal,—the two Abbots in the 
Saxon camp, with their attendant monks, came 
riding towards the farm from the entrenchments. 

The groups gathered round these new comers 
in haste and eagerness. 

“ The battle hath begun,” said the Abbot of 
Hide, gravely. “ Pray God for England, for never 
was its people in peril so great from man.” 

The female started and shtAdcred at those 
woids., 

“And the King, the King,”she cried, in a 
sudden and thrilling voice; “ where is he ?—the 
King?*’’ 

“Daughter,” said the Abbot, “.the King’s 
post is by his standard; but I left him in the van 
of his troops. Where he maybe now I know not. 
Wherever the foe presses sorest.” 

•Then dismounting, the Abbots entered the 
yard, to be accosted instantly by all the wives, 
who deemed, poor souls,* that the holymen must, 
throughout all the field, have seen their lords ; 
for each felt as if God’s world hung but on the 
single life in which each pale trembler lived. 

With all their faults of ignorance and super¬ 
stition, the Saxon churchmen loved their flocks ; 
and the good Abbots gave what comfort was in 
their power, and then passed into the chapel, 
where all who could find room followed them. 

The war now raged. 

The two divisions of the invading army that 
included the auxiliaries, had sought in vain to 

* For, as Sir F. Palgrave shrewdly conjectures, upon 
the dismemberment of the vast earldom of Wessex, on 
Rarold’s accession to the throne, that portion of it com-> 
prising Sussex (the ojd government of his grandfather 
Wolnotli), seems to have beep assigned to Gurth. 
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suiround the English vanguard, and take it in 
the rear: that noble phalanx had no rear. 
Deepest and strongest at the base of the triangle, 
everywhere a front opposed the foe; shields 
formed a rampart against the dart—spears a pali¬ 
sade against the horse. While that aanguard 
maintained its ground, William could not pierce 
lothe entrenchments, the strength of which, how¬ 
ever, he wa,» enabled to perceivfc. He now 
changed his tactics, joined his knighthood to the 
other sections, thiew his hosts rapidly into many 
wings, and leaving broad spaces between his 
archers—who continued their fieryhail—ordered 
his heavy-armed foot to advance on all sides 
upon the wedge, and break its ranks for the 
awaiting charge of his horse. 

Harold, still in the centre of the vanguard, 
amidst the men of Kent, continued to animate 
them all with voice and hand ; and, as the Nor¬ 
mans now closed in, he flung himself from his 
steed, and strode on foot, with his mighty battle- 
axe, to the spot where the rush was dreadest. f 

Now came the shock—the fight hand to hand : 
spear and lance were thrown aside, axe and 
sword rose and-shore. But before the close-serried 
lines of the English, with their physical strength, 
arid veteran practice in their own special atm, 
the Norman foot were mowed as by the scythe. 
In vain, in the intervals, thundered the repeated 
charges of the fiery knights; in vain,—throughout 
all, came the shaft and the bolt. 

Animated by the presence of their King fight¬ 
ing amongst them as a simple soldier, but with 
Iris eye ever quick to foresee, his voice ever 
prompt to warn, the men of Kent swerved not a 
loot from thfcir indomitable ranks. The Norman 
infantry wavered and gave way; on, step by step, 
still unbroken in array, pressed the English. 
And their cry, “Out! out! Holy Crosse!” rose 
high above the flagging sound of “Ha Ron! 
Ha Rou !—Notre Dame ! ” 

“ Per la resfikndar Di,V cried William. 
“Our soldiers are but women in the g%rb of 
Normans. Ho, spears to the rescue ? With me 
to the charge. Sires D’Aumale and De Littain— 
with me, gallant Bruse, and De Mortain* with 
me, De Gravjlle and. Grantmesnil—Dex aide ! 
Notre Dame.” And heading his prowest knights, 
William came, as a thunderbolt, on the bills and 
shields. Harold, who scarce a minute before 
had been in a remoter rank, was already at thi? 
brunt of that charge. At his word down knelt 
the foremost line, leaving nought hut their shields 
and their spear-points against the-harse. While 
behind them, the axe in both hands, bent for¬ 
ward the soldiery in the second rank, to smite 
and to crush. And, from the core of the wedge, 
poured the shafts of the archers. Down rolled 
in the dust half the charge of those knights. 
Bruse reeled on his saddle; the dread right jiand 
of D’Aumale fell lopped by the axe; De Graville, 
hurled from his‘horse, rolled at the feet of 
Harold ; and William, borne by his great steed 
and his colossal strength into the third rank— 
there dealt, right and left, the fierce strokes of 
his iron club, till he felt his horse sinking under 
him—and had scarcely time to back from the foe 
—scarcely time to get beyond reach of their 
Weapons, ere the Spanish destrier, frightfully 


gashed through its strong mail, fell dead oa the 
plain. His knights swept round him. Twenty 
barons leapt from selle to yield him their char¬ 
gers. He chose the one nearest to hand, sprang 
tq foot and to stirrup, and rode back to his lines. 
Meanwhile De Graville’s casque, its strings bro¬ 
ken by the shock, had fallen off, and as Harold 
was about to strike, he recognised his guest. 

Holding up his hand to keep off the press of 
his men, the generous King said briefly—“ Rise 
and retreat!—no time «on this field fqr captor 
and captive. He whom thou hast called recreant 
knight, has been Saxon host. .Thou hast fought 
by his side, thou shalt not die by his hand! 
-Go.” • 

Not a word spoke De Graville ; but his dark 
eye dwelt one minute with mingled pity and 
reverence on the King; then rising, he turned 
away; and slowly, as if he disdained to fly, 
strode back over the corpses of his countrymen. 

“ Stay, all hands! ” cried the King to his 
archers; “yon man hath tasted our salt, and 
done us good service of old. He hath paid his 
weregeld.” 

Not a shaft was discharged. 

Meanwhile, the Norman infantry, who had 
been before recoiling, no sooner saw their Duke 
(whom they recognised by*lris steed and _equip¬ 
ment) fall on the ground, than, setting* up a 
shout—“ The Duke is dead ! ” they fairly turned 
round, and fled fast in disorder. 

The fortune of the day was now well nigh 
turned in favour of the Saxons; and the con¬ 
fusion of the Normans, as the cry of “ The Duke 
is dead ! ” reached and circled round, the host, 
would have been irrecoverable, had Harold 
possessed a cavalry fit to press the advantage 
gained, or had not William himself rushed into 
the mids.t of the fugitives, throwing his helmet 
back on his neck, showing his face, all animated 
with fierce valour and disdainful wrath, while he 
cried aloud— 

“ I live, ye varlets ! Behold the face of a 
chief who never yet forgave coward! Ay, tremble 
more at me than at yon English, doomed 
and accursed as they be ! Ye Normans, ye ! I 
blush for you ! ” and striking the foremost in the 
retreat with the flat of his sword, chiding, 
stimulating, threatening, promising in a breath, 
he succeeded in staying the flight, reforming the 
lines, and dispelling the general panic. I hen, ‘ 
as he joined his own chosen knights, and sur¬ 
veyed the field, he beheld#an opening which the 
advanced position of the Saxon vanguard had 
left, and by which his kfiights might gain the 
entrenchments. He mused a moment, his face 
still bare, and brightening, as he mused. Look¬ 
ing round him, he saw Mallet de Graville, who 
had remounted, and said, shortly, 

“ Pardex, dear knight, we thought you al¬ 
ready ■ftith St. Michael!—joy, that you liye yet 
to be an English earl. Look you,- ride to Fitz- 
psborne with the signal-word, ‘ La Hardiz pas- 
sent avant! ’ Ofl? and quick. 1 ’ 

De Graville bowed, and dar^ei across the 
plain. 

“Now, my Quens and chevaliers,” said 
William, gaily, as he closed his helmet, and* 
took from his squire another spear; now, I 
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shall give ye the day’s great pastime. Pass the 
word, Sire de Tancarville, to every horseman— 
‘ Charge!—to the standard ! ’ ” 

The word passed, the steeds bounded, and 
the whole force of William’s knighthood, scour¬ 
ing the plain to the rear of the Saxon vanguard, 
made for the entrenchments. 

At that sight, Harold, divining the object, and 
seeing this new and more urgent demand on his 
resenee, halted the battalions over which he 
ad presided, and, yielding. the command to 
Leofwinfc, once*more briefly but strenuously en¬ 
joined the troops to heed well their leaders, and 
on no account to "break the wedge, iu the'form 
of whichlay their whole strength, bojh against the 
cavalry and the greater number of the foe. 
Then, mounting his horse, and attended only by 
Haco, he spurred acrosS the plain, in the opposite 
direction to that taken by the Normans. In 
doing so, he was forced to make a considerable 
circuit towards the iearpf the entrenchment, and 
the farm, with its watchful groups, came in 
sight. He distinguished the garbs of the women, 
and Haco said to him,— 

“ There wait the wives, to welcome the living 
victors.” 

“Or seaich their lords among the dead!” 
answered Harold. “ Who, Haco, if we fall, 
will search for us ? ” 

As the word left his lips, he saw, under a 
lonely thom-lree, and scarce out of bowshot 
from the cntrenchments ; a woman seated. The 
King looked hard at the bended, hooded form. 

“ Poor wretch !” he murmured, “her heart 
is in the battle! ” And be shouted aloud, 
“Farther off! farther, off! — the war rushes 
hitherward ! ” 

At the sound of that voice the woman rose, 
stretch' d her arms, and sprang forward. But 
the Saxon chiefs had already turned their faces 
towards the neighbouring ingress into the ram¬ 
parts, and beheld not her movement, while the 
tramp of rushing chargers, the shout and the roar 
of clashing war, drowned the wail of her feeble 
cry. 

“ I have heard him again, again!” murmured 
the woman, “ God be praised !” and she re¬ 
seated herself quietly under the lonely thorn. 

As Harold and Haco sprang to their feet 
within the entrenchments, the shout of “the King 
—theKing!—Holy Crosse!” came in time to 
rally the force at the farther end, now undergoing 
the full storm of the Norman chivalry. 

The willow rampaits were already rent and 
hewed beneath the hoofs of the horses and the 
clash of swords, and the sharp points; on the 
frontals of the Normau destriers were* already 
gleaming within the entrenchments, when Harot’d 
arrived at the brunt of action. The tide was then 
turned; not one of those rash riders left the en¬ 
trenchments they had gained; steel and. horse 
alike tfent down beneath the ponderous battle- 
axes ; and William, again foiled and baffled, drew 
off his cavalry with the reluctant conviction that 
those breastworks, so manned were not to be 
won by horse.’ Slowly the knights retreated 
•down the slope of the hillock, and the English 
^animated by the sight, would have left their 
stronghold to pursue, but for the warning cry of 


Haroll. The interval in the strife thus gained 
was promptly and vigorously employed in 
repairing tire palisades. And this done, Harold, 
turning to Haco, and thethegns round him, said 
joyously— 

“ By ^jTeaven’s help we shall yet win this day. 
And know you not that it is my fortunate day— 
the day on which, hitherto, all hath prospered 
with me, in peace and in war—the day of. my 
birth ?” 1 - 

“ Of your birth !’’ echoed Haco in surprised * 
“ Ay—did you not know it ?” 

“ Nay !—sttange !—it is also the biithday of 
Duke William ! What would astrologers say to 
the meeting of such stars ?”* 

Harold’s cheek paled, but his helmet con¬ 
cealed the paleness :—his arm drooped. The 
strange dream of his youth again came distinct 
before him; as it had come in the hall of the 
Norman at the sight of the ghastly relics ;— 
again he saw the shadowy hand from the cloud— 
again heard the voice murmuring—“Lo the star 
that shone on the birth of the victor again he 
heard the words of Qilda interpreting the driani 
—again the chaunt which the dead or the fiend 
had poured fiom the rigid lips of the Vala. It 
boomed on his ear; hollow as a death bell it 
knelled through the roar of battle— 

“ Never 

Crown and brow shall Force dissever, 

Till the dead men, unforgiving. 

Loose the war steeds on the living; 

Till a sun whose race is ending 
Sees the rival stars contending. 

Where the dead men, unforgiving, 

Wheel their war-steeds round the living 1 ” 

Faded the vision, and died the chaunt, as a breath 
that dims, and vanishes from, the mirror of steel. 
The breath was gone—the firm steel \tfus blight 
once more; and suddenly the King was recalled 
to the sense of the present hour, by shouts and 
cries in which the yell of Norman triumph pre¬ 
dominated, at the thriller endttf the field. 'J he 
signal words to Fitzosborne had conveyed to that 
chief the tfrder lor the mock charge on the 
Saxon van-guard, to be followed, by the feigned 
flight *and so artfully had this stratagem been 
practised, that despite all the solemn orders of 
Harold, despite even the warning try ofLeof- 
wine, who rash and gay-hearted though he was 
had yet a captain’s still—the bold English, their 
blood heated by long contest and seeming 
victory, could not resist pursuit. They rushed 
forward impetuously, breaking the order of their 
hitherto indomitable phalanx, and the more 
eagerly because the Normans had unwittingly 
taken their way towards a part of the ground 
concealing dykes and ditches, into which the 
English trusted to precipitate the foe. It was as 
William’s knights retreated from the breastworks 
that this fatal error was committed ; and pointing 
towards the disordered Saxons with a wild laugh 
of revengeful joy, William set sfturs to his horse, 
ahd, fallowed by all his chivalry, joined the 
cavahy of Poitou and Boulogne in their swoop 
upon the scattered array. Already the Norman 

* Harold’s birthday was certainly the 14th of October, 
According to Mr. Roscoe, in his “Life of William die 
Conqueror,” William was born also ’on the 14th of 
..October. 
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infantry had turned round—already the horses, 
that lay in ambush amongst the brushwood near 
the dykes, had thundered forth. The whole of 
the late impregnable vanguard was broken up,— 
divided corps from corps,—hemmed in; horse 
after horse charging to the rear, to the* ffont, to 
lh,f flank to the right, to the left. 

Gurth, with the men of Surrey and Sussex had 
alone kept their ground, but they \0ere now com¬ 
pand to advance to the aid of their scattered 
comrades; and coming up in close order, they not 
only a while stared the slaughter, but again half 
turned the day. Knowing the country thoroughly, 
Gurth lured the foe into the dilcuts concealed 
within a bundled yards of their own ambush, and 
there tire havoc of the foreigners was so great that 
the hollows arc said’ to have been literally made 
level with the plain by their corpses. Yet this 
corn bat, however fierce and however skill might 
seek to repair the former error, could not be long 
maintained against sucli disparity of numbers. 
And meanwhile, the whole of the division under 
GeoflVoi Martel, and his co-captains, lrad by a 
fr> sh order of William's occupied the space 
between the entrenchments and the more distant 
engagement ; thus when Harold looked up, he 
saw the foot of the hillocks so lined with steel, 
as to render it hopeless that, he himself could 
win to the aid of his vanguard. He set his teeth 
lirmlv, looked on, and only by gesture and 
smothered exclamations showed his emotions of 
hope and fear. At length lie cried,— 

“ Gallant Gurth ! brave Lcofwine, look to their 
pennons; right, light; well fought, sturdy 
Vebba ! Ha ! they are moving this way. The 
wedge cleaves on—it cuts its path through the 
heart ofMhe foe.” And indeed, the chiefs now 
drawing off the shattered remains of their 
countrymen, still disunited, but still each sectioa 
shaping itself wedge-like,—on came the English, 
with their shields over their head, through the 
tempest of misslH, against the lush of the steeds, 
lure and there, through the plains, up the slopes, 
towards the entrenchment, in the teeth of the 
formidable array of Martel, and harassed behind 
by hosts that seemed numberless. The* King 
could restrain himself no longer. He selected 
five hundred of his bravest and most practised, 
veterans, yet comparatively fresh, and command¬ 
ing the rest to stand firm, descended the hills, 
and- charged unexpectedly into the rear of tlfc 
mingled Normans and Bretons. 

This sortie, well-timed though desperate, 
served to cover and favour the retreat of the 
straggling Saxons. Many, indeed, were cut off, 
but Gurth, Leofwine, and Vebba hewed the way 
f rr their followers to the side of Harold, and 
entered the entrenchments, close followed by 
the nearer foe, who were again repulsed amidst 
the shouts of the English. 

But, alas! small indeed the band thus saved, 
and hopeless the* thought that the small detach¬ 
ments of English still surviving and scattered over 
the plain, would ever win to their aid. 

Yet in those scattered remnants were, perhaps, 
almost the only men who, availing themselves of 
their acquaintance with the country, and despair¬ 
ing of victory, escaped by flight from the Field 
df Sanquelac. . Nevertheless within the en» 


trenchjpents not a man had lost heart; the day 
was already far advanced, no impression had been 
yet made on the outworks, the position seemed 
as impregnable as a fortress of stone; and, truth 
to say, even the bravest Normans were dis¬ 
heartened, when they looked to that eminence 
which had foiled the charge of William himself. 
The Duke, in the recent milie, hgd received 
more than one wound, his third horse that day 
had been slain under him. The slaughter among 
the knights and nobles had been immense, for 
they had.exposed their persons with the most 
desperate valour. And William, after surveying 
the rout of nearly one half of the English army, 
heard every there, to his wrath and his shame, 
murmurs of discontent and dismay at the pro¬ 
spect of scaling the heights, in which the gallant 
remnant had found their refuge. At this critical 
juncture, Odo of .Bayeux, who had hitherto re¬ 
mained in therear,*with the crowds of monks that 
•accompanied the arnialfcent, rode into the full 
field, where all the hosts were re-forming their 
lines. He was in complete mail, but a white sur¬ 
plice was drawn over the steel, his head was 
bare, and in his right hand he bore the crozier. 
A formidable club swuug by a leathern noose 
from his wrist, to be used only for self-defence ; 
the canons forbade the priest to strike pierely in 
assault. 

Behind the milk-white steed of Odo came the 
whole body of reserve, fresh and unbreathed, 
fiee from the tenors of their cormades, and stung 
into proud wrath at the delay of the Norman 
conquest. 

“ How now—how now ! ” qried the prelate ; 
“do ye flag ? do ye falter when the sheaves are 
down, and ye have but to gather up the harvest ? 
How now, sons of the Church ! warriors of the 
Cross ! avengers of the Saints 1 Desert your 
Count, if ye please ; but shrink not back from a 
Lord mightier than man. Lo, I come forth, to 
r ide side by side with my briber bare headed, 
the crozier in my hand. He who fails his liege is 
but a coward—he who fails the Church is 
apostate ! ” 

The fierce shout of the reserve closed this ha¬ 
rangue, and the words of the prelate, as well as the 
physical aid he brought to back them, renerved 
the army. And now the whole of William’s 
mighty host, covering the field, till its lines seemed 
to blend with the grey horizon, came on, serried, 
steadied, orderly—to all sides of the entrench¬ 
ment. Aware of the inutilitv of his horse, rill the 
breastworks were cleared, William placed in the 
van- all his heavy armea foot, spearmen, and 
archers, to open the way through the palisades, 
the sorties from which had now been carefully 
cfosed. , 

As they came up the .hills, Harold turned to 
Haco and said, “Where is thy battle-axe? ” 

“ Harold,” answered 1 -Iaco, with more than his 
usual tone of sombre sadness, “ 1 desire now to 
be thy shield-bearer, for thou must use thine axe 
with both hands while the day lasts, and thy shield 
is useless. Wherefore thou sl^lar, and I will 
shield thee.” 

“ Thou lovest me, then, son of Sweyn; I have* 
sometimes doubted it.” 

* William Pitt. 


HAROLD. 


180 

“I love thee as the best part of my life, and with knights to call to him three of the chiefs of the 
thy life ceases mine: it is my heart that my archers. They were soon at the side of his 
shield guards when it covers the breast of destrier, 

Harold.” “ See ye not, maladroits ,” said the Duke, 

“I would bid thee live, poor youth,” whispered “ that your shafts and bolts fall harmless on those 
Harold; “but what were life if this day were lost? ozier walls ? Shoot in the air: let the arrow fall 
Happy, then, will be those who die!” perpendicular on those within—fall as the ven- 

Starce had the words left his lips ere he sprang geance of the saints falls—direct from heavVtn ! 
to the breastworks, and with a sudden sweep of Give me thy bow, Archer,—thus,” He drew the 
his axe, down dropped a helm that peered above bow as he sate on his steed, the arrow Hashed up, 
them. But helm after helm succeeds. Now they and descended in the heart of the reserve, wRhin 
come on, swarm upon swarm, as wolves on a tra- a few feet of the standard. 

veller, as bears round a bark. Countless, amidst *‘ So ; that.standard he your mark,” said the 
their carnage, on they come! The arrows of the Duke, giving back the bow. 

Norman blacken the air: with deader precision, to The archers withdrew. The order ciiculated 
each arm, each limb, each front exposed above through their bands, and in a few moments 
the bulwarks—whirrs the shaft. They clamber more down came the iron rain. It took the 
the palisades, the foremost fall dead under the English host as by surprise, piercing hide cap, 
Saxon axe; new thousands rush on: vain is the and even iron helm: and in the very surpiise 
might of Harold, vain had been a Harold’s might that made them instinctively look up—death 
in every Saxon there The first row. of breast- came. 

works is forced—it is trampled, hewed, crushed A dull groan as from many hearts boomed 
down, cumbered with the dead. “ Ha Rou! Ha from the entrenchments on the Norman ear. 
Rou! Notre Dame! Notre Dame!” sounds “ Now,” said William, “ they must either use 
joyous and shrill, the chargers snort and leap, and their shields to guard their heads—and their 
charge into the circle. High wheels in air the axes are useless—or while they smite with the 
great mace of William; bright by the slaughterers axe they fall by the shaft. On now to the 
flashes the crozier of the Church. ramparts. I see my crown already resting 011 

“On* Normans!—Earldom and land!” ciies yonder standard ! ” 
the Duke. Yet despite all, the English bear up: the 

“On, Sons of the Church! Salvation and thickness of the palisades, the comparative small- 
heaven!” shouts the voice of Odo. ness of the last enclosure, more easily therefore 

The first breastwork down—the Saxons yield- manned and maintained by the small force oi 
ing inch by inch,foot by foot, are pressed, crushed the survivors, defy othet weapons than those of 
back, into thejsecond enclosure. The same rush, • the bow. Every Norman who attempts to scale 
and swarm, and figh^ and cry, and roar.—The the breastwork is slain on the ins/ant, and his 
second enclosure gives way. And now in the body cast forth under the hoofs of the baffled 
centre of the third—lo, before the eyes of the steeds. The sun sinks near and nearar towards 
.Normans, towers proudly aloft, and shines in the # lhe ted horizon. 

rays of the westering sun, broidered with gold, “ Courage !” cries the voice of Harold, “hold 
and blaz'mg with mystic gems, the standard of but till nightfall, and ye are saved. Courage 
England’s King! And there, are gathered the and freedom ! ” - , 

reserve of the English host; there, the heroes who “ Harold and Holy Crosse! ” is the answer, 

had never yet known defeat—unwearied they by Still foiled, William again resolves to hazard 

the battle—vigorous, high-heaited still; and his fatal stratagem. He marked that-quarterof 
round them the breastworks were thicker, and the enclosure which was most remote from the 
stronger, and higlier, and fastened by chains to chief point of attack—most remote from the 
pillars of wood and staves of iron, with the wag- provident watch of Harold, whose cheering 
gons and carts of the baggage, and piled logs of voice, ever and anon, he recognised amidst the 
timber—bairicades at which even William paused hurtling clamour. In this quarter the palisades 
aghast, and Odo stifled an exclamation that be- jvere the weakest, and the ground the least 
came not a priestly lip. elevated ; but it was guarded by men on whose 

Before that standard, in the front of the men, skill with axe and ^hield Harold placed the 
stood Gurth, and Leofwine, and Haco, and firmest reliance—the Anglo-Danes of his old 
Harold, the last leaning for rest upon his axe, for East-Anglian earldom. Thither, then, the 
he was sorely wounded in many places, and the Duke advanced a chosen column of his heavy- 
blood oozed through the links of his mail. armed foot, tutored especially by himself in the 

Live, Harold; live yet, and Saxon England rehearsals of his favourite ruse, and accompanied 
shall not die ! by a band of archers ; while at the same time, he 

The English archers had at no time been himself, with his brother Odo,headed a consider- 
numerous; most of them had served with the van- able companyofknightsunderlhe sonof the great 
guard, and the shafts of those within the ramparts Roger de Beaumont, to gain the contiguous 
were spent; so that the foe had time to pause and level heights on which now stretches the little 
to breathe. The Norman arrows meanwhile flew town oY “Battle;” there to watch and to aid 
fast and thick, but William noted to his grief that the manoeuvre. The foot column advanced to 
they struck 3g«linst the tall breastworks and barri- the appointed spot, and after a short, close, and 
1 cades, and so failed in the slaughter they should terrible conflict,* succeeded in making a wide 
j.inflict. breach in the breastwork. But that temporary 

He mused a moment, and sent one of his ^success only animates yet more the exertions of 
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the beleaguered defenders, and swarming round 
the breach, and pouring through it, line after line 
of the foe drop beneath their axes. The column 
of the heavy-armed Normans fall back down the 
slopes—they give way—they turn in disorder— 
they retreat—they fly j but the archers stand 
firiy, midway on the descent—those archers seem 
an easy prey to the English—the-temptation is. 
irresistible. »Long galled, and Harassed, and 
maddened by the shafts, the Anglo-Danes rush 
forth at the heels of the Norman swordsmen, and' 
sweeping down to exterminate the archer s, the 
breach that they leave gapes wid®*** 

“ Forward,” cries William, and he gallops to¬ 
wards the breach. 

“ Forward,” cries Odo, “ I see the hands of 
the holy saints in the air ! Forward ! it is the 
Dead that wheel our war-steeds round the 
living! ” 

On rush the NormanIrnights. But Harold is 
already in the breach, rallying around him hearts 
eager to replace the shattered breastworks. 

“ Close shields ! Hold fast! ” shouts his 
kingly voice. 

Before him were the steeds of Bruse and 
Grantmesnil. At liis breast their spears ;—Haco 
holds over the brea-t the shield. Swinging 
aloft with both hands his axe, the spear of 
Grantmesnil is shivered in twain by the King’s 
stroke. Cloven to the skull rolls the steed of 
Bruse. Knight and steed roll on the bloody 
sward. 

But a blow from the sword of De Lacy has 
broken down the guardian shield of Haco. The 
son of Sweyn is stricken to his knee. With lified 
blades and Whirling maces the Norman knights 
charge through the breach. 

‘ 1 Looltf up, look up,- and guard thy head,” 
cries the fatal voice of Haco to the King. 

At that cry the King raises his flashing eyes. 
Why halts his stride ? Why drops the axe from 
his hand ? As he raised his head, down came 
the hissing death shaft. It smote thejifted 
face ; ‘it crushed into the dauntless c *e-ball. He 
reeled, he staggered, he fell back several yards 
at the foot of his gorgeous standaid. ‘With 
desperate hand he broke the head of the shaft, 
and left the barb, quiveting in the anguish. 

Gurth knelt over hi m. 

“ Fight on,”*gasped tlie King, “-conceal my 
death ! Holy Crosse ! England to the rescue * 
woe—woe! ’ ’ 

Rallying himself a moment, he sprang to his 
feet, clenched his right hand, and fell once more, 
—a corpse. 

At the same moment a simultaneous rush of 
horsemen towards the standard bore back a line 
of Saxons, and covered the body of the King 
with heaps of the slain. 

His helmet cloven in two, his face all stream¬ 
ing with blood, but still calm in its ghastly hues, 
amidst the foremost of those slain, fell the fated 
Haco. He fell with his head on the, bneast of 
Harold, kissed the bloody cheek with bloody 
lips, groaned, and died. 

Inspired by .despair with superhuman strength, 
Gurlb, striding over the corpses of his kinsmen, 
opposed himself singly to the knights; and the 
entire strength of the English remnant, coming 
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round him at the menaced danger to the standard, 
once more drove off the assailants. 

But now all the enclosure was filled with the 
foe, the wlfole space seemed, gay, in the darken¬ 
ing air, with banderols and banners. High through 
all, rose the club of the Conqueror; high, through 
all, shone the crozier of the Churchman. Not 
one Englishman fled; all now centring round 
the standard, they fell, slaughteamg if slaughtered. 
Man by man, under the charmed banner, fell the 
Jithsmen of Hilda., Then died the faithful 
Sajxwulf. Then died the gallant Godrith, redeem¬ 
ing, by the death of many a Norman, his young 
fantastic love of the Norman manners. Then 
died, last of itich of the Kent-men as had won re¬ 
treat from their scattered vanguard into the circle 
of closing slaughter, the English-hearted Vebba. 

Even still in that age, when the Teuton had 
yet in his veins the blood of Odin, the derni-god, 
—even still one man could delay the might of 
numbers. Through the crowd, the Normans 
beheld with admiring awe,—here, in the front of 
their horse, a single warrior, beforg whose axe 
spear shivered, helm drooped ;—there, close by 
tlie standard, standing 1 reust-high among the 
slain, one still more formidable, and even amidst, 
ruin unvanquished. The first fell at length under 
the mace ot Roger de Montgornmeri. un¬ 

known to the Norman poet (who hath preserved 
in his verse the deeds but not the name), fell, 
laughing in death, young Leofwine ! Still by the 
enchanted standard towers the other; still the 
enchanted standard waves aloft, with its j>rave 
ensign of the solitary “Fighting Man ” girded by 
the gems that had flashed in the crown of Odin. 

“ Thine be the honour ^flowering that haughty 
flag,” ciitd William,turning to one of his favourite 
and most famous kiyghts, Robert de Tessin. 

Overjoyed, the knight rushed forth, to fall by 
the axe of that stubborn defender. 

“ Sorcery,” criedFitzosborne,” “sorcery. This 
is no man, but fiend.” 

“Spare him, spare the brave,” cried in a 
breath, Bruse, D’Aincourt, and De Graville. 

William turned round in wrath at the cry of 
mercy, and spurring over all the corpses, with 
tlie sacied banner borne by Tonstein close behind 
him, so that it shadowed his helmet,—he came 
to the loot of the standard, and for one moment 
there was single battle between the Knight-Duke 
and the Saxon hero. 'Nor, even then, conquered 
by the Norman sword, but exhausted by a 
hundred wounds, that btave cljief fell,* and the 
falchion vainly pierced l\Lm, falling. So, last 
man at the standard, died*Gurth. * 

The sun had set, the first star was in heaven, 
the “ Fighting Man ” was laid low, and on that 
spftt wjiere -now, all forlorn and shattered, 
amidst stagnant water, stands the altar-stone of 
Battle Abbey, rose the glittering dragon that 
surmounted the consecrated banner of the Nor¬ 
man victor. 

* Thus Wace, 

“ Guert (Gurth) vit Engleiz amenuisier. 

Vi K’il n’i ont nul recuvrier^a*. 

“ Gurth saw the English diminish, and that there wa3 
no hope to retrieve the day; the Duke pushed forth with 
such force, that he reached him, and struck him with, 

f reat violence (par grant air). I know not if he died 
y the stroke, but it is said that it laid him low,” 
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Chapier IX. 

Close by his banner, amidst the giles of the 
dead, William the Conqueror pitched his pavi¬ 
lion, and sate at meat. And over all the plain, 
far and near, torches were moving like meteors 
on a marsh ; for the Duke had permitted the 
Saxon women to search for the bodies of their 
lords. And as he sate, and talked, and laughed, 
there entered the tent two humble monks: their 
lowly mein, their dejected faces, their homely 
serge, in mournful contrast to the joy and the 
splendour of the Victory-Feast. . 

They came to the Conqueror, and knelt. 

“ Rise up, sons of the Church,”^aid William, 
inijdly, “ for sons of the Church are we ! Deem 
not that we shall invade the rights of the reli¬ 
gion which we have come to avenge. Nay, on 
this spot we have already sworn to build an 
abbey that shall be the proudest in the land, and 
where masses shall be sung evermore for the 
repose of the brave Normans who fell in this 
field, and far mine and my consort’s soul.’ ’ 

“ Doubtless,” said Odo, sneering, “ the holy 
men have heard already of this pious intent, and 
come to pray for cells in the future abbey.” * 
“Not so,” said Osgood, mournfully, and in 
barbarous Norman ; we have our own beloved 
convent at Waltham, endowed by the prince 
whom thine arms have defeated. We come to 
ask but to bury in our sacred cloisters the corpse 
of him so lately king over all England—our 
benefactor, Harold.” 

The Duke’s brow fell. 

“ And see,” said Ailred, eagerly, as he drew 
out a leathern pouch, * we have brought with us 
all the gold that our poor crypts contained, for 
we misdoubted this day,” aad he poured out the 
glittering pieces at the Conqueror’s feet. 

“ No ! ” said William, fiercely, “ we take no 
gold for a traitor’s body; no, not if Gilha, the 
usurper’s mother, olfered us its weight in the 
shining metal; unburied be the Accursed of the 
Church, and let the birds of prey feed their 
young with his carcase! ” 

Two murmurs, distinct in tone-and in meaning, 
were heard in that assembly ; the one of approval 
from fierce mercenaries, insolent with triumph; 
the other of generous di-content and indignant 
amaze, from the large majority of Norman nobles. 

But William’s brow was still dark, and his eye 
still stern ; for his policy confirmed his passions; 
and it was only by stigmatising, as dishonoured 
and accursed, the mejaory and cause of the dead 
King, that he could justify the sweeping spolia¬ 
tion of those who had fought against himself, 
and confiscate the lands to which his ownQugns 
and warriors looked for their reward. • 

The murmurs had just died into a thrilling 
hush, when a woman, who had followed the 
monks unperceived and unheeded, passed, with 
a swift and noiseless step to the Duke’s foot¬ 
stool ; and, without bending knee to the ground, 
said, in a voice which, though low, was heard 
by all,— * . , „ 

“ Norman, in the name of the women of Eng¬ 
land, I tell thee that thou darest not do this 
wrong to the hero who died in defence of their 
hearths and their children ! ” 


Before she spoke she had thrown back her 
hood ; her hair, dishevelled, fell over her shoul¬ 
ders, glittering like gold, in the blaze of the 
banquet-lights ; and that wondrous beauty, with¬ 
out parallel amidst the dames of England, shone 
like the* vision of an accusing angel, on the eyes 
of the startled Duke, and the breathless knigjits. 
But twice in* her life Edith beheld that awful 
man, Once r , when roused from <her reverie of 
innocent love by the holiday pomp of his tramps 
and banners, the childlike maid stood at the foot 
of the grassy knoll; and once again, when in 
the hour of'his triumph, and amidst the wrecks 
of England on the field of Sanguelac, with 
a soul surviving the crushed and broken heart, 
the faith of the lofty woman defended the Heto 
Dead. 

There, with knee unbent, and form unquail¬ 
ing, with marble cheek, and haughty eye, she 
faced the Conqueror, and, as slic ceased, his 
noble barons broke into bold applause. 

‘•'Who art thou?” said William, if not 
daunted at least amazed. “ Methinks 1 have 

seen thv face before; thou art not Harold’s 

* ' 

wife or sister ? ” 

“ Dread lord,” said Osgood : “ she was the 
betrothed of Harold; but, as within the degrees 
of kin, the Church forbade their union, and they 
obeyed the Church.” 

Out from tbe banqueting-throng stepped 
Mallet de Graville. “ O my liege,” said he, 
“thou hast promised me lands and earldom; 
instead of these gifts undeserved, bestow on me 
the right to bury and to honour the remains of 
Harold ; to-day I took from him my life, let me 
give all I can in return—a giave ! ’* 

* William paused, but the sentiment of the 
assembly, so clearly pronounced, and, it may be, 
hi? own better nature which, ere polluted by 
plotting-craft, and hardened by despotic ire, was 
magnanimous and heroic, moved and won him. 
“Lady,” said he, gently, “thou appealest not 
in vain to .Norman knighthood : thy rebuke was 
just, and I repent me of a hasty impulse. 
Mallet de Graville, thy prayer is granted ; to 
thy choice be consigned the place of burial, to 
thy care the funeral rites of him whose soul hath 
passed out of human judgment.”* 

The feast was over,; William the Conqueror 
slept on his couch, and round hifti slumbered his 
*Norman knights, dreaming of baronies to come; 
and still the torches moved dismally to and fro 
the waste of death,*and through the hush of 
night was heard near and far the wail of women. 

Accompanied by the brothers of Waltham, 
and attended by link-bearers, Mallet de Graville 
was yet engaged in the search'for the royal 
dead—and the search was vain. Deeper and 
stiller, the ahtumnal mooriVose to its melancholy 
noon, and lent its ghastly aid to the glare of the 
redder lights. But, on leaving the pavilion, 
they had missed Edith; she bad gone from 
them SloDe, and was lost in that dreadful wilder¬ 
ness. And‘Ailred said despondingly— 

“Perchance we may already have seen the 
corpse we search for, and not recognised it; for 
the face may be mutilated with,wounds. And 
therefore it is that Saxon wives and mothers 
haunt our battle fields, discovering those they 
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search by signs not known without the house¬ 
hold.”* 

“Ay,”‘said the Norman, “I comprehend 
thee, by the letter or device, in which, accord¬ 
ing to your customs, your warriors impress on 
their own forms some token of affection, or some 
fancied charm against ill.” 

4, It is so,” answered the monk; “wherefore 
I grieve that we have lost the guidance of the 
maid.” * 

While thus conversing, they had retraced 
their steps, almost in despair, towards the Duke’s 
pavilion. j- 

“ See,” said De Graville, “ how near yon 
lonely woman hath come to the tent of the 
Duke—yea, to the foot of the holy gonfanon, 
whicli supplanted ‘ the Fighting Man ! ’ pardex , 
my heart bleeds to see her striving to lift U P the 
heavy dead! ” 

The monks neared tlie spot, and Osgood ex¬ 
claimed in a voice almost joyful,— 

“It is Edith the Fair! This way, the 
torches ! hither, quick ! ” 

The corpses had been flung in irreverent 
haste from either side of the gonfanon, to make 
room for the banner of the conquest, and the 
pavilion of the feast. Huddled together, they 
lay in that holy bed. And the woman silently, 
and by the help of no light save the moon, 
was intent on her search. She waved -her 
hand impatiently, as they approached, as if 
jealous of the dead : but as she had not sought, 
so neither did she oppose, their aid. Moaning 
low to herself, she desisted from her task, and 
knelt watching them, and shaking her head 
mournfully, nt> they removed helm after helm, and 
lowered the torches upon stern and livid brows. 
At leifgtlt the lights fell red and full on the 
ghastly face of Haco—proud and sad as in life, 

De Graville uttered an exclamation: “The 
King’s nephew: be sure the King is near ! ” 

A shudder went over the woman’s form, and 
the moaning ceased. 

They unlielnied anbther corpse ;* and* the 
monks and the knight, after one glance, turned 
away sickened anti awe-stricken at the sight: 
for the flue was all defeatured and mangled with 
wounds ; and Bought could they recognise save 
the ravaged majesty of what had been man. 
But at the sight of that face a wild shriek broke 
from Edith’s heart, t 

She started to her feet—put aside the monks 
with a wild and angry gestyre, and bending over 
the face, sopght with her long hair to wipe from 
it the clotted blood; then with convulsive 
fingers, she strove to loosen the buckler of the 
breast-mail. The knight lcnelt to assist her. 
“No, no,” she gasped out. “He is mine— 
mine now! ” 

Her hands bled as the mail gave way to her 
efforts; the tunic beneath was all dabbled with 
blood. She rent the folds, and on the breast, 
just above the silenced heart, were punctured in 

* The suggestions implied in the text, will probably 
be admitted as correct j when We read in the Saxon 
annals of the recognition of the dead, by peculiar marks 
on thfeir bodies; the obvious, or at least the nJost 
natural explanation of these signs, is to be found in the 
habit of puncturing the skin, mentioned by the Malmes¬ 
bury chronicler. 
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the old Saxon letters, the word “ edith ; ” and 
just below, in characters more fresh, the word, 
“ENGLAND.”. 

“See, see!” she cried in piercing accents; 
and, clasping the dfead in her arjjns, she kissed 
the lips, and called aloud, in words of the ten- 
derest endearments, as if she addressed the 
living. All there knew then that the search 
was ended; all knew that the eyes of love had 
recognised the«dead. 

“ Weil, wed,” murmured the betrothed; “wed 
at last ? O Harold, Harold ! the words of the 
Vala were true—and Heaven is kind ! ” and 
laying her head gently on the breast of the dead, 
she smiled aiyi died. 

At the east end of the choir in the Abbey of 
Waltham, was long shown the tomb of the hist 
Saxon King, inscribed with the touching words 
—“ Harold Inl'elix.” But not under that stone, 
according to the chronicler, who should best 
know the truth,* mouldered the dust of him in 
whose grave was buried an epoch in human 
annals. 

“Let his corpse,” said William the Norman, 
“let his corpse guard the coasts, which his life 
madly defended. Let the seas wail his dirge, 
and girdle his grave ; and his spirit protect the 
land which hath*passed to ^ie Norman's sway.” 

And Mallet de Graville assented to the word 
of his chief, for his knightly heart turned into 
honour the latent taunt; and well he knew, that 
Harold could have chosen no burial spot so 
woithy his English spirit and his Roman end. 

The tomb at Waltham would have excluded 
the faithful ashes of the betrothed, whose heart 
had broken on the hosom she had found ; more 
gemlc was the grave in the temple of Heaven, 
and hallowed by the bridal death-dirge of the 
evei lasting sea. 

So, in that sentiment of poetry and love, which 
made half the religion of a Norman knight, 
Mallet de Graville suffered death to upite those 
whom life had divided. In the holy burial- 
ground that encircled a small Saxon chapel, on 
th*e Shore, and near the spot on which William 
had leapt to land, one grave received the be¬ 
trothed; and the tomb of Waltham only honoured 
an empty name.f 

Eight ccntui ies*have rolled away, and where is 
the Noiman now ? or where is not the Saxon ? 
The little urn that sufficed for the mighty loid J 
is despoiled of his very dust; But the tombless 
shade of the kingly freeman still guards the 
coasts, and res^s upon the seas. In many a 
noiseless field, with Thoughts for Armies, your 
relics, O Saxon Heroes, have won back ihe 
victory from the bones of the Norman saints; 
andiwhenever, with fairer fates, Freedom opposes 
Force, and Justice, redeeming the old defeat, 
smites down the armed Frauds that would con¬ 
secrate the wrong—smile, O soul of our Saxon 
Harold, smile, appeased, on the Saxon’S land ! 

* The contemporary Norman Chronicler, William of 
Poitiers. See Note (R). 

+ See Note (R). _ -». 

t “Rex magnus parvft jacet hie Guliefmus in nrna.— 

« Sufficit et magno parva Domus Domino.” 

From William the Conqueror's epitaph (ap-Gemiticen). 
His bones are said to have been disinterred some cen¬ 
turies after his death. 



Note (A) page 14. 

There are various accounts in the Chroniclers 
as to the stature of William the First; some rep¬ 
resent him as a giant, others as of Just or middle 
height. Considering "the vulgar inclination to 
attribute to a hero’s Stature the qualities of the 
mind (and putting out of all question the argu¬ 
ments that rest on the pretended size of the dis- 
buried bones—for which the authorities are really 
less respectable than those on which we are called 
upon to believe that the skeleton of the mythical 
Gawaine measured eight feet), we prefer that sup¬ 
position, as to the physical proportions, which is 
most in harmony with the usual laws of Nature. 
It is fare, indeed, that a great intellect is found 
in the form of a giant. 

Note (B), page ig. 

Game Laws before the Conquest. 

Under the Saxon kings a man might, it is true, 
hunt in his own grounds, but.that was a privilege 
that could benefit few but thegns ; and over culti¬ 
vated ground or shire-land there was not the same 
sport to be found as in the vast wastes called 
forest-land, and which mainly belonged to the 
kings. 

Edward declares, in a law recorded in a volume 
of the Exchequer, “ I will that all men do abstain 
from hunting in my woods, and that my will shall, 
be obeyed under penalty of life." * 

Edgar, the darling-monarch of the monks, and, 
indeed, one of the most popular of the Anglo- 
Saxon kings, was so rigorous in his forest-laws 
that the thegns murmured as well as the lower 
husbandmen, who had been accustomed to use 
the woods for pasturage and boscage. Canute's 
forest-laws were meant as a liberal concession to 
public feeling on the subject; th*y are more defi¬ 
nite than Edgar's, but terribly stringent; if a free¬ 
man killed one of the king’s deer, or struck his 
forester, Jie lost his freedom and became a penal 
serf (white theowej—that is, he ranked with felons. 
Nevertheless, Canute allowed bishops, abbots, and 
thegns to hunt in his woods—a privilege restored 
by Henry III. The nqfjility, after* the Conquest, 
being excluded from the royal chases, petitioned 
to enclose parks, as early even as the reign of 
William I.; and by the time of his son, Henry^I., 
parks became so common as to be at once a ridi¬ 
cule and a grievance. 

Note (C), page 21. 

Belin's Gate. 

Verstega«m combats the Welsh antiquaries who 
would appropriate this gate to the British deity 
Bal or Beli; and says, if so, it would not have bee* 
called by a name half Saxon, half British, gate 

* Thomson’s Essay on Magna Charts. 


(geat) being Saxon ; but rather Belinsport than 
Belinsgate. _ This is no very strong argument; 
for, in the Nulinan time, many compound words 
were half Norman, half Saxon. But, in truth, 
Belin was a Teuton deity, whose worship pervaded 
all Gaul; and the Saxons might either have con¬ 
tinued, therefore, the name they found, or given 
it themselves from their own god. I am not in¬ 
clined, however, to contend that any deity, Saxon 
or British, gave the name, or that Billing is not, 
‘after all, the right orthography. Billing, like all 
words ending in ing, has something very Danish 
in its sound; and the name is quite as likely to 
have been given by the Danes as- by the Saxons. 


Note (D), page 21. 

Vineyards in England. 

The question whether or not real vineyards 
were grown, or real wine made from them, in 
England has been a very vexed question among 
the antiquaries. But it is scarcely possible to 
read Pegge’s dispute with Daines Barrington in 
the Archcelogia without deciding both questions 
in the affirmative.—See Archaol., vol. iii., p. 53, 
An engraving of the Saxon wine-preys is given in 
Strutt's Horda. Vineyards fell into disuse, 
either by treaty with France, or Gascony falling 
into the hands of the English. BtA vineyards 
were cultivated by private gentlemen as late as 
1621. Our first wines from Bordeaux—the true 
country of Bacchus—appear to have been im¬ 
ported about 1154, by the marriage of Henry 11 . 
with l^leanor of Aquitaine, 


Note (E), page 33. 

Lanfranc, the first’ A nglo-Norman A rchbisliop 
of Canterbury. 

Lanfranc was, in all respects, one of the most 
remarkable men of the eleventh century. He 
was born in Pavia, about 1105. His family was 
noble—his father ranked amongst the magistra- 
tufe of Pavia, the Lombard capital. , From his 
earliest youth he gave himself up, with all a 
scholar's zeal, to the liberal arts, and the special 
knowledge of law, civil and ecclesiastical. He 
studied at Cologne, and afterwards taught- and 
practised law in his own country. " While yet 
extremely young,” says one of the lively chro¬ 
niclers, " he triumphed over the ablest advocates, 
and the torrents of his eloquence confounded the 
subtlest rhetorician.” His decisionswere received 
as authorities by the Italian juriconsults and tribu¬ 
nals. His*mind, to judge both by his history and 
his peculiar reputation (for probably few, if any, 
students of our day can pretend to more than a 
partial or superficial acquaintance with his writ¬ 
ings), was one that delighted in. subtleties and 
casuistical refinements; but a sense too large and 
commanding for thosp studies which amuse but 
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never satisfy the higher intellect, became disgusted 
betimes with mere legal dialectics. Those grand 
and absorbing mysteries connected with the Chris¬ 
tian faith and the Roman Church (grand and ab¬ 
sorbing in proportion as their premises are taken 
by religious belie! as mathematical axioms already 
proven) seized hold of his imagination, and tasked 
to the depth his inquisitive reason. TheChronfcle 
oftKnyghton cites an interesting anecdote of his 
life at this its important crisis. He had retired 
to a solitary %pot beside the Seine to meditate on 
the^ mysterious essence of the Trinity, when he 
saw a boy ladling out the waters of the river that 
ran before him into a little well. His curiosity 
arrested, he asked “ What the bpjfr proposed to 
do ?" The boy replied, “To empty yon deep into 
this well.” “ That canst thou never do,” said the 
scholar. “ Nor canst thou," answered the boy, 
“ exhaust the deep on which thou dost meditate 
into the well of thy reason.” Therewith the 
speaker vanished, and Lanfranc, resigning the 
hope to achieve the mighty mystery, threw him¬ 
self at once into the arms of faith, and took his 
refuge in the monastery of Bee. 

The tale may be a legend, but not an idle one. 
Perhaps he related it himself as a parable, and 
by the fiction explained the process of thought 
that decided his career. In the prime of his 
manhood, about 1042, when he was thirty-seven 
years old, and in the zenith of his scholarly fame, 
he professed. The Convent of Bee had been 
lately founded, under Herluin, the first abbot; 
there Lanfranc opened a school, which became 
one of the most famous throughout the west of 
Europe. Indeed, under the Lombard’s influence, 
the then obscure Convent of Bee, to which the 
solitude of the site and the poverty of the endow¬ 
ment allured his choice, grew the Academe of the 
age. “ It was,” says Oderic, in his charming 
chronicle, ‘ 4 it was under such a master that the 
Normans received their first notions of literature; 
from th*t school emerged the multitude of elo¬ 
quent philosophers who adorned alike divinity 
and science. From France, Gascony, Bretagne, 
Flanders, scholars thronged to receive his les¬ 
sons.” * 

At first, as superficially stated in the tale, Lan¬ 
franc had taken part against the marriage of 
William with Matilda of Flanders-*-a marriage 
clearly contrary to the formal canons of the Roman 
Church, ‘and was banished by the fiery*Duke; 
though William's displeasure gave way at " the 
decent joke” (jocus deems ) recorded in the text. 
At Rome, however, his influence, arguments, and 
eloquence were all enlisted on the side of W illiam; 
and it was to the scholar of Pavia that the great 
Norman owed the ultimate sanction of his nuft- 
riage, and the repeal of the interdict that excom¬ 
municated his realm, f • 

At Rome he assisted in the council held 1059 
(the year wherein the ban of the Church was 
finally and formally taken from Normandy), at 
which the famous Berenger, Archdeacon of Angers 
(against whom he had waged a polemical contro¬ 
versy that did more than all else to secure his re¬ 
pute at the Pontifical Court), abjured his “ here- 

* Orderic. Vital, lib. 4. 

+ The date of William’s marriage has been variously 
stated in English and Norman history, but is usually 
fixed in 1051—2. M. Pluquet, however, in a flote to bis 
edition of the “Roman de Ron,” says that the only 
authority for the date of that marriage is in the 
Chronicle of Tours, and it is there referred to 1053. It 
would seem that the Papal excommunication was not 
actually taken off till ros6; nor the formal dispensation 
for the marriage granted till 1063. 


sies " as to the Real Presence in the sacrament of 
the .''.i 

In 1062, or 1063, Duke William, against the 
Lombard's own will (for Lanfranc genuinely loved 
the liberty of letters more than vulgar power), 
raised him to the abbacy of St. Stephen of Caen. 
From that time, his ascendancy over his haughty 
lord was absolute. The contemporary historian 
(William of Poitiers), says that “ William re¬ 
spected him as a father, venerated him as a pre¬ 
ceptor, and cherished him as a brother or son." 
He confided to him his own designs; and com¬ 
mitted to him the entire superintendence of the 
ecclesiastical orders throughout Normandy. Emi¬ 
nent no less for his practical genius in affairs, than 
for his rare piety and theological learning, Lan¬ 
franc attained indeed to the true ideal of the 
Scholar; to whom, of all men, nothing that is 
human should be foreign; whose closet is but a 
herimt's cell, unless it is the rriiqrocosm that em¬ 
braces the mart and the forum; who by the reflec¬ 
tive part of his nature seizes the higher region of 
philosophy—by the energetic, is attracted to the 
central focus of action. For scholarship is but 
the parent of ideas; and ideas are the parents 
of action. 

After the Conquest, as prelate of Canterbury, 
Lanfranc became the second man in the kingdom 
—happy, perhaps, for England had he been the 
first; for all the anecdotes recorded of him show 
a deep and genuine sympathy with the oppressed 
population. But William the King of the English 
escaped from the control which Lanfranc had im¬ 
posed on the Duke of the Normans. The scholar 
had strengthened the aspirer; jje could only im¬ 
perfectly influence the conqueror. 

Lanfranc was not, it is true, a faultless character. 
He.was a priest, a lawyer, and a man of gie world 
—three characters hard to amalgamate into per¬ 
fection, especially in the eleventh century. But 
he stands in gigantic and brilliant contrast to the 
rest of our priesthood in his own day, both in the 
superiority of his virtues, and in his exemption 
from the ordinary vices. He regarded the cruel¬ 
ties of Odo of Bayeux with detestation, opposed 
him with firmness, and ultimately, to the joy of 
all England, ruined bis power. He gave a great 
impetus to learning; he set a high example to his 
monks, in his freedom from the mercenary sins 
of their order ; he laid the foundations|of a powerful 
and splendid church, which, only because it failed 
in future Lanfrancs, failed in effecting the civili¬ 
zation of which he designed it to be the instru¬ 
ment. He refused to crown William Rufus, until 
that king had sworn to govern according to law 
and to right; and died, though a Norman usurper, 
honoured and beloved by the Saxon people. 

Scholar, and morning star of light in the dark 
age of force and fraud, it is easier to praise thy 
life, than to track through the length of centuries 
all the measureless and*invisible benefits which 
the life of one scholar bequeaths to the world—in 
the souls it awakens—in the thoughts it suggests. * 

< 

Note (F), page 34. 

Edward the Confessor's reply to Magnus of Den¬ 
mark who claimed his Crown. 

On rare occasions Edward was not without 
touches of a brave kingly nature. 

* For authorities for the above ske^h, and for many 
interesting details of Lanfranc’s chrfacter, see Orderic. 
Vital.; Hen. de Knyghton, lib. ii. Gervasius ; and th^ 
life of Lanfranc, to be found in the collection of his 
Works, &c. 
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Snorro Sturleson gives us a noble and spirited 
reply of the Confessor to Magnus, who, as heir of 
Canute, claimed the English crown ; it concludes 
thus:—“ Now, he (Hardicanute) died, and then it 
was the resolution of all the people of the country 
to take me, for the king here in England. So long 
as I had no kingly title I served my superiors in 
all respects, like those who had no claim by birth 
to land or kingdom. Now, however, I have re¬ 
ceived the kingly title, and am consecrated king; 
I have established my royal dignity and authority, 
as my father before me: and while I live I will not 
renounce my title. If King Magnus comes here 
with an army, I will gather no army against him, 
but.he shall only get the opportunity of taking 
England when he has taken my li^e. Tell him 
these words of mine." If we may consider this 
reply to be authentic, it is significant, as proof 
that Edward rents' his title on the resolution of the 
people to take him for king; and counts as nothing, 
in comparison, his hereditary claims. This, to¬ 
gether with the general tone of the reply, particu¬ 
larly the passage in which he implies that he trusts 
his defence not to his army but his people—makes 
it probable that Godwin dictated the answer; and, 
indeed, Edward himself could not have couched 
it, either in Saxon or Danish. But the King is 
equally entitled to the credit of it, whether he com¬ 
posed it, or whether he merely approved and sanc¬ 
tioned its gallant tone and its princely sentiment. 


Rote (G), page 35. 

Heralds. 

• 

So much of the “pride, pomp, and circum¬ 
stance" which invest the age of Ch'ivalry is bor- - 
rowed from these companions of princes, and 
blazoners of noble deeds, that it may interest the 
reader, if I set briefly before him what our best 
antiquaries have said as to their first appearance 
in our own history. 

Camden (somewhat, I fear, too rashly) says, 
that “ their reputation, honour, and name began 
in the time of Charlemagne," The first mention 
of heralds in England occurs in the reign of Ed¬ 
ward III., a reign in which Chivalry was at its 
dazzling zenith. Whitlock says, " that some derive 
the name of Herald from llerauld," a Saxon word 
(old soldier, or old master), “ because anciently 
they were chosen from veteran soldiers.” Joseph 
Holland says, “ I find that Malcolm, King of Scots, 
sent a herald unto William the Conqueror, to treat 
of a peace, when both parties were in order of 
battle." Agard affirms, that “at the conquest 
there was no practice of heraldry; 1 ’ and observes 
truly, “ that the Conqueror used a monk for his 
messenger to King Marvld.” 

To this I may add, that monks or priests also 
fulfil the office of heralds in the old French jpd 
Norman Chronicles. Thus Charles the Simple 
sends an archbishop to treat with Rolfganger; 
Louis the Debonnair sends to Mormon, chief of 
the Bretons, "a sage and prudent abbot.” But 
in the Saxon times, the nuncius (a word still used 
in heraldic Latin) was in the regular service both 
of the King and the great Earls. The Saxon name 
for such a messenger was bode, and when em¬ 
ployed in host’le negotiations, he was styled rear- 
bode. The messengers between Godwin and the 
'King would seem, by the general sense of the 
fhronick-s, to have been certain thegns acting as 
mediators. 


Note (H), page 45. 

The Fylgia, or Tutelary Spirit. 

This lovely superstition in the Scandinavian 
belief is the more remarkable because it does not 
appear in the creed of the Germanic Teutons, and 
is closely allied with the good angel, or guardian 
genius of the Persians. It forms, therefore, Ine 
of the arguments that favour the Asiatic origin of 
the Norsemen. 1 

The Fylgia ( following , or attendant, spirit)^vas 
always represented as a female. Her influence 
was not uniformly favourable, though such was 
its general characteristic. She was capable of 
revenge if neglected, but had the devotion of her 
sex when properly treated. Mr. Grenville Pigott, 
in his popular work, entitled, “ A Manual of Scan¬ 
dinavian Mythology,” relates an interesting legend 
with respect to one of these supernatural ladies:— 

A Scandinavian warrior, Ilalfred Vandrmdakald. 
having embraced Christianity, and being attacked 
by a disease which he thought mortal, was natu¬ 
rally anxious that a spirit who had accompanied 
him through his pagan career should not attend 
him into that other world, where her society 
might involve him in disagreeable consequences. 
The persevering Fylgia, however, in the shape of 
a fair maiden, walked on the waves of the sea 
after her viking’s ship. She came thus in sight 
of all the crew; and Halfred, recognising his 
l^ylgia, told her point blank that their connection 
was at an end for ever. The forsaken Fylgia had 
a high spirit of her own, and she then asked 
Thorold " if he would take her." -Thorold ungal- 
lantly refused; but Halfred the younger said, 
" Maiden, 1 will take thee.” * 

In the various Norse Saga there are many anec¬ 
dotes of these spirits, who are always charming, 
because, with their less earthly attributes, they 
always blend something of the woman. The 
poetry embodied in their existence is ofc a softer 
and more humane character than that common 
with the stern and vast demons of the Scandina¬ 
vian mythology. 


Note (K), page 47. 

The Origin of Earl Godwin. 

Sharon Turner quotes from the Knyllinga 
Saga what he calls " an explanation of Godwin’s 
career or parentage, which no other document 
affords;" viz.—“ that Ulf, a Danish Chief, after 
the battle of Skorstein, between Canute and 
Edmund Ironsides, pursued the English fugitives 
into a wood, lost his way, met, on the morning, a 
Saxon youth driving cattle to their pasture, asked 
him to direct him in saiety to Canute's ships, and 
offered him the bribe of a gold ring for his guid¬ 
ance ; the young herdsman refused the bribe, but 
sheltered the Dane in the cottage of hisfatee (who 
is represented as a mere peasant), and conducted 
him the next morning to the Danish camp ; pre¬ 
viously to which, the youth’s father represented 
to Ulf that his son, Godwin, could never, after 
aiding a Dane to escape, rest in safety with his 
countrymen, and besought him to befriend his 
son’s fortunes with Canute.” The Dane proniised, 
and kepY his word; hence Godwin’s rise. Thierry, 
in his “ History of the Norman Conquest,” tells 
the same story, on the authority of Torficus, Hist. 
Her. Norweg. Now I need not say to any scholar 
in our early history, that the Noise Chronicles, 

* Pigott’s Stand. Mytliol. P- 3C0. Half. Yand. Saga. 
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abounding with romance and legend, are never to 
be received as authorities counter to our own re¬ 
cords, though occasionally valuable to supply omis¬ 
sions in the latter ; and, unfortunately for this 
pretty story, we Itfive against it the direct state¬ 
ments of the very best*authorities we possess, viz., 
The Saxon Chronicle and Florence of Worcester. 
The Saxon Chronicle expressly tells us tlfat God¬ 
win*; father was Childe of Sussex (Florence calls 
him minister or thegn of Sussex*), and that Wul- 
nolh was nephew to Edric, the all-pftwerful Earl 
or Duke of Mercia. Florence confirms this state¬ 
ment, and gives the pedigree, which may be de¬ 
duced as follows- 

I- 

Edric married Egeltac, 

Edgith, daughter of surnamed Leofwine. 

King Ethelred II. | 

Egelmar. 

* I 

Wolnoth. 

I 

Godwin. 

Thus this "old peasant," as the North Chro¬ 
nicles called Wolnoth, was, according to our most 
unquestionable authorities, a thegn of one of the 
most important divisions in England, and a mem¬ 
ber of the most powerful family in the kingdom ! 
Now, if our Saxon authorities needed any aid 
from probabilities, it is scarcely worth asking 
which is the more probable, that the son of a 
Saxon herdsman should in a few years rise to 
such power as to marry the sister of the royal 
Danish Conqueror—or that that honour should be 
conferred on the most able member of a house 
already allied to Saxon royalty, and which evi¬ 
dently retained its power after the fall of its head, 
the treacherous Edric Streone! liven after the 
Conquest, o»e of Streone’s nephews, Edricus 
Sylvaticus, is mentioned (Simon. Dunelm.) as “a 
very powerful thegn." Upon the whole, the ac¬ 
count given of Godwin's rise in the text of the 
work appears the most correct that conjectures, 
based on our scanty historical information, will 
allow. 

In 1009 a.d., Wolnoth, the Childe ,or Thegn of 
Sussex, defeats the fleets of Ethelred, under his 
uncle Brighlric, and goes therefore int8 rebellion. 
Thus when, in 1014 (five years afterwards), Canute 
is chosen king by all the fleet, it is probabl* that 
Wolnoth and Godwin, his son, espoused his cause ; 
and that Godwin, subsequently presented to Canute 
as a young noble of great promise, was favoured 
by that sagacious king, and ultimately honoured 
with the hand, first of his sister, secondly of his 
niece, as a mode of conciliating the Saxon thegnsf 

Note (K), page 85. 

The want of Fortresses in England. 

The Saxons were sad destroyers. They de¬ 
stroyed the strongholds which the Briton had 
received from the Homan, and built very few 
others. Thus the land was left open to the Danes. 
Alfred, sensible of this defect, repaired the walls 
of London and other cities, and urgently recom¬ 
mended his nobles and prelates to build fortresses, 
but could not persuade them. His gueat*souied 
daughter, Elfleda, was the only imitator of his 
example. She built eight castles in three years.) 

It was thus that in a country, in which the 

* “ Suthsaxonum MinistrumWolfnothem.” Flor.Wig. 

t Asser, de Keb. Gest, Alf. pp. 17, 18. 


general features do not allow of protracted war¬ 
fare, the inhabitants were always at a.hazard of a 
single pitched battle. Subsequent to the Con¬ 
quest, in the reign of John, it was, in truth, the 
Strong castle of Dover, on the siege of which Prince 
Louitf lost so much time, that saved the realm of 
England from passing to a French dynasty ; and 
as, in later periods, strongholds fell again into 
decay, so it is remarkable to observe how easily 
the country was overrun after any signal victory 
of one of the contending parties. In this truth, the 
Wars of the Hoses abound with much instruction. 
The handful of foreign mercenaries with which 
Henry VII. won his crown,—though the real heir, 
the Earl of Warwick (granting Edward I VTs chil¬ 
dren to be illegitimate, which they clearly were 
according to die rites of the Church), had never 
lost his claim, by the defeat of Richard at Bos- 
worth:—the march of the Pretender to Derby,— 
the dismay it spread throughout England,—and 
the certainty of his conquest had he proceeded ; 
the easy Victory of William ITI. at a time when 
certainly the bulk of the nation was opposed to 
his cause;—are all facts pregnant with warnings, 
to which we are as blind as we were in the days of 
Alfred. 

Note (L.), page 93. 

The Ruins of Pcnmaen-inawr. 

In Camden's Britannia tfyere is an account of 
the remarkable relies assigned, in the text, to the 
last refuge of Gryffyth ap Llewellyn, taken from 
a manuscript by Sir John Wynne in the time of 
Charles I. In this account are minutely described, 
"ruinous walls of an exceeding strong fortification, 
compassed with a treble wall, and, within each 
wall, the foundations of at least one liiftulred 
towers, about six yards in diameter within the 
walls. This castle seems (while it stood) impreg¬ 
nable ; there being no way to offer any assault on 
it, the hill being so very high, steep and rocky, 
and the walls of such strength,—the way or en¬ 
trance into it ascending with many turnings, so 
that one hundred men might defend themselves 
against a whole legion; and yet it should seem 
that there were lodgings within those walls for 
twenty thousand men. 

" By the tradition we receive from our ancestors, 
this was the strongest refuge, or place of defence, 
that the ancient Britons had in all Snowdon; 
moreover, the greatness of the work shows that it 
was a princely fortification, strengthened by nature 
and workmanship."* 

But in the year 1771, Governor Pownall as¬ 
cended Penmaen-mawr, inspected these remains, 
, and published his account in the Archasologia, 
vol. iii., p. 303, with a sketch both of the mount 
and the walls at the summit. The Governor is of 
opinion that it never was a|ortification. He thinks 
that the inward inclosure contained a earn (or 
arch-Druid sepulchre), that there is not room for 
any lodgement, that the walls are not of a kind 
winch can form h cover, and give at the same time 
the advantage of fighting from them. In short, 
that the place was one pf the Druids' consecrated 
high places of worship. He adds, however, that 
"Mr. Pennant has gone twice over it, intends to 
make an actual survey, and anticipates much from 
that great antiquary’s knowledge and accuracy." 

We turn next to Mr. Pennant, and we find him 
giving a fla| contradiction to th(i*OI)vernor. “ I 
have more than once,") says he, “visited this 

* Camden, Carnarvonshire. 

t Pennant's Wales, vol. ii. p. 146, 
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noted rock, to view the fortifications described by 
the editor of Camden, from some notes of that 
sensible ojd baronet, Sir John Wynne, of Gwidir, 
and have found his account very just. 

‘The fronts of three, if not four walls, presented 
themselves very distinctly one above the other. I 
measured the height of one wall, which was at the 
time nine feet, the thickness seven feet and a 
half.” (Now, Governor Pownall also measured 
the walls, agrees pretty well with Pennant as to 
their width, but makes them only five feet high.) 
" Between these walls, in all parts, were innumer¬ 
able small buildings, mostly circular. These had 
been rrfuch higher, as is evident from the fall of 
stones which lie scattered at their bottoms, and 
probably had once the form of towers, as Sir John 
asserts. Their diameter is, in general, from twelve 
to eighteen feet (ample room here for lodgement); 
the walls were in certain places intersected with 
others equally strong. This stronghold of the 
Britons is exactly of the same kind with* those on 
Cam Madryn, Cam Boduan, and Tre'r Caer. 

“ This was most judiciously chosen to cover the 
passage into Anglesea, and the remoter part of 
their country; and must, from its vast strength, 
have been invulnerable, except by famine; being 
inaccessible by its natural steepness towards the 
sea, and on the parts fortified in the manner de¬ 
scribed.” So far, Pennant versus Pownall! "Who 
shall decide when doctors disagree?” Theopinion 
of both these antiquirians is liable to demur. 
Governor Pownall might probably be a better 
judge of military defences than Pennant; but he 
evidently forms his notions of defence with im¬ 
perfect knowledge of the forts, which would have 
amply sufficed for the warfare of the ancient 
Britons; and moreover, he was one of those led 
astray by Bryant’s crotchets as to “ High places," 
&c. What appears most probable is, that the 
place was both earn and fort; that the strength of 
the place, and the convenience of stones, suggested 
the surrounding the narrow area of the centra] 
sepulchre with walls, intended for refuge and de¬ 
fence. As to the circular buildings, which seem to 
have puzzled these antiquaries, it is strange that 
they appear to have overlooked the accounts which 
serve best to explain'them. Strabo says that “ the 
houses of the Britons were round, with a high 
pointed covering;" Caesar says that they were 
only lighted by the door; in the Antonine Column 
they are represented as circular, with an arched 
entrance, single or double. They were always 
small, and seem to have contained but a single 
room. These circular buildings were not, there¬ 
fore, necessarily Druidical cells, as has been sup¬ 
posed; nor perhaps actual towers, as contended 
lor by Sir John Wynne; but habitations, after the, 
usual fashion of British houses, for the inmates or 
garrison of the enclosure. Taking into account 
the traditions of the sfot mentioned by Sir John 
Wynne, and other traditions still existing, which 
mark, in the immediate neighbourhood, the scenes 
of legendary battles, it is hoped that the reader 
will accept the description in the text as suggest¬ 
ing, amidst conflicting Authorities, the most pro¬ 
bable supposition of the nature and character of 
these very interesting remains in the eleventh 
century,* and during the most memorable invasion 
of Wales (under Harold), which occurred between 
the time of Geraint, or Arthur, and that of Henry II, 

* The ruinsVjWJ.extant are much diminished since the 
time even of Pownall or Pennant; and must be indeed 
inconsidefaole, compared with the buildings or walls 
which existed at the date of my tale. 


Note (M), page 93. 

The Idol Bel. 

Mons. JoflANNF.AU considers* that Bel, or Beli- 
nus, is derived'from the Greek, a surname of 
Apollo, jnd means the archer; from Belos,a dart 
or arrow.* 

I own I think this among the spurious condfeits 
of the learned, suggested by vague affinities of 
name. But it is quite as likely, (if* there be any¬ 
thing in the conjecture,) that the Celt taughjrthe 
Greek, as that the Greek taught the Celt. 

There are' some very interesting questions, 
however, fot*riholars to discuss; viz. ist, When 
did the Celts first introduce idols ? 2nd, Can we 
believe the classical authorities that assure us 
that the Druids originally admitted no idol wor¬ 
ship ? If so, we find the chief idols of the Druids 
cited by Lucans and they therefore acquired them 
long before Lucan’s time. From whom would 
they acquire them ? Not from <he Romans; for 
the Roman gods are not the least similar to the 
Celtic, when the last are fairly examined. Not 
from the Teutons, from whose deities those of the 
Celt equally differ. Have we not given too much 
faith to the classic writers, who assert the original 
simplicity of the Druid worship ? And will not 
their popular idols be found to be as ancient as 
the remotest traces of the Celtic existence ? 
Would not the Cimmerii have transported them 
from the period of their first traditional immigra¬ 
tion from the East ? and is not their Bel identical 
with the Babylonian deity ? 


Note (N), page 106. 

Unguents used by Witches. 

Lord Bacon, speaking of the oifitments used 
by the witches, supposes that they really did pro¬ 
duce illusions by stopping the vapours *and send¬ 
ing them to the head. It seems that all witches 
who attended th e sabbat used these unguents, and 
there is something very remarkable ia the concur¬ 
rence of their testimonies as to the scenes they 
declared themselves to have witnessed, not in the 
body! whiqh they left behind, but as present in 
the soul; as if the same anointments and prepa¬ 
ratives produced dreams nearly similar in kind. 
To U'e believers in mesmerism 1 may add, that 
few are aware of the extraordinary degree to which 
somnambulism appears to be heightened by cer¬ 
tain chemical aids; and the disbelievers in that 
agency, who have yet tried the experiments of 
fSome pf those now neglected drugs to which the 
medical art of the Middle ages attached peculiar 
virtues^ will not be inclined to dispute the power¬ 
ful, and, as it were, syltematic effect which certain 
drugs produce on the imagination ofqiatients with 
excitable and nervous temperaments. 


Note (O), page 107. 

Hilda's Adjurations. 

1. 

“ By the Urdar fount dwelling, 

Day by day from the rill, 

1 1 The Nomas besprinkle 

The Ash Ygg-drasill.” 

The Ash Ygg-drasii.l—M uch learning has 
been employed by Scandinavian scholars in illus¬ 
trating the symbols supposed to be couched under 
• Johann ap. Acad. Celt. tom. iii.p. 131. 
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■the myth of the Ygg-drasill, or the great Ash-tree. 
With this I shall not weary the reader ; especially 
since large systems have been built on very small 
premises, and the erudition employed has been 
equally ingenious and unsatisfactory: I content 
myself with stating the simple myth. 

The Ygg-drasill has three roots; two sprang from 
the infernal regions— i.e. from the home of the 
fros?-giants, and from Niffl-heim, “ vapour-home, 
or hell"—one from the heavenly abode of the 
Asas. Its branches, says the Prose Edda, extend 
uver f the whole universe, and its stem bears up the 
earth. Beneath the root, which stretches through 
Niffl-heim, and which the snake-king continually 
gnaws, is the fount whence flow thanc-tfcrnal rivers. 
Beneath the root, which stretches in the land of 
the giants, is Mimir's well wherein all wisdom is 
concealed ; but under the root which lies in the 
land of the gods, is the well of Urda, the Norna— 
here the gods sit in judgment. Near this well is 
a fair building, whence issue the three maidens, 
LJrda, Verdtmdi.'Skulda (the Past, the Present, the 
Kuturc). Daily they water the ash-tree from 
Urdu's well, that the branches may not perish. 
Four harts constantly devour the buds and 
branches of the Ash-tree. On its boughs sits an 
eagle, wise in much; and between its eyes sits a 
hawk. A squirrel runs up and down the tree sow¬ 
ing strife between the eagle and the snake. 

Such, in brief, is the account of lh£ myth. For 
the various interpretations of its symbolic mean¬ 
ing, the general reader is referred to Mr. Black¬ 
well's edition of M allett’s Northern A ntiquities, 
and Pigott’s Scandinavicm Manna'. 


Note (P), page 144. 

. Harold's Accession. 

There are, as is well known, two accounts as 
to EdwarcPthe Confessor's death-bed disposition 
of the English crown. The Norman chroniclers 
affirm, first, that Edward promised William the 
crown during his exile in Normandy; secondly, 
that Siward, Earl of Northumbria, Gedwin, and 
Leofric had taken oath, “ serment dc la main," to 
receive him as Seigneur after Edwaiyl's death, 
and that the hostages, Wolnoth and Haco, were 
given to theDuke in pledge of that oath ;* thirdly, 
that Edward left him the crown by will. * 

Let us see what probability there is of truth in 
these three assertions. 

First, Edward promised William the crown 
when in Normandy. * 

This seems probable enough, and it is corrobo-J 
rated indirectly by the Saxon chroniclers, when 
they unite in relating Edward’s warnings to 
Harold against his visit t8 the Norman court. 
Edward might well be aware of William's designs 
on the crown (though in those warnings he refrains 
from mentioning them)—might remember the 
authority given to those designs by his own early 
promise, and know the secret purpose for which 
the hostages were retained by William, and the 
advantages he would seek to gain from having 
Harold himself in his power. But this promise 
in itself was clearly not binding on the English 
people, nor on any one but Edward, who," without 
the sanction of the Witan, could not fulfil it? And 
that William himself Could not have attached 
great importance to it during Edward’s life is 
clear, because, if he had, the time to urge it was 
When Edward sent into Germany for the Atheling, 

• 'William of Poitiers. 
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as the heir presumptive of the throne. This was 
a virtual annihilation of the promise ; but William 
took no step to urge it, made no complaint and 
no remonstrance. 

Secondly, That Godwin, Siward, and Leofric, 
had taken oaths of fealty to William. 

This appears a fable wholly without foundation. 
When could those oaths have been pledged ? Cer¬ 
tainly not after Harold’s visit to William, for they 
were then all dead. At the accession of Edward ? 
This is obviously contradicted by the stipulation 
which Godwin and the other chiefs of the Witan 
exacted, that Edward should not come accom¬ 
panied by Norman supporters—by the evident’ 
jealousy of the Normans entertained by those 
chiefs, as by the whole English people, who regar¬ 
ded the allit^ce of Ethelred with the Norman 
Emma as the cause of the greatest calamities— 
and by the marriage of Edward himself with God¬ 
win’s daughter, a marriage which that Earl might 
naturally presume would give legitimate heirs to 
the throne. In the interval between Edward’s 
accession and Godwin's outlawry? No; for all 
the English chroniclers, and, indeed, the Norman, 
concur in representing the ill-will borne by God¬ 
win and his House to the Norman favourites, 
whom, if they could have anticipated William's 
accession, or were in any way bound to William, 
they would have naturally conciliated. But God¬ 
win's outlawry is the result of the breach between 
him and the foreigners.—In William's visit to 
Edward? No; for that todc place when Godwin 
was an exile; and even the writers who assert 
Edward’s early promise to William, declare that 
nothing was then said as to the succession to the 
throne. To Godwin’s return from outlawry the 
Norman chroniclers seem to refer the date of this 
pretended oath, by the assertion that the hostages 
were given in pledge of it. This is the most mons¬ 
trous supposition of all; for Godwin’s return is 
followed by the banishment of the Norman favour¬ 
ites—by the utter downfall of the Norman party 
in England—by the decree, of the Witan, that all 
the troubles in England bad come from the Nor¬ 
mans—by the triumphant ascendancy of Godwin's 
House. And is it credible for a moment, that five 
great English Earl could then have agreed In a 
.pledge to transfer the kingdom to the very party 
he had expelled, and expose himself and his party 
to the vengeance of afoe he had thoroughly crushed 
for the time, and whom, without any motive or 
object, he himself agreed to restore to power for 
his own probable perdition? When examined, 
this assertion falls to the ground from other causes. 
It is not among the arguments that William uses 
in his embassies to Harold : it rests mainly upon 
the authority of William of Poitiers, who, though 
*R contemporary, and a good authority on some 
points purely Norman, is grossly ignorant as to 
the most accredited and -acknowledged facts, in 
all that relate to the English. Even with regard 
to the hostages, he makes the most extraordinary 
blunders. ILe says they were sent by Edward, 
with the consent of his nobles, accompanied by 
Robert, Archbishop of Canterbury. Now Robert, 
Archbishop of Canterbury, had fled from England 
as fast as he could fly on the return of Godwin; 
and arrived in Normandy, half drowned, before 
the hostages were sent, or even before the Witan 
which reconciled Edward and Godwin had assem¬ 
bled. He says that William restored to Harold 
‘‘ his young brother ; ” whereas it wa s Haco, the 
nephew, who was restored ; we kflSw, by Norman 
as well as Saxon chronidertlJhat Wolnoth, the 
brother, was not released^jli^a^er the Conqueror’s^ 
death (he was re-imprisoned by Rufus ;) and his 



NOTES , 


i go 


partiality may be judged by the assertion, first, 
that " William gave nothing to a Norman that 
was unjustly taken from an Englishman;" and 
secondly, that Odo, whose horrible oppressions 
revolted even William himself, “ never had an 
equal for justice, and that all the English obeyed 
him willingly.” 

We may, therefore, dismiss this assertion as 
utterly groundless on its own merits, without 
directly citing against it the Saxon authorities. 

Thirdly, That Edward left William the crown 
by will. 

On this assertion alone, < 3 f the three, the Nor¬ 
man Conqueror himself seems to have rented a 
positive claim.* But if so, where was the will ? 
Why was it never produced or producible ? If 
destroyed, where were the witnesses; why were 
they not cited ? The testamentary dispositions 
of an Anglo-Saxon king were always respected, 
and went far towards the succession. But it was 
absolutely necessary to prove them before the 
Witan. j An oral act of this kind, in the'words of 
the dying Sovereign, would be legal, but they 
must be confirmed by those who heard them. 
Why, when William was master of England, and 
acknowledged by a National Assembly convened 
in London, and when all who heard the dying 
King would have been naturally disposed to give 
every evidence in William's favour, not only to 
flatter the new sovereign, but to soothe the na¬ 
tional pride, and justify the Norman succession 
by a more popular plpa than conquest,—why were 
no witnesses summoned to prove the bequest ? 
Aired, Stigand, and the Abbot of Westminster, 
must have been present at the death-bed of the 
King, and these priests concurred in submission 
to William. If they had any testimony as to 
Edward’s bequest in his iavour, would they not 
have been too glad tO give it, in justification of 
themselves, in compliment to William, in duty to 
the people, in vindication of law against force! 
But no such attempt at proof was ventured upon. 

Against these, the mere assertion of William, 
and the authority of Normans who could know 
nothing of the truth of the matter, while they had 
every interest to misrepresent the facts—we have 
1 tie positive assurances of the best possible authori¬ 
ties. The Saxon Chronicle (worth all the annal¬ 
ists put together) says expressly, that Edward' 
left the crown to Harold ;— 


" The sago, no’ertheless, 
The realm committed 
To a highly-born man ; 
Harold’s self, 

The noble Earl. 

He in all time 
Obeyed faithfully 
His rightful lord. 

By words and deeds ; 
Nor aught neglected 
Which needful was 
To liis s/tvoreign king.” 


* He is considered to refer to surli bequest in one of 
his charters :—“ Devicto Haroldo rege cum suis ctim- 
plicibus qui michi rugnum prudentid Domini destinatum, 
etb-.neficio concessions Domini et cognati mei gloripsi 
regis Edwardi concessum conati sunt auferre.’"— 
Fohf.stina A. 3. ... 

But William’s word is certainly not to be taken, for 
he never scrupled to break it; and even in these words 
he docs not state that it was left him by Edward’s will, 
but destined and given to him—words founded, perhaps, 
solely on the promise referred to, before Edward came 
to the throne corroborated by some messages in the 
earlier years ortkis reign, through the Norman Arch¬ 
bishop o f C a n t e rb u ry ,0 v b g seems to have been a notable 
intriguer’to that enijt 
i- t Palgrave, “ CorihtfotfUeaUh,” 560. 


Florence of Worcester, the next best authority 
(valuable for supplying omissions in the ArtwloiJ 
Saxoa Chronicle), says expressly that the King 
chosS*Harold for his successor before his decease, 
that he was elected by the chief men of all Eng¬ 
land, and consecrated by Aired. Hoveden, Simon 
(Dunelm.), the Beverley chronicler, confirm these 
authorities as to Edward's choice of Harold as his 
successor. William of Malmesbury, who is jiot 
partial to Harold, writing in the reign of Henry 
the First, hasr doubts himself as to Edward's be¬ 
quest (though grounded on a very bad argument, 
viz., "the improbability that Edward would KJave 
his crown to a man of whose power he had always 
been jealousF' there is no proof that Edward had 
been jealous Til f Harold's power—he had been of 
Godwin's ); but Malmesbury gives a more valu¬ 
able authority than his own, in the concurrent 
opinion of his time, for he deposes that “the 
English say," the diadem was granted him (Harold) 
by the King. 

These evidences are, to say the leas{, infinitely 
more worthy of historical credence than the one 
or two English chroniclers, of little comparative 
estimation (such as Wike), and the prejudiced 
and ignorant Norman chroniclers,f who depose 
on behalf of William. I assume, therefore, that 
Edward left the crown to Harold ; of Harold's 
better claim in the election of the Witan, there is 
no doubt. But Sir F. Palgrave starts the notion 
that, “ admitting that the prelates, earls, aider- 
men, and thanes of Wessex and Kast-Anglia had 
sanctioned the accession of Harold, their decision 
could not have been obligatory on the other king¬ 
doms (provinces); and The very short time elaps¬ 
ing between the death of Edward and the recog¬ 
nition of Harold, utterly precludes the supposition 
that their consent was even asked.” This great 
writer must permit me, with all reverence, to 
suggest that he has, I think, forgotten the fact 
that, just prior to Edward's death,\tn assembly, 
fully as numerous as ever met in any national 
Witan, had been convened to attend thd consecra¬ 
tion of the. new abbey and church of Westminster, 
which Edward considered the great work of his 
life ; that assembly would certainly not have dis¬ 
persed duiing a period so short and anxious as 
the mortal illness of the King, which appears to 
liavi^ prevented his attending the ceremony in 
person, and which ended in his death a very few 
days > after the consecration. So that during the 
interval, which appears to have been at most 
about a week, between Edward's death and 
Harold's coronation,| the unusually large con¬ 
course of prelates and nobles from all parts of the 
kingdom assembled in London and Westminster, 
rwould have furnished the numbers requisite to 
give weight and sanction to the Witan. And had 

* “ Quo tumulato, aubregulus Haroldus Godwin 
Durius filius, quem rex ante suam decessionem regni 
successorem elegaret, totius Anglia- primatibus, ad 
regale culmcn electus, die eodera ab Aldrndo Eboracen^i 
Archiepiscopo in regem est honorifice consecratus.”— 
Flok. Wig . 

+ Some ofthese Norman chroniclers tell an absurd 
story of Harold’s seizing thecrown from the hand of the 
bishop, and putting it himself on his head. The 
Bayeux tapestry, which is William’s most connected 
apology for his claim, shows no such violence ; but 
Harold is represented as crowned very peaceably. With 
more art*(as 1 have observe? elsewhere,) the Tapestry 
represaats t Stigand as crowning him instead of Aired ; 
Stigand being at that time under the Pope’s interd ct. 

t Edward died Jan. 5th. Harold’s coronation is said 
to have taken place Jan. the 12th ; but there is no very 
satisfactory evidence as to the, precise day ; indeed, 
some writers would imply that he was crowned the day* 
alter Edwapl’s death, which is scarcely possible. 
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it N>t been so, the Saxon chroniclers, and still 
m*ffe the Norman, would scarcely have omitted 
some remark in qualification of the election. But 
not a word is said as to any inadequate number in 
the Witan. And as for the two great principalities 
of Northumbria and Mercia, Harold's recent mar¬ 
riage wi;JJi the sister of their earls might naturally 
•tend to secure their allegiance. , 

If or is it to be forgotten that a very numerous 
Witan had assembled at Oxford, a few months 
before, to adjust the rival claims 3 f Tostig and 
Mojfcar; the decision of the Witan proves the 
alli^fiice between Harold's party and that of the 
young earls—ratified by the marriage with Aldyth. 
And he who has practically engajg; .’ in the con¬ 
tests and cabals of party, will allow the probability, 
adopted as fact in the romance, that, considering 
Edward's years and infirm health, and the urgent 
necessity of determining beforehand the claims 
to the succession—some actual, if secret, under¬ 
standing was then come to by the leading chiefs. 
11 is a common error in history to regard as sudden 
that which in the nature of affairs never can be 
sudden. All that paved Harold’s way to the throne 
must have been silently settled long before the 
clay in which the Witan elected him unanimi 
omnium consensu.* 

With the views to which my examination of the 
records of the time have led me in favour of 
Harold, I cannot but think that Sir F. Palgrave, 
in his admirable History of Anglo-Saxon England, 
does scanty justice to the Last of its kings; and 
that his peculiar political and constitutional theo¬ 
ries, and his attachment to the principleof heredi¬ 
tary succession, which make him consider that 
Harold “had no clear title to the crown anyway," 
tincture with something like the prejudice of party 
Ins estimate of Harold’s character and pretensions. 
My profound admiration for Sir F. Palgrave's 
learning and judgment, would not permit me to 
make this remark without carefully considering 
and re-weighing all the contending authorities on 
which he himself relies. And I own that, of ali 
modern historians, Thierry seems to me to have 
given the most just idea of the great actors in the 
tragedy of the Norman invasion, though I incline 
10 believe that, he has overrated the oppressive 
influence of the Norman dynasty in whiefy the 
tragedy closed. * 


NoLe (<J), page 149. 

Physical Peculiarities of the Scandinavians. 

“ It is a singular circumstance, that in almost 
all the swords of those ages to lie found in the* 
collection of weapons in the Antiquarian Museum 
at Copenhagen, the handles indicate a size of 
hand very much smaller than the hands of modern 
people of any class or rank. No modern dandy, 
with the most delicate hands, would find room for 
his hand to grasp or wield with ease some of the 
swords of those Northmen." f 

This peculiarity is by such scholars adduced, 
not without reason, as an argument for the Eastern 
origin of the Scandinavian. Nor was it uncommon 
for the Asiatic Scythians, and, indeed, many of 
the early warlike tribes fluctuating between the 
east and west of Europe, to be distinguished by 
the blue eyes and yellow,hair of the north. The J 
physical attributes of a deity, or a hero, are usu¬ 
ally to be regarded as those of the race to which 1 

* Vit. Haiold. -fVijT. Norm. 

* Laing’s Note to fcnorro Sturluson, vol. iii. p, 101. 


he belongs. The golden locks ox Apollo and 
Achilles are the sign of a similar characteristic in 
the nations of which they are the types ; and the 
blue eye of Minerva belies the absurd doctrine 
that would identify her with the Egyptian Naith. 

The Norman retained perhaps longer than the 
Scandinavian, from whom he sprang, the some¬ 
what effeminate peculiarity of small hands and 
feet; and hence, as throughout all the nobility of 
Europe the Norman was the model for imitation, 
and the ruling families in many lands sought to 
trace from him their descents, so that character¬ 
istic is, even to our day, ridiculously regarded as 
h sign of noble race. The Norman probably re¬ 
tained that peculiarity longer than the Dane, be¬ 
cause his habits, as a conqueror, made him disdain 
all manual l£’J>our ; and it was below his knightly 
dignity to walk, as long as a horse could be found 
for him to ride. . But the Anglo-Norman (the 
noblest specimen of the great conquering family) 
became so blent with the Saxon, both in blood 
and in habits, that such physical distinctions 
vanished with the age of chivalry. The Saxon 
blood in our highest aristocracy now predominates 
greatly over the Norman ; and it would be as vain 
a task to identify the sons of Hastings and Kollo 
by the foot and hand of the old Asiatic Scythian, 
as by the reddish auburn hair and the high features 
which were no less ordinarily their type. Here 
and there such peculiarities may all be seen 
amongst plain country gentlemen, settled from 
time immemorial in the counties peopled by the 
Anglo-Danes, and inter-marrying generally in 
their own provinces ; but amongst the far more 
mixed breed of the larger landed proprietors com¬ 
prehended in the Peerage, the Saxon attributes 
of race are strikingly conspicuous, anrf, amongst 
them, the large hand and foot common with all 
the Germanic tribes. 


Note (R), page 183.. 

The Interment of Harold. 

Here we are met by evidences of the most con¬ 
tradictory character. According to most of the 
English writers, the body of Harold was given by 
William to Githa, without ransom, and buried at 
Waltham.. There is even a story told of the 
generosity of the Conqueror, in cashiering a 
soldier who gashed the corpse of the dead hero. 
This last, however, seems to apply to some other 
j Saxon, and not to Harold. But William of Poitiers, 

I who was the Duke's own chaplain, and whose 
narration of- the battle appears to contain more 
I internal evidence of accuracy than the rest of his 
| chronicle, expressly says, that .William refused 
uitha's offer of its weight in gold for jhe supposed 
corpse of Harold, and ordered it to be buried on 
the beach, with the taunt mioted in the text of 
this work—“ Let him guard the coast which he 
madly occupied and on the pretext that one, 
whose cupidity and avarice had been the cause 
thaP so many men were slaughtered and -lay 
unsepulturedj was not worthy himself of n tomb. 
Orderic confirms this account, and says Lhe body 
was given to William Mallet, for that purpose.* 

* This William Mallet was the father of Robert 
Mallet, founder of the Priory of Rye, in Suffolk (a 
branch of the house of Mallet do Graville).—P luquet. 
He was also the ancestor of the great. William Mallet (o 
Malet, as the old Scandinavian uatn ^llmv corruptly 
spelt), ot of the illustrious t^ntv ' “conservators” 
f Magn . Cliarta. The. farrul., 1 sti 11 extafct; and I 

have to apologise to Sir Malet, Bart. (Her, 

Majesty's Minister at Stutgard), ,ieut.-Col. Charles 
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Certainly, William de Poitiers ought to have 
known best; and the probability of his story is to 
a certain degree borne out by uncertainly as 
to Harold’s positive interment, which long pre¬ 
vailed, and which even gave rise 4 to a story-related 
by Giraldus Cambrensis (and to be found also in 
the Harleian MSS.), that Harold survived the 
battle, became a monk in Chester, and before he 
died had a long and secret Interview with Henry 
the First Such a legend, however absurd, could 
scarcely have gained any credit if (as the usual 
story runs) Harold had been formally buried, in 
the presence of many of the Norman barons, in 
Waltham Abbey—but would very easily creep 

St. Lo Malet, the Rev. William Windham Malet (Vicar 
of Ardley}, and other members of that ancient House, 
for the liberty taken with the name of th^'r gallant fore¬ 
father. 
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into belief, if his body had'been carelessly -i 
signed to a Norman knight, to be buried privv^.y 
by the sea shore. 

The story of Osgood and Ailred, the cl ,d-• 
maister (schoolmaster in the monastery), as re! i ,ed 
byPalgrave, and used in this romance, is recc ied 
in a MS. of Waltham Abbey, and was wi> m 
somewhere about fifty or sixty years sifter ,ue/ 
event—say at the beginning of the twelfth cen .,ry. 
These two monks followed Harold to the h Id, 
placed themcelves so as to watch its results, 
offered ten marks for the body, obtained per¬ 
mission for the search, and could not recognise 
the mutilated corpse until Osgood sought and 
returned wij di Edith. In point of fact, accord ; ng 
to this autlSSHiy, it must have been two or 
three days after the battle before the discovery 
was made. 
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